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KEY  tO   PRONUNCIATION. 


a  as  in  fat,  man,  pang. 

2  as  in  fate,  inane,  dale. 

a  as  in  far,  father,  guard. 

&  as  in  fall,  talk. 

a  as  in  ask,  fast,  ant. 

a  as  in  fare. 

e  as  in  met,  pen,  bless. 

e  as  in  mete,  meet. 

e  as  in  her,  fern. 

i  as  in  pin,  it. 

i  as  in  pine,  fight,  file. 

0  as  in  not,  on,  frog. 

5  as  in  note,  poke,  floor. 

6  as  in  move,  spoon. 
6  as  in  nor,  song,  off. 
u  as  in  tub. 

u  as  in  mute,  acute. 

u  as  in  pull. 

u  German  ii,  French  u. 

01  as  in  oil,  joint,  boy. 
ou  as  in  pound,  proud. 

A  single  dot  under  a  vowel  in  an 
unaccented  syllable  indicates  its  ab- 
breviation and  lightening,  without  ab- 
solute loss  of  its  distinctive  quality. 
Thus: 

3    as  in  prelate,  courage. 
|    as  in  ablegate,  episcopal. 
6    as  in  abrogate,  eulogy,  democrat 
ij    as  in  singular,  education. 

A  double  dot  under  a  vowel  in  an  un- 
accented syllable  indicates  that,  even  in 
the  mouths  of  the  best  speakers,  its 


sound  is  variable  to,  and  in  ordinary  ut- 

terance actually  becomes,  the  short  u- 

sound  (of  but,  pun,  etc.).      Thus: 

a    as  in  errant,  republican. 

e,     as  in  prudent,  difference. 

i    as  in  charity,  density. 

o    as  in  valor,  actor,  idiot 

g    as  in  Persia,  peninsula. 

e    as  in  the  book. 

u    as  in  nature,  feature. 

A  mark  (^)under  the  consonants  t,  d, 
t,  z  indicates  that  they  in  like  manner 
are  variable  to  ch,  j\  sk,  zh.     Thus  : 
t      as  n  nature,  adventure. 
g     as  n  arduous,  education. 
8 
Z 
y 
B 


n  pressure. 
n  seizure. 
n  yet. 


Sp  nish  b  (medial). 
ch  as  n  German  ach,  Scotch  loch. 
G     as  n  German  Abensberg,  Hamburg. 
H     Spanish  g  befors  e  and  i;   Spanish  j  ; 

etc.  (a  guttural  h). 

h     French  nasalizir  g  n,  as  in  ton,  en. 
S     final  s  in  Portuguese  (soft). 
th   as  in  thin. 
TH  as  in  then. 
D  =  TH. 


'  denotes  a  primary,  "  a  secondary  ac- 
cent. (A  secondary  accent  is  not  marked 
if  at  its  regular  inteival  of  two  syllables 
from  the  primary,  or  from  another  sec- 
ondary.) 
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Creasy  (kre'si),  Sir  Edward. 
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Crockett  (krok'et),  Samuel  Rutherford. 
Croker  (kro'ker),  John  Wilson. 
Croker,  Thomas  Crofton. 
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Croly,  Jane  Cunningham. 
Crosby  (kroz'bi),  Howard. 
Crowe  (kro),  Catharine  Ann. 
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Cudlip  (kud'lip),  Annie  Thomas. 
Cudworth  (kud'werth),  Ralph. 
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Gumming  (kum'ing),  John. 
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Cummins  (kum'inz),  Maria  S. 
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Cuyler  (ki'ler),  Theodore  I^dyard. 
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Dalin  (da'lin),  Olof  von. 

Dalrymple,  Sir  David.  See  Hailes, 
Lord. 

Dampier  (dam'per),  William. 

Dana  (daxna),  Charles  Anderson, 

Dana,  James  Dwight. 

Dana,  Richard  Henry. 

Dana,  Richard  Henry,  Jr. 

Daniel  (dan'yel),  Samuel. 

Dante  (dan'te ;  It.  pron.  dSn'te),  Du- 
rante  Alighieri. 

Darley  (daVli),  George. 

Darmesteter  (dar  me  ste  tar7),  James. 

Darwin  (darVin),  Charles  Robert. 

Darwin,  Erasmus. 

D'Aubign£  (do  b5n  ya').  See  Merle 
D'Aubignd. 

Daudet  (do  da'),  Alphonse. 

Daudet,  Ernest. 

Davenant  (dav'e  nant),  Charles. 

Davenant,  Sir  William. 

Davidson  (da'vid  son),  Lucretia  Ma- 
ria. 

Davidson,  Margaret  Miller. 

Davies  (da'viz),  Sir  John. 

Davis  (da'vis),  Andrew  Jackson. 

Davis,  Henry  Winter. 
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COWLEY,  ABRAHAM,  an  English  poet  and  es- 
sayist, born  at  London  in  1618 ;  died  at  Chertsey, 
Surrey,  July  28,  1667.  His  father  died  shortly 
before  the  poet's  birth,  and  his  mother  obtained 
his  admission  to  Westminster  School  as  a  king's 
scholar.  While  very  young  he  began  to  write 
verses,  being  moved  thereto,  he  tells  us,  by  a  copy 
of  the  Faerie  Queene,  which  lay  in  his  mother's 
parlor,  and  which  he  read  until  it  filled  his  brain, 
he  says,  "  with  such  chimes  of  verse  as  never  since 
have  left  ringing  there."  In  his  tenth  year  he 
composed  a  Tragicall  History  of  Piramus  and 
Thisbe,  and  two  years  later  Constantia  and Philetus. 
At  Westminster  he  displayed  extraordinary  men- 
tal activity,  and  wrote  in  his  thirteenth  year  an 
Elegy  on  the  DeatJi  of  Dudley,  Lord  Carlton,  which 
with  the  first  two  poems  were  printed  under  the 
title  of  Poetical  Blossoms.  At  eighteen,  Cowley  en- 
tered Trinity  College,  Cambridge,  where  he  distin- 
guished himself  as  a  scholar,  and  wrote  one  book 
of  the  Davideis,  of  which  three  other  books  were 
afterward  written.  Love's  Riddle  and  a  Latin 
comedy,  the  Naufragium  Joculare,  were  printed  in 
1638,  and  in  1641  was  printed  The  Guardian,  a 
dramatic  work,  acted  on  the  occasion  of  Prince 
Charles  passing  through  Cambridge.  Cowley's 
devotion  to  the  royal  cause  brought  about  his  ex- 
pulsion from  Cambridge,  and  he  went  to  Oxford. 
(7) 
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In  1646  he  followed  the  queen  to  Paris,  where  he 
remained  ten  years,  devoting  himself  unreservedly 
to  the  royal  service,  deciphering  the  secret  corre- 
spondence of  the  king  and  queen,  and  undertak- 
ing perilous  journeys  to  other  countries,  in  further- 
ance of  their  cause.  In  1647,  a  collection  of  his 
love-verses,  entitled  The  Mistress,  was  published. 
Though  now  entirely  neglected,  it  was  the  most 
popular  reading  of  its  day.  In  1656  Cowley  went 
secretly  to  England,  was  arrested,  and  forced  to 
give  bail  in  £1,000  for  his  future  behavior.  He 
now  published  a  volume  of  his  collected  poems, 
and  found  himself  the  most  highly  esteemed  poet 
of  his  time.  On  the  death  of  Cromwell,  he  es- 
caped to  France,  and  returned  to  England  only  at 
the  Restoration.  The  poet,  who  had  reason  to 
expect  some  return  from  the  royal  family  for  his 
long  and  valuable  services,  was  at  first  neglected. 
Through  the  efforts  of  Lord  St.  Albans  he  was  at 
length  given  a  lease  of  the  queen's  lands  at  Chert- 
sey,  where  he  spent  the  last  years  of  his  life  in 
the  rural  retirement  which  he  had  longed  fo~,  but 
which  he  found  it  impossible  to  enjoy.  He  was 
buried  in  Westminster  Abbey,  near  Chaucer  and 
Spenser.  His  poems,  so  highly  praised  in  his 
lifetime,  are  now  little  read,  though  not  a  few  of 
them  are  quite  well  worth  reading.  His  Essays 
are  pleasing  specimens  of  English  prose. 

OF   MYSELF. 

This  only  grant  me,  that  my  means  may  lie 
Too  low  for  envy,  for  contempt  too  high. 

Some  honor  I  would  have, 
Not  from  great  deeds,  but  good  alone  ; 
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The  unknown  are  better  than  ill-known  ; 

Rumor  can  ope  the  grave. 

Acquaintance  I  would  have,  but  when  't  depends 
Not  on  the  number,  but  the  choice  of  friends. 

Books  should,  not  business,  entertain  the  light, 
And  sleep,  as  undisturb'd  as  death  the  night. 

My  house  a  cottage  more 
Than  palace  ;  and  should  fitting  be 
For  all  my  use,  no  luxury. 

My  garden  painted  o'er 

With  Nature's  hand,  not  Arts  ;  and  pleasures  yield, 
Horace  might  envy  in  his  Sabine  field. 

Thus  would  I  double  my  life's  fading  space  ; 
For  he,  that  runs  it  well,  twice  runs  his  race. 

And  in  this  true  delight, 
These  unbought  sports,  this  happy  state, 
I  would  not  fear,  nor  wish,  my  fate  ; 

But  boldly  say  each  night : 
To-morrow  let  my  sun  his  beams  display, 
Or  in  clouds  hide  them  ;  I  have  liv'd  to-day. 

A   FREE   LIFE. 

Where  honor  or  where  conscience  does  not  bind, 

No  other  law  shall  shackle  me  ; 

Slave  to  myself  I  will  not  be  ; 
Nor  shall  my  future  actions  be  confined 
By  my  own  present  mind. 
Who  by  resolves  and  vows  engaged  does  stand 

For  days  that  yet  belong  to  Fate, 

Does,  like  an  unthrift,  mortgage  his  estate 
Before  it  falls  into  his  hand. 
The  bondman  of  the  cloister  so 
All  that  he  does  receive  does  always  owe; 
And  still  as  time  comes  in,  it  goes  away, 
Not  to  enjoy,  but  debts  to  pay. 
Unhappy  slave  !  and  pupil  to  a  bell ! 
Which  his  hour's  work,  as  well  as  hours,  does  tell ! 
Unhappy  to  the  last,  the  kind  releasing  knell. 
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MARK    THAT    SWIFT    ARROW 

Mark  that  swift  arrow,  how  it  cuts  the  air, 

How  it  outruns  thy  following  eye  ! 

Use  all  persuasions  now,  and  try 
If  thou  canst  call  it  back  or  stay  it  there, 

That  way  it  went ;  but  thou  shalt  find 

No  track  is  left  behind. 

Fool !  'tis  thy  life,  and  the  fond  archer  thou. 

Of  all  the  time  thou'st  shot  away, 

I'll  bid  thee  fetch  but  Yesterday, 
And  it  shall  be  too  hard  a  task  to  do. 

Besides  repentance,  what  canst  find 

That  it  hath  left  behind  ? 

Our  life  is  carried  with  too  strong  a  tide ; 

A  doubtful  cloud  our  substance  bears, 

And  is  the  horse  of  all  our  years  : 
Each  day  doth  on  a  winged  whirlwind  ride. 

We  and  our  glass  run  out,  and  must 

Both  render  up  our  dust. 

But  his  past  life  who  without  grief  can  see, 
Who  never  thinks  his  end  too  near, 
But  says  to  Fame,  thou  art  mine  heir — 

That  man  extends  life's  natural  brevity 

To  outlive  Nestor  in  a  day. 


ON   THE   DEATH   OF   RICHARD   CRASHAW. 

Poet  and  Saint!  to  thee  alone  are  given 

The  two  most  sacred  names  of  earth  and  heaven  ; 

The  hard  and  rarest  union  which  can  be, 

Next  to  that  of  Godhead  with  humanity. 

Long  did  the  Muses,  banished  slaves,  abide, 

And  built  vain  pyramids  to  mortal  pride, 

Like  Moses  thou  (tho*  spells  and  charms  withstand) 

Has  brought  them  home,  back  to  their  Holy  Land. 

Ah,  wretched  we  !  poets  of  earth  !  but  thou 

Wert,  living,  the  same  poet  thou'rt  now, 
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Whilst  angels  sing  to  thee  their  airs  divine, 

And  joy  in  an  applause  so  great  as  thine. 

Equal  society  with  them  to  hold, 

Thou  need'st  not  make  new  songs,  but  say  the  old  ; 

And  they  (kind  spirits  !)  shall  rejoice  to  see 

How  little  less  than  they  exalted  man  may  be. 

HEAVEN. 

Sleep  on  !     Rest,  quiet  as  thy  conscience,  take, 

For  though  thou  sleep'st  thyself,  thy  God's  awake. 

Above  the  subtle  foldings  of  the  sky, 

Above  the  well-set  orbs'  soft  harmony  ; 

Above  those  petty  lamps  that  gild  the  night, 

There  is  a  place  o'erflown  with  hallowed  light ; 

Where  heaven,  as  if  it  left  itself  behind, 

Is  stretched  out  far,  nor  its  own  bounds  can  find . 

Here  peaceful  flames  swell  up  the  sacred  place, 

Nor  can  the  glory  contain  itself  in  th'  endless  space. 

For  there  no  twilight  of  the  sun  s  dull  ray 

Glimmers  upon  the  pure  and  native  day. 

No  pale-faced  moon  does  in  stolen  beams  appear, 

Or  with  dim  taper  scatters  darkness  there. 

On  no  smooth  sphere  the  restless  seasons  slide, 

No  circling  motion  doth  swift  time  divide ; 

Nothing  is  there  to  come,  and  nothing/^/, 

But  an  eternal  Now  does  always  last. 

—The  Davideis. 

THE   GRASSHOPPER. 

[After  Anacreon.'] 

Happy  insect !  what  can  be 

In  happiness  compared  to  thee  ? 

Fed  with  nourishment  divine, 

The  dewy  morning's  gentle  wine! 

Nature  waits  upon  thee  still, 

And  thy  verdant  cup  does  fill ; 

'Tis  filled  wherever  thou  dost  tread, 

Nature's  self's  thy  Ganymede. 

Thou  dost  drink,  and  dance,  and  sing, 

Happier  than  the  happiest  king ! 
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All  the  fields  which  thou  dost  see, 

All  the  plants  belong  to  thee  ; 

All  that  summer  hours  produce, 

Fertile  made  with  early  juice. 

Man  for  thee  does  sow  and  plough  ; 

Farmer  he,  and  landlord  thou ! 

Thou  dost  innocently  enjoy  ; 

Nor  does  thy  luxury  destroy. 

The  shepherd  gladly  heareth  thee, 

More  harmonious  than  he. 

The  country  hinds  with  gladness  hear, 

Prophet  of  the  ripened  year ! 

Thee  Phcebus  loves,  and  does  inspire  ; 

Phoebus  is  himself  thy  sire. 

To  thee,  of  all  things  upon  earth, 

Life  is  no  longer  than  thy  mirth. 

Happy  insect !  happy  thou, 

Dost  neither  age  nor  winter  know. 

But  when  thou'st  drunk,  and  danced,  and  sung 

Thy  fill,  the  flowery  leaves  among — 

Voluptuous  and  wise  withal. 

Epicurean  animal  ! — 

Satiate  with  thy  summer  feast, 

Thou  retir'st  to  endless  rest. 

OF  OBSCURITY. 

If  we  engage  into  a  large  acquaintance  and  various 
familiarities,  we  set  open  our  gates  to  the  invaders  of 
most  of  our  time  :  we  expose  our  life  to  a  quotidian 
ague  of  frigid  impertinences,  which  would  make  a  wise 
man  tremble  to  think  of.  Now,  as  for  being  known 
much  by  sight,  and  pointed  at,  I  cannot  comprehend 
the  honor  that  lies  in  that :  whatsoever  it  be,  every 
mountebank  has  it  more  than  the  best  doctor,  and  the 
hangman  more  than  the  lord  chief  justice  of  a  city. 
Every  creature  has  it,  both  of  nature  and  art,  if  it  be 
any  ways  extraordinary.  It  was  as  often  said,  "  This  is 
that  Bucephalus,"  or  "This  is  that  Incitatus,"  when 
they  were  led  prancing  through  the  streets,  as  "This  is 
that  Alexander,"  or,  "  This  is  that  Domitian  ; "  and 
truly,  for  the  latter,  I  take  Incitatus  to  have  been  a 
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mucn  more  honorable  beast  than  his  master,  and  more 
deserving  the  consulship,  than  he  the  empire. 

I  love  and  commend  a  true  good  fame,  because  it  is 
the  shadow  of  virtue  ;  not  that  it  doth  any  good  to  the 
body  which  it  accompanies,  but  it  is  an  efficacious 
shadow,  and,  like  that  of  St.  Peter,  cures  the  diseases 
of  others.  The  best  kind  of  glory,  no  doubt,  is  that 
which  is  reflected  from  honesty,  such  as  was  the  glory 
of  Cato  and  Aristides  ;  but  it  was  harmful  to  them 
both,  and  is  seldom  beneficial  to  any  man  whilst  he  lives  ; 
what  it  is  to  him  after  his  death,  I  cannot  say,  because 
I  love  not  philosophy  merely  notional  and  conjectural, 
and  no  man  who  has  made  the  experiment  has  been  so 
kind  as  to  come  back  and  inform  us.  Upon  the  whole 
matter,  I  account  a  person  who  has  a  moderate  mind 
and  fortune,  and  lives  in  the  conversation  of  two  or 
three  agreeable  friends,  with  little  commerce  in  the 
world  besides,  who  is  esteemed  well  enough  by  his  few 
neighbors  that  know  him,  and  is  truly  irreproachable 
by  anybody  :  and  so,  after  a  healthful  quiet  life,  before 
the  great  inconveniences  of  old  age,  goes  more  silently 
out  of  it  than  he  came  in  (for  I  would  not  have  him  so 
much  as  cry  in  the  exit) :  this  innocent  deceiver  of  the 
world,  as  Horace  calls  him,  this  "muta  persona,"  I  take 
to  have  been  more  happy  in  his  part,  than  the  greatest 
actors  that  fill  the  stage  with  show  and  noise,  nay,  even 
than  Augustus  himself,  who  asked  with  his  last  breath, 
whether  he  had  not  played  his  farce  very  well. — Essays. 


COWPER,  WILLIAM,  a  renowned  English 
poet,  born  at  Great  Berkhamstead,  Hertford- 
shire, England,  November  15,  1731;  died  at  East 
Dereham,  Norfolk,  April  25,  1800.  His  father 
was  Rector  of  Berkhamstead  and  sprang  from  an 
ancient  family,  which  could  trace  its  descent  in 
an  uninterrupted  line  to  the  time  of  Edward  IV. 
(1450).  His  mother,  Ann  Donne,  was  daughter 
of  the  Dean  of  St.  Paul's,  who  was  descended 
from  Henry  III.  (1250),  through  four  distinct 
lines.  She  died  when  William,  her  eldest  living 
boy,  was  six  years  old,  leaving  besides  him  an 
infant  son. 

A  few  months  after  his  mother's  death  Cowper 
was  placed  at  a  private  school,  where  for  two 
years  he  was  cruelly  bullied  by  the  elder  pupils. 
At  the  age  of  fourteen  he  was  placed  in  West- 
minster School,  where  he  became  an  excellent 
scholar.  At  seventeen  he  was  articled  to  a  Lon- 
don solicitor;  but  he  paid  no  attention  to  legal 
studies.  His  uncle,  Ashley  Cowper,  a  man  of 
considerable  fortune,  resided  in  London,  and  it 
was  arranged  that  the  youth  should  pass  his  Sun- 
days at  his  uncle's  residence.  Mr.  Ashley  Cow- 
per had  two  daughters,  Theodora  and  Harriet, 
just  growing  up  into  womanhood.  A  warm  at- 
tachment sprang  up  between  William  Cowper 
and  his  cousin  Theodora.  Harriet  became  in 
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time  the  wife  of  Mr.  Hesketh,  afterward  made  a 
baronet.  When  he  came  of  age  he  received, 
through  the  influence  of  an  uncle,  a  small  gov- 
ernment appointment,  and  took  chambers  in  the 
Inner  Temple,  ostensibly  to  study  law,  and  at 
the  age  of  twenty-four  was  formally  called  to  the 
bar,  but  with  no  purpose  of  practising  the  pro- 
fession. There  were  two  or  three  government 
positions  to  which  the  right  of  nomination  was 
vested  in  one  of  his  uncles;  and  he  looked  for- 
ward to  obtaining  one  of  these. 

Mr.  Ashley  Cowper  began  to  look  unfavorably 
upon  a  marriage  between  his  daughter  and 
nephew.  "  If  you  marry  William  Cowper,"  he 
said  to  her,  "what  will  you  do?"  "  Do,  sir?" 
replied  Theodora,  "  wash  all  day,  and  ride  out  on 
the  great  dog  at  night."  He  at  length  positively 
forbade  the  union,  and  prohibited  his  nephew 
from  visiting  at^his  house,  alleging  for  his  reason 
his  decided  objection  to  the  marriage  of  cous- 
ins. The  final  parting  took  place  about  1752,  and 
the  lovers  never  met  again.  Theodora  never 
forgo't  him,  and  in  after  years  found  occasion  for 
doing  him  great  service.  She  died  in  1824,  at 
the  age  of  about  eighty,  having  survived  Cowper 
nearly  a  quarter  of  a  century.  When  near  her 
end  she  sealed  up  all  the  letters  and  verses  which 
he  had  addressed  to  her,  and  placed  them  in  the 
hands  of  a  female  friend.  This  friend  died  in  the 
same  year  with  Theodora;  and  the  papers  fell 
into  the  hands  of  a  relative,  by  whom  a  portion 
of  them  was  published  in  1825,  under  the  title  of 
Early  Poems. 
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The  first  symptoms  of  the  mental  malady  with 
which  Cowper  was  afflicted  during  the  greater 
part  of  his  life  manifested  themselves  when  he 
was  about  twenty-four.  Of  this  he  wrote  long 
after  in  one  of  his  letters,  "  I  was  struck  with  such 
a  dejection  of  spirits  as  none  but  they  who  have 
felt  the  same  can  have  the  least  conception  of. 
Day  and  night  I  was  upon  the  rack,  lying  down 
in  horror  and  rising  up  in  despair."  This  period 
of  gloom  passed  away  in  a  few  months;  but  to 
reappear  after  a  few  years  in  a  more  aggravated 
form.  His  father,  who  had  married  again,  died 
suddenly  in  1756,  leaving  very  little  to  his  sons; 
and  Cowper  was  before  long  reduced  to  pecun- 
iary straits.  A  couple  of  government  offices — 
that  of  Reading  Clerk  and  Clerk  of  the  Journals 
to  the  House  of  Lords — to  which  his  uncle,  Major 
Cowper,  had  the  right  of  presentation — fell  vacant, 
and  Cowper  was  offered  his  choice  between  them. 
He  chose  the  latter,  the  less  lucrative  but  more 
private  one.  But  it  was  necessary  that  he  should 
pass  an  examination  as  to  his  fitness  to  perform 
the  quite  formal  duties  required  of  him.  "A 
thunderbolt,"  he  says,  "  would  have  been  as  wel- 
come to  me  as  this  intelligence/*  For  six  months 
he  tried  in  vain  to  prepare  himself  for  the  exam- 
ination.  Then  his  reason  quite  gave  way.  Three 
times  he  attempted  suicide.  In  the  autumn  of 
1763  he  sent  for  Major  Cowper,  and,  in  spite  of 
all  remonstrances,  threw  up  the  nomination.  At 
this  time  be  wrote  those  wild  and  whirling  verses 
which  show  something  of  the  nature  of  the  great 
cloud  of  darkness  which  enveloped  him  ? 
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LINES  WRITTEN   DURING    A    PERIOD   OF   INSANITY 

Hatred  and  vengeance — my  eternal  portion, 
Scarce  can  endure  delay  of  execution — 
Wait  with  impatient  readiness  to  seize  my 
Soul  in  a  moment. 

Damned  below  Judas,  more  abhorred  than  he  was. 
Who  for  a  few  pence  sold  his  holy  Master ! 
Twice  betrayed,  Jesus  me,  the  last  delinquent, 
Deems  the  profanest. 

Man  disavows,  and  Deity  disowns  me  ; 
Hell  might  afford  my  miseries  a  shelter  ; 
Therefore  Hell  keeps  her  ever-hungry  mouths  all 
Bolted  against  me. 

Hard  lot  encompassed  with  a  thousand  dangers, 
Weary,  faint,  trembling  with  a  thousand  terrors, 
I'm  called,  if  vanquished,  to  receive  a  sentence 
Worse  than  Abiram's. 

Him  the  vindictive  rod  of  angry  Justice 
Sent  quick  and  howling  to  the  centre  headlong ; 
I,  fed  with  judgment,  in  a  fleshy  tomb,  am. 
Buried  above  ground. 

In  December,  1763,  Cowper  was  placed  by  his 
friends  in  the  private  asylum  for  lunatics,  at  St. 
Albans,  kept  by  Dr.  Nathaniel  Cotton,  a  physician 
of  rare  worth  and  capacity,  the  author  of  several 
poems  of  no  inconsiderable  merit.  Here  he  re- 
mained for  two  years,  and  by  slow  degrees  re- 
gained his  sanity.  His  younger  brother  was  now 
a  Fellow  of  a  Cambridge  College,  and  Cowper, 
in  order  to  be  near  him,  took  up  his  residence  at 
Huntingdon,  the  nearest  place  where  suitable  ac- 
commodations could  be  obtained. 

Almost  by  accident  he  made  the  acouaintance 
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of  Mr.  Unwin,  a  clergyman  who  occupied  a  large 
house,  and  received  pupils  to  be  prepared  for  the 
University.  The  Unwins  were  persuaded  to  re- 
ceive  Cowper  as  a  boarder,  and  a  warm  attach- 
ment sprung  up  between  them  which  was  only 
broken  by  death.  But  two  years  after,  Mr.  Unwin 
was  killed  by  being  thrown  from  his  horse.  He 
had  expressed  the  wish  that  in  case  of  his  death, 
Cowper  should  still  have  a  home  with  his  widow. 
Mary  Unwin  was  left  with  quite  limited  means, 
and  the  great  house  was  given  up.  She  with 
Cowper  took  up  their  residence  in  the  neighbor- 
ing parish  of  Olney,  of  which  John  Newton  was 
curate.  Cowper  became  a  kind  of  informal  lay 
assistant  to  the  energetic  Newton.  He  visited 
the  parishioners,  read  prayers  with  the  sick,  and 
even  conducted  extempore  prayers.  But  the 
strong  meat  which  was  nourishment  to  the  robust- 
minded  Newton,  proved  deleterious  to  Cowper. 
In  the  doctrine  of  Predestination  Newton  saw  an 
assured  guarantee  that  final  salvation  was  sure  to 
all  the  elect ;  Cowper  saw  in  it  equal  assurance 
of  final  reprobation  to  the  non-elect — of  whom  he 
believed  himself  to  be  one.  His  insanity  returned 
in  the  most  aggravated  form.  He  himself,  writing 
years  after,  records  the  characteristics  of  his  men- 
tal condition  at  this  time  : 

COWPER'S  THIRD   PERIOD  OF   INSANITY. 

I  was  suddenly  reduced  from  my  wonted  rate  of  under- 
standing to  an  almost  childish  imbecility.  I  did  not  lose 
my  senses,  but  I  lost  th^  power  to  exercise  them.  I 
could  return  a  rational  answer  even  to  a  difficult  ques- 
tion ;  but  a  question  was  necessary,  or  I  never  spoke  at 
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all.  This  state  of  mind  was  accompanied,  as  I  suppose 
it  to  be  in  most  cases  of  the  kind,  with  misapprehension 
of  things  and  persons,  that  made  me  a  very  intractable 
patient.  I  believed  that  everybody  hated  me,  and  that 
Mrs.  Unwin  hated  me  most  of  all  ;  was  convinced  that 
all  my  food  was  poisoned,  together  with  ten  thousand 
megrims  of  the  same  sort. 


The  conviction  of  his  own  certain  reprobation 
settled  itself  more  and  more  deeply  in  his  mind. 
He  believed  that  God  required  him  to  sacrifice  his 
own  life,  and  attempted  over  and  over  again  to 
commit  suicide.  He  refused  to  pray  or  to  attend 
divine  service  ;  nor  would  he  fora  time  visit  New- 
ton at  the  Rectory ;  then,  having  one  day  been 
persuaded  to  go  there,  he  refused  to  leave ;  and 
begged  to  be  allowed  to  remain.  This  mental 
alienation  lasted  many  months,  during  which 
Mrs.  Unwin  devoted  herself  wholly  to  his  care. 
No  mother,  or  sister,  or  wife  could  have  done  more 
for  him  than  she  did,  and  when  he  was  induced 
to  leave  the  Rectory  she  took  him  to  her  home. 
Sdme  time  before  this  attack  Cowper,  at  the  sug- 
gestion of  Newton,  and  with  his  co-operation,  pro- 
jected the  Olney  Hymns.  Of  these  Cowper  wrote 
nearly  eighty,  some  of  which  hold  a  high  place  in 
English  Hymnology.  The  one  last  written,  com- 
posed in  June,  1773,  is  the  best  known  of  all: 


LIGHT    SHINING    IN    DARKNESS. 

God  moves  in  a  mysterious  way 
His  wonders  to  perform  ; 

He  plants  his  footsteps  in  the  sea, 

And  rides  upon  the  storm 
VOL.  VII.— a 
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Deep  in  unfathomable  mines, 

With  never-failing  skill, 
He  treasures  up  his  bright  designs, 

And  works  his  sovereign  will. 

Ye  fearful  saints,  fresh  courage  take ; 

The  clouds  ye  so  much  dread 
Are  big  with  mercy,  and  shall  break 

In  blessings  on  your  head. 

Judge  not  the  Lord  by  feeble  sense, 

But  trust  him  for  his  grace  : 
Behind  a  frowning  providence 

He  hides  a  smiling  face. 

His  purpose  will  ripen  fast, 

Unfolding  every  hour  ; 
The  bud  may  have  a  bitter  taste, 

But  sweet  will  be  the  flower. 

Blind  unbelief  is  sure  to  err, 

And  scan  his  work  in  vain  ; 
God  is  his  own  interpreter, 

And  he  will  make  it  plain. 

The  dozen  years  following  this  recovery — up  to 
1791 — were  probably  the  happiest,  certainly  by 
far  the  most  active,  in  the  life  of  Cowper.  His 
abode  was  still  with  Mrs.  Unwin.  He  occupied 
himself  with  gardening1  and  carpentering,  and 
found  his  amusement  with  petting  animals:  hares, 
rabbits,  guinea-pigs,  dogs,  and  several  kinds  of 
birds.  His  cousin,  Lady  Hesketh,  now  took  up 
her  residence  not  far  from  him ;  and  in  time  he 
became  acquainted  with  Lady  Austen,  a  widow, 
rich,  beautiful,  and  clever,  in  whose  society  and 
friendship  he  found  great  delight.  He  was  now 
about  fifty,  and  up  to  this  time  he  had  written 
only  a  few  hundred  lines  of  poetry  worthy  of  re- 
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membrance.  In  1781  he  printed  anonymously  a 
very  poor  poem,  upon  a  very  unpleasant  subject, 
zn\\\\e&Antithelyp/ithora.  Mrs.  Unwin  urged  him 
to  choose  a  worthier  theme,  suggesting  as  a  sub- 
ject  The  Progress  of  Error.  He  began  at  once,  and 
in  a  few  weeks  wrote  not  only  that,  but  Truth, 
Table  Talk,  Expostulation,  Hope,  Charity,  Retirement, 
and  Conversation — all  of  them  being  moral  satires. 
These  were  published  in  a  volume  in  1782.  One 
evening  Lady  Austen  diverted  him  by  telling  the 
story  of  the  adventurous  ride  of  John  Gilpin. 
Before  morning  Cowper  had  put  the  story  into 
verse.  It  was  printed  in  a  newspaper,  and  soon 
became  the  most  popular  ballad  of  the  day.  Lady 
Austen  not  long  afterward  urged  Cowper  to  try 
his  powers  at  writing  blank  verse,  giving  him  as  a 
subject  the  Sofa  on  which  she  happened  to  be  sit- 
ting. The  result  was  the  poem  entitled  The  Task, 
which  extended  far  beyond  what  had  been  thought 
of  by  either  the  poet  or  his  friend.  It  was  pub- 
lished in  1785,  and  at  once  secured  for  Cowper  the 
undisputed  rank  of  the  foremost  poet  of  his  time. 
But  before  The  Task  was  completed,  the  fair 
friendship  between  Cowper  and  Lady  Austen 
came  to  an  end.  Mrs.  Unwin,  now  past  three- 
score, became  strangely  jealous  of  the  fascinating 
Lady  Austen,  and  told  Cowper  that  he  must  fore- 
go one  of  the  two.  The  claims  of  gratitude  were 
paramount  in  the  estimation  of  Cowper,  and  he 
wrote  a  sorrowful  farewell  letter  to  Lady  Austen, 
setting  forth  the  circumstances  which  rendered 
it  necessary  that  their  innocent  intimacy  should 
cease. 
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When  The  Task  was  published,  the  bookseller 
urged  Cowper  to  undertake  a  translation  of 
Homer.  This  was  published  in  1791,  and  for  it 
Cowper  received  .£1,000.  He  was  then  urged  to 
edit  an  edition  of  Milton,  to  be  magnificently  illus- 
trated by  Fuseli.  Cowper  translated  the  Latin 
and  Italian  poems  of  Milton ;  but  did  no  more. 
For  the  end  of  his  mental  soundness  was  close  at 
hand.  But  one  last  gleam  of  earthly  happiness 
had  been  reserved  for  him.  Early  in  1790  he  re- 
ceived a  visit  from  John  Johnson,  a  Cambridge 
undergraduate,  a  grandson  of  a  brother  of  Cow- 
per's mother — dead  now  for  three-and-fifty  years, 
but  still  held  in  loving  remembrance.  Returning 
to  his  home  Johnson  told  his  aunt,  Mrs.  Bodham, 
who  had  been  a  play-fellow  of  Cowper's  childhood, 
that  she  was  still  held  in  kindly  remembrance  by 
the  poet,  whereupon  she  sent  to  him  that  portrait 
of  his  mother  which  occasioned  the  writing  of  the 
touching  poem,  one  of  the  best  of  all  which  Cowper 
wrote. 

In  the  next  year  Mary  Unwin  had  an  attack  ol 
paralysis,  which  left  her  feeble  in  body,  impaired 
in  mind,  and  querulous  in  temper.  Cowper  failed 
too.  He  had  had  another  attack  of  insanity,  during 
which  he  again  attempted  suicide.  He  partially 
recovered  ;  but  strange  fancies  haunted  him.  He 
imagined,  when  he  awoke  in  the  morning,  that  he 
heard  mysterious  voices  speaking  to  him ;  Mrs. 
Unwin  snared  in  the  delusion;  the  two  fell  under 
the  influence  of  a  knavish  schoolmaster,  who  pro- 
fessed to  interpret  these  voices,  and  managed  to 
get  much  money  for  his  services.  Cowper's  grand. 
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nephew,  Johnson,  being  informed  of  his  deplor- 
able condition,  came  to  him,  but  found  him  in  a 
state  of  brooding  melancholy.  Mrs.  Unwin  died 
in  1796.  Cowper  lived  four  years  longer,  for  the 
greater  part  of  the  time  nearly  bereft  of  under- 
standing ;  but  with  now  and  then  a  return  to 
reason.  The  last  of  these  returns  took  place  about 
a  year  before  he  passed  into  his  rest.  In  March, 
1799,  he  was  able  to  undertake  the  revision  of  his 
Homer;  wrote  several  short  poems  in  Latin  and 
English.  The  last  of  these  was  The  Castaway, 
composed  March  2oth,  founded  on  a  story  told  by 
Anson,  of  a  sailor  drowning  at  sea.  This  poem, 
comprising  a  dozen  stanzas,  thus  concludes: 

THE    TWO   CASTAWAYS. 

I  therefore  purpose  not,  or  dream, 

Descanting  on  his  fate, 
To  give  j.he  melancholy  theme 

A  more  enduring  date  : 
But  misery  still  delights  to  trace 
Its  semblance  in  another's  case. 

No  voice  divine  the  storm  allayed, 

No  light  propitious  shone, 
When  snatched  from  all  effectual  aid, 

We  perished,  each  alone. 
But  I  beneath  a  rougher  sea, 
And  whelmed  in  deeper  gulfs  than  he. 

A  year  and  a  month  more  of  almost  unconscious 
earthly  existence  was  allotted  to  Cowper,and  then 
he  entered  into  his  rest,  lacking  a  few  months  of 
the  term  of  three-score  years  and  ten.  "  From  the 
moment  of  his  death,"  wrote  his  kinsman,  "  until 
the  coffin  was  closed,  the  expression  into  which 
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his  countenance  had  settled  was  that  of  calmness 
and  composure,  mingled,  as  it  were,  with  a  holy 
surprise." 

All  the  poems  by  which  Cowper  will  be  held  in 
remembrance  were  produced  within  the  space  of 
a  dozen  years,  and  after  he  had  passed  the  age  of 
half  a  century.  Not  a  few  of  these  are  character- 
ized by  a  keen  sense  of  humor,  hardly  to  be  looked 
for  from  one  the  greater  part  of  whose  life  was 
passed  upon  the  very  verge  of  insanity.  In  our 
citations  we  follow  very  nearly  the  chronological 
order  of  their  composition. 

LORD    CHESTERFIELD. 

All  the  Muses  weep  for  thee, 
But  every  tear  shall  scald  thy  memory  ; 
The  Graces  too,  while  virtue  at  their  shrine 
Lay  bleeding  under  that  soft  hand  of  thine, 
Felt  each  a  mortal  stab  in  her  own  breast, 
Abhorred  the  sacrifice  and  cursed  the  priest. 
Thou  polished  and  high-finished  foe  to  truth, 
Graybeard  corruptor  of  our  listening  youth, 
To  purge  and  skim  away  the  filth  of  vice, 
That,  so  refined,  it  might  the  more  entice, 
Then  pour  it  on  the  morals  of  thy  son, 
To  taint  his  heart,  was  worthy  of  thine  own  ! 
Now,  while  the  poison  all  high  life  pervades, 
Write,  if  thou  canst,  one  Letter  from  the  Shades, 
One,  and  only  one,  charged  with  deep  regret, 
That  thy  worst  part — thy  principles — live  yet ; 
One  sad  epistle  thence  may  cure  mankind 
Of  the  plague  spread  by  bundles  left  behind. 

— The  Progress  of  Error 

THE    PIOUS   COTTAGER    AND    VOLTAIRE. 

Yon  cottager,  who  weaves  at  her  own  door — 
Pillow  and  bobbins  all  her  little  store — 
Content,  though  mean,  and  cheerful  if  not  gay, 
Shuffling  her  threads  about  the  livelong  day, 
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Just  earns  a  scanty  pittance,  and  at  night 
Lies  down  .secure,  her  heart  and  pocket  light ; 
She,  for  her  humble  sphere  by  nature  fit, 
Had  little  understanding  and  no  wit ; 
Receives  no  praise,  but  though  her  lot  be  such- 
Toilsome  and  indigent — she  renders  much  ; 
Just  knows,  and  knows  no  more,  her  Bible  true — 
A  truth  the  witty  Frenchman  never  knew  ; 
And  in  that  charter  reads,  with  sparkling  eyes, 
Her  title  to  a  treasure  in  the  skies. 
Oh  happy  peasant !     Oh  unhappy  bard  ! 
His  the  mere  tinsel,  hers  the  rich  reward  ; 
He,  praised  perhaps  for  ages  yet  to  come, 
She,  never  heard  of  half  a  mile  from  home  ; 
He,  lost  in  errors  his  vain  heart  prefers, 
She,  safe  in  the  simplicity  of  hers. 

— Truth. 

WHITEFIELD. 

Leuconomus*  (beneath  the  well-sounding  Greek 

I  slur  a  name  a  poet  must  not  speak) 

Stood  pilloried  on  infamy's  high  stage, 

And  bore  the  pel.ting  scorn  of  half  an  age  ; 

The  very  butt  of  slander  and  the  blot 

For  every  dart  that  malice  ever  shot. 

The  man  that  mentioned  him  at  once  dismissed 

All  mercy  from  his  lips,  and  sneered  and  hissed : 

His  crimes  were  such  as  Sodom  never  knew, 

And  perjury  stood  up  to  swear  all  true  ; 

His  aim  was  mischief,  and  his  zeal  pretence, 

His  speech  rebellion  against  common  sense  ; 

A  knave,  when  tried  on  Honesty's  just  rule, 

And  when  by  that  of  Reason,  a  mere  fool ; 

The  world's  best  comfort  was,  his  doom  was  passed  : 

Die  when  he  might,  he  must  be  damned  at  last  ! 

Now,  Truth,  perform  thine  office  :  waft  aside 
The  curtain  drawn  by  Prejudice  and  Pride  ; 
Reveal  (the  man  is  dead)  to  wondering  eyes 
The  more  than  monster  in  his  proper  guise  : 
He  loved  the  world  that  hated  him ;  the  tear 
That  dropped  upon  the  Bible  was  sincere  : 

*Leukost  "  white  "  and  names,  "  field." 
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Assailed  by  scandal  and  the  tongue  of  strife, 

His  only  answer  was  a  blameless  life  ; 

And  he  that  forged,  and  he  that  threw  the  dart, 

Had  each  a  brother's  interest  in  his  heart. 

Paul's  love  of  Christ,  and  steadiness  unbribed, 

Were  copied  close  in  him,  and  well  transcribed. 

He  followed  Paul ;  his  zeal  a  kindred  flame, 

His  apostolic  charity  the  same  : 

Like  him  crossed  cheerfully  tempestuous  seas, 

Forsaking  country,  kindred,  friends,  and  ease ; 

Like  him  he  labored,  and,  like  him,  content 

To  bear  it,  suffered  shame  where'er  he  went. — 

Blush,  Calumny  !  and  write  upon  his  tomb 

(If  honest  eulogy  can  spare  thee  room), 

Thy  deep  repentance  of  thy  thousand  lies 

Which,  aimed  at  him,  have  pierced  the  offended  skies  ; 

And  say  :     Blot  out  my  sin,  confessed,  deplored, 

Against  Thine  image  in  thy  saint,  O  Lord ! 

— Hope. 

JOHN    HOWARD. 

Patron  of  else  the  most  despised  of  men, 
Accept  the  tribute  of  a  stranger's  pen  : 
Verse,  like  the  laurel,  its  immortal  meed, 
Should  be  the  guerdon  of  a  noble  deed. 
I  may  alarm  thee,  but  I  fear  the  shame 
(Charity  chosen  as  my  field  and  aim) 
I  must  incur,  forgetting  Howard's  name. 

Blest  with  all  wealth  can  give  thee,  to  resign 
Joys  doubly  sweet  to  feelings  quick  as  thine, 
To  quit  the  bliss  thy  rural  scenes  bestow, 
To  seek  a  nobler  amidst  scenes  of  woe  ; 
To  traverse  seas,  range  kingdoms,  and  bring  home, 
Not  the  proud  monuments  of  Greece  and  Rome, 
But  knowledge  such  as  dungeons  only  teach, 
And  only  sympathy  like  thine  could  reach  ; 
That  grief  sequestered  from  the  public  stage, 
Might  smooth  her  feathers  and  enjoy  her  cage, 
Speaks  a  divine  ambition,  and  a  zeal, 
The  boldest  patriot  might  be  proud  to  feel. — 
Oh  that  the  voice  of  clamor  and  debate, 
That  pleads  for  peace  till  it  disturbs  the  State, 
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Were  hushed  in  favor  of  thy  generous  plea — 
The  poor  thy  clients,  and  Heaven's  smile  thy  fee  ! 

—Charity. 

The  Task  was   begun  in  1781,  and  finished  in 
about  four  years,  having  been  published  in  1785. 

GENESIS   OF   THE   SOFA. 

I  sing  The  Sofa.     I  who  lately  sang 

Truth,  Hope,  and  Charity,  and  touched  with  awe 

The  solemn  chords,  and  with  a  trembling  hand, 

Escaped  with  pain  from  that  adventurous  flight, 

Now  seek  repose  upon  an  humbler  theme  : 

The  theme  though  humble,  yet  august,  and  proud 

The  occasion — for  the  Fair  commands  the  song. 

Time  was,  when  clothing  sumptuous  or  for  use, 
Save  their  old  painted  skins,  our  sires  had  none. 
As  yet  black  breeches  were  not  ;  satin  smooth. 
Or  velvet  soft,  or  plush  with  shaggy  pile. 
The  hardy  chief  upon  the  rugged  rock 
Washed  by  the  sea,  or  on  the  gravelly  bank 
Thrown  up  by  wmtry  torrents  roaring  loud, 
Fearless  of  wrong,  reposed  his  weary  strength. 
Those  barbarous  ages  past,  succeeded  next 
The  birthday  of  invention,  weak  at  first, 
Dull  in  design,  and  clumsy  to  perform. 
Joint-stools  were  then  created  ;  on  three  legs 
Upborne  they  stood  : — three  legs  upholding  firm 
A  massy  slab,  in  fashion  square  or  round. 
On  such  a  stool  immortal  Alfred  sat, 
And  swayed  the  sceptre  of  his  infant  realms  ; 
And  such  in  ancient  halls  and  mansions  drear 
May  still  be  seen,  but  perforated  sore 
And  drilled  in  holes  the  solid  oak  is  found, 
By  worms  voracious  eating  through  and  through. 

At  length  a  generation  more  refined 
Improved  the  simple  plan  ;  made  three  legs  four 
Gave  them  a  twisted  form  vermicular, 
And  o'er  the  seat  with  plenteous  wadding  stuffed 
Induced  a  splendid  cover,  green  and  blue, 
Yellow  and  red,  of  tapestry  richly  wrought 
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And  woven  close,  or  needlework  sublime. 
There  might  ye  see  the  piony  spread  wide, 
The  full-blown  rose,  the  shepherd  and  his  lass, 
Lap-dog  and  lambkin  with  black  staring  eyes, 
And  parrots  with  twin  cherries  in  their  beak. 

Now  came  the  cane  from  India,  smooth  and  bright 
With  Nature's  varnish,  severed  into  stripes 
That  interlaced  each  other  ;  these  supplied 
Of  texture  firm  a  lattice-work,  that  braced 
The  new  machine,  and  it  became  a  chair. 
But  restless  was  the  chair  ;  the  back  erect 
Distressed  the  weary  loins,  that  felt  no  ease  ; 
The  slippery  seat  betrayed  the  sliding  part 
That  pressed  it,  and  the  feet  hung  dangling  down, 
Anxious  in  vain  to  find  the  distant  floor. 
These  for  the  rich  ;  the  rest,  whom  fate  had  placed 
In  modest  mediocrity,  content 
With  base  materials,  sat  on  well-tanned  hides, 
Obdurate  and  unyielding,  glassy  smooth, 
With  here  and  there  a  tuft  of  crimson  yarn, 
Or  scarlet  crewel  in  the  cushion  fixed  : 
If  cushion  might  be  called,  what  harder  seemed 
Than  the  firm  oak  of  which  the  frame  was  formed. 
No  want  of  timber  then  was  felt  or  feared 
In  Albion's  happy  isle.     The  lumber  stood 
Ponderous,  and  fixed  by  its  own  massy  weight. 
But  elbows  still  were  wanting  ;  these,  some  say, 
An  alderman  of  Cripplegate  contrived, 
And  some  ascribe  the  invention  to  a  priest, 
Burly  and  big,  and  studious  of  his  ease. 
But  rude  at  first,  and  not  with  easy  slope 
Receding  wide,  they  pressed  against  the  ribs, 
And  bruised  the  side  and  elevated  high 
Taught  the  raised  shoulders  to  invade  the  ears. 
Long  time  elapsed  or  e'er  our  rugged  sires 
Complained,  though  incommodiously  pent  in, 
And  ill  at  ease  behind.     The  Ladies  first 
'Can  murmur,  as  became  the  softer  sex. 
Ingenious  Fancy,  never  better  pleased 
Than  when  employed  to  accommodate  the  fair, 
Heard  the  sweet  moan  with  pity,  and  devised 
The  soft  settee  ;  one  elbow  at  each  end, 
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And  in  the  midst  an  elbow  ;  it  received. 

United  yet  divided,  twain  at  once. 

So  sit  two  kings  of  Brentford  on  one  throne  ; 

And  so  two  citizens  who  take  the  air 

Close  packed  and  smiling,  in  a  chaise  and  one. 

But  relaxation  of  the  languid  frame 

By  soft  recumbency  of  outstretched  limbs, 

Was  bliss  reserved  for  happier  days ; — so  slow 

The  growth  of  what  is  excellent,  so  hard 

To  attain  perfection  in  this  nether  world. 

Thus  first  Necessity  invented  stools, 

Convenience  next  suggested  elbow-chairs, 

And  Luxury  the  accomplished  Sofo  last. 

—  The  Task,  Book  Jt 

ON   SLAVERY. 

Oh  for  a  lodge  in  some  vast  wilderness, 

Some  boundless  contiguity  of  shade, 

Where  rumor  of  oppression  and  deceit, 

Of  unsuccessful  or  successful  war 

Might  never  reach  me  more !     My  ear  is  pained, 

My  soul  is  sick  with  every  day's  report 

Of  wrong  and  outrage  with  which  earth  is  filled. 

There  is  no  flesh  in  man's  obdurate  heart — 

It  does  not  feel  for  man  ;  the  natural  bond 

Of  brotherhood  is  severed  as  the  flax 

That  falls  asunder  at  the  touch  of  fire. 

He  finds  his  fellow  guilty  of  a  skin 

Not  colored  like  his  own,  and  having  power 

To  enforce  the  wrong,  for  such  a  worthy  cause 

Dooms  and  devotes  him  as  his  lawful  prey. 

Lands  intersected  by  a  narrow  frith 

Abhor  each  other.     Mountains  interposed, 

Make  enemies  of  nations,  who  had  else 

Like  kindred  drops  been  mingled  into  one. 

Thus  man  devotes  his  brother,  and  destroys. 

And  worse  than  all,  and  most  to  be  deplored 

As  human  Nature's  broadest,  foulest  blot, 

Chains  him,  and  tasks  him,  and  exacts  his  sweat 

With  stripes,  that  Mercy  with  a  bleeding  heart 

Weeps  when  she  sees  inflicted  on  a  beast. 

Then  what  is  man  ?    And  what  man  seeing  this. 
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And  having  human  feelings,  does  not  blush 

And  hang  his  head,  to  think  himself  a  man  ? 

I  would  not  have  a  slave  to  till  my  ground, 

To  carry  me,  to  fan  me  while  I  sleep, 

And  tremble  when  I  wake,  for  all  the  wealth 

That  sinews  bought  and  sold  have  ever  earned 

No  :  dear  as  freedom  is,  and  in  my  heart's 

Just  estimation  prized  above  all  price, 

I  had  much  rather  be  myself  the  slave 

And  wear  the  bonds,  than  fasten  them  on  him. 

—  The  Task,  Book  II. 

DOMESTIC    HAPPINESS, 

Domestic  happiness,  thou  only  bliss 
Of  Paradise  that  has  survived  the  fall  I 
Though  few  now  taste  thee  unimpaired  and  pure, 
Or  tasting  long  enjoy  thee !  too  infirm, 
Or  too  incautious,  to  preserve  thy  sweets 
Unmixed  with  drops  of  bitter,  which  neglect 
Or  temper  sheds  into  thy  crystal  cup  ; 
Thou  art  the  nurse  of  Virtue,  in  thine  arms 
She  smiles,  appearing,  as  in  truth  she  is, 
Heaven-born,  and  destined  to  the  skies  again. 
Thou  art  not  known  where  Pleasure  is  adored, 
That  reeling  goddess  with  the  zoneless  waist 
And  wandering  eyes,  still  leaning  on  the  arm 
Of  Novelty,  her  fickle,  frail  support ; 
For  thou  art  meek  and  constant,  hating  change, 
And  finding  in  the  calm  of  truth-tried  love 
Joys  that  her  stormy  raptures  never  yield. 

—The  Task,  Book  III. 

TO  WINTER. 

0  Winter !  ruler  of  the  inverted  year, 

Thy  scattered  hair  with  sleet  like  ashes  filled, 
Thy  breath  congealed  upon  thy  lips,  thy  cheeks 
Fringed  with  a  beard  made  white  with  other  snows 
Than  those  of  age,  thy  forehead  wrapp  d  in  clouds, 
A  leafless  branch  thy  sceptre,  and  thy  throne 
A  sliding  car,  indebted  to  no  wheels, 
But  urged  by  storms  along  its  slippery  way ; 

1  love  thee,  all  unlovely  as  thou  seern'st, 
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And  dreaded  as  thou  art.     Thou  hold'st  the  sun 
A  prisoner  in  the  yetundawning  east, 
Shortening  his  journey  between  morn  and  noon, 
And  hurrying  him,  impatient  of  his  stay, 
Down  to  the  rosy  west;  but  kindly  still 
Compensating  his  loss  with  added  hours 
Of  social  converse  and  instructive  ease, 
And  gathering,  at  short  notice,  in  one  group 
The  family  dispersed,  and  fixing  thought, 
Not  less  dispersed  by  daylight  and  its  cares. 
I  crown  thee  King  of  intimate  delights, 
Fireside  enjoyments,  homeborn  happiness, 
And  all  the  comforts  that  the  lowly  roof 
Of  undisturbed  retirement,  and  the  hours 
Of  long  uninterrupted  evening  know. 

—The  Task,  Book  IV. 

THE    GAMES   OF    KINGS. 

Great  princes  have  great  playthings.     Some  have  play 
At  hewing  mountains  into  men,  and  some 
At  building  human  wonders  mountain  high. 
Some  have  amused  the  dull  "sad  years  of  life, 
Life  spent  in  indolence,  and  therefore  sad, 
With  schemes  of  monumental  fame  ;  and  sought 
By  pyramids  and  mausolean  pomp, 
Short-lived  themselves,  to  immortalize  their  bones. 
Some  seek  diversion  in  the  tented  field, 
And  make  the  sorrows  of  mankind  their  sport. 
But  war's  a  game,  which,  were  their  subjects  wise, 
Kings  would  not  play  at.     Nations  would  do  well 
To  extort  their  truncheons  from  the  puny  hands 
Of  heroes,  whose  infirm  and  baby  minds 
Are  gratified  with  mischief,  and  who  spoil, 
Because  men  suffer  it,  their  toy  the  world. 

—The  Task,  Book  V. 

TRUE   LIBERTY. 

There  is  yet  a  liberty  unsung 
By  poets,  and  by  senators  unpraised, 
Which  monarchs  cannot  grant,  nor  all  the  powers 
Of  earth  and  hell  confederate  take  away  : 
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A  liberty  which  persecution,  fraud, 
Oppression,  prisons,  have  no  power  to  bind  ; 
Which  whoso  tastes  can  be  enslaved  no  more  ; 
'Tis  liberty  of  heart,  derived  from  Heaven, 
Bought  with  His  blood   who  gave  it  to  mankind, 
And  sealed  with  the  same  token.     It  is  held 
By  charter,  and  that  charter  sanctioned  sure 
By  the  unimpeachable  and  awful  oath 
And  promise  of  a  God.      His  other  gifts 
All  bear  the  royal  stamp  that  speaks  them  His, 
And  are  august,  but  this  transcends  them  all. 

—The  Task,  Book 

THE    FUTURE   GOLDEN    AGE. 

The  groans  of  nature  in  this  nether  world, 
Which  Heaven  have  heard  for  ages,  have  an  end, 
Foretold  by  prophets,  and  by  poets  sung, 
Whose  fire  was  kindled  at  the  prophet's  lamp. 
The  time  of  rest,  the  promised  sabbath,  comes. 
Six  thousand  years  of  sorrow  have  well-nigh 
Fulfilled  their  tardy  and  disastrous  course 
Over  a  sinful  world  ;  and  what  remains 
Of  this  tempestuous  state  of  human  things, 
Is  merely  as  the  working  of  the  sea 
Before  a  calm,  that  rocks  itself  to  rest : 
For  He  whose  car  the  winds  are,  and  the  clouds 
The  dust  that  waits  upon  His  sultry  march, 
When  sin  hath  moved  Him,  and  His  wrath  is  hot, 
Shall  visit  earth  in  mercy  ;  shall  descend 
Propitious,  in  His  chariot  paved  with  love, 
And  what  His  storms  have  blasted  and  defaced 
For  man's  revolt,  shall  with  a  smile  repair.     .     . 

Oh  scenes  surpassing  fable,  and  yet  true, 
Scenes  of  accomplished  bliss  !  which  who  can  see, 
Though  but  in  distant  prospect,  and  not  feel 
His  soul  refreshed  with  foretaste  of  the  joy  ? 
Rivers  of  gladness  water  all  the  earth, 
And  clothe  all  climes  with  beauty ;  the  reproach 
Of  barrenness  is  past.     The  fruitful  field 
Laughs  with  abundance  :  and  the  land  once  lean, 
Or  fertile  only  in  its  own  disgrace, 
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Exults  to  see  its  thistly  curse  repealed. 

The  various  seasons  woven  into  one, 

And  that  one  season  an  eternal  spring, 

The  garden  feels  no  blight,  and  needs  no  fence, 

For  there  is  none  to  covet,  all  are  full. 

The  lion,  and  the  libbard,  and  the  bear 

Graze  with  the  fearless  flocks  ;  all  bask  at  noon 

Together,  or  all  gambol  in  the  shade 

Of  the  same  grove,  and  drink  one  common  stream. 

Antipathies  are  none.     No  foe  to  man 

Lurks  in  the  serpent  now  :  the  mother  sees, 

And  smiles  to  see,  her  infant's  playful  hand 

Stretched  forth  to  dally  with  the  crested  worm, 

To  stroke  his  azure  neck,  or  to  receive 

The  lambent  homage  of  his  arrowy  tongue. 

All  creatures  worship  man,  and  all  mankind 

One  Lord,  one  Father.     Error  has  no  place  : 

That  creeping  pestilence  is  driven  away  : 

The  breath  of  Heaven  has  chased  it.     In  the  heart 

No  passion  touches  a  discordant  string, 

But  all  is  harmony  and  love.     Disease 

Is  noi ;  the  pure  and  tincontaminate  blood 

Holds  its  due  course,  nor  fears  the  frost  of  age. 

One  song  employs  all  nations,  and  all  cry, 

"  Worthy  theXamb,  for  He  was  slain  for  us  ! " 

The  dwellers  in  the  vales  and  on  the  rocks 

Shout  to  each  other,  and  the  mountain-tops 

From  distant  mountains  catch  the  flying  joy, 

Till,  nation  after  nation,  taught  the  strain, 

Earth  rolls  the  rapturous  hosanna  round. 

—  The  Task,  Book  VL 
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CONCLUSION    OF    "THE    TASK." 

So  life  glides  smoothly  and  by  stealth  away, 
More  golden  than  that  age  of  fabled  gold 
Renowned  in  ancient  song  ;  not  vexed  with  care 
Or  stained  with  guilt,  beneficent,  approved 
Of  God  and  man,  and  peaceful  in  its  end. 
So  glide  my  life  away  !  and  so  at  last, 
My  share  of  duties  decently  fulfilled, 
May  some  disease,  not  tardy  to  perform 
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Its  destined  office,  yet  with  gentle  stroke, 

Dismiss  me  weary  to  a  safe  retreat 

Beneath  the  turf  that  I  have  often  trod. 

It  shall  not  grieve  me,  then,  that  once,  when  called 

To  dress  a  Sofa  with  the  flowers  of  verse, 

I  played  awhile,  obedient  to  the  fair, 

With  that  light  task  ;  but  soon,  to  please  her  more, 

Whom  flowers  alone  I  knew  would  little  please, 

Let  fall  the  unfinished  wreath,  and  roved  for  fruit  ; 

Roved  far,  and  gathered  much  :  some  harsh,  'tis  true. 

Picked  from  the  thorns  and  briars  of  reproof, 

But  wholesome,  well-digested  ;  grateful  some 

To  palates  that  can  taste  immortal  truth, 

Insipid  else,  and  sure  to  be  despised. 

But  all  is  in  His  hand  whose  praise  I  seek. 

In  vain  the  Poet  sings  and  the  World  hears, 

If  He  regard  not,  though  divine  the  theme. 

'Tis  not  in  artful  measures,  in  the  chime 

And  idle  tinkling  of  a  minstrel's  lyre, 

To  charm  His  ear,  whose  eye  is  on  the  heart, 

Whose  frown  can  disappoint  the  proudest  strain, 

Whose  approbation  prosper — even  mine. 

—The  Task,  Book  VI. 

Before  the  commencement  of  The  Task,  and  after 
its  completion,  Cowper  wrote  many  short  poems, 
some  gay  and  sportive,  some  keen  and  satirical, 
some  solemn  and  pathetic.  These,  in  the  best  col- 
lective editions  of  his  works,  are  grouped  together 
under  the  title,  Miscellaneous  Poems — ///p  to  1799. 

NOSE  vs.  EYES  :  /«  re  SPECTACLES. 

Between  Nose  and  Eyes  a  strange  contest  arose, 
The  Spectacles  set  them  unhappily  wrong  ; 

The  point  in  dispute  was,  as  all  the  world  knows, 
To  which  the  said  Spectacles  ought  to  belong. 

So  Tongue  was  the  lawyer,  and  argued  the  cause 

With  a  great  deal  of  skill,  and  a  wig  full  of  learning ; 

While  Chief-Baron  Ear  sat  to  balance  the  laws, 
So  famed  for  his  talent  in  nicely  discerning. 
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"In  behalf  of  the  Nose  it  will  quickly  appear, 

And  your  lordship,"  he  said,  "will  undoubtedly  find. 

That  the  Nose  has  had  Spectacles  alviays  in  wear, 
Which  amounts  to  possession  time  out  of  mind." 

Then  holding  the  Spectacles  up  to  the  Court — 

"  Your  lordship  observes  they  are  made  with  a  strad- 
dle, 

As  ^vide  as  the  ridge  of  the  Nose  is  ;  in  short, 
Designed  to  sit  close  to  it,  just  like  a  saddle. 

"  Again,  would  your  lordship  a  moment  suppose 
('Tis  a  case  that  has  happened,  and  may  be  again) 

That  the  visage  or  countenance  had  not  a  Nose, 

Pray  who  would,  or  who  could,  wear  Spectacles  then  r 

"  On  the  whole  it  appears,  and  my  argument  shows, 
With  a  reasoning  the  court  will  never  condemn, 

That  the  Spectacles  plainly  were  made  for  the  Nose, 
And  the  Nose  was  as  plainly  intended  for  them." 

Then  shifting  his  side  (as  a  lawyer  knows  how), 
He  pleaded  again  in  behalf  of  the  Eyes  ; 

But  what  were  his  arguments  few  people  know, 

For  the  court  did  not  think  they  were  equally  wise. 

So  his  lordship  decreed  with  a  grave,  solemn  tone 
Decisive  and  clear,  without  one  if  or  but — 

"  That,  whenever  the  Nose  put  his  Spectacles  on, 
By  daylight  or  candlelight — Eyes  should  be  shut !  " 

THE    NIGHTINGALE    AND    THE    GXX)W-WORM 

A  Nightingale,  that  all  day  long 

Hath  cheered  the  village  with  his  song, 

Nor  yet  at  eve  his  note  suspended, 

Nor  yet   when  eventide  was  ended, 

Began  to  feel,  as  well  he  might, 

The  keen  demands  of  appetite  ; 

When,  looking  eagerly  around, 

He  spied  far  off,  upon  the  ground, 

A  something  shining  in  the  dark, 

And  knew  the  glow-worm  by  his  spark; 
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So,  stooping  down  from  hawthorn  top, 
He  thought  to  put  him  in  his  crop. 
The  worm,  aware  of  his  intent, 
Harangued  him  thus,  right  eloquent : — 

"  Did  you  admire  my  lamp,"  quoth  he, 
"As  much  as  I  your  minstrelsy, 
You  would  abhor  to  do  me  wrong, 
As  much  as  I  to  spoil  your  song  ; 
For  'twas  the  self-same  power  Divine 
Taught  you  to  sing  and  me  to  shine, 
That  you  with  music,  I  with  light, 
Might  beautify  and  cheer  the  night." 
The  songster  heard  his  short  oration, 
And,  warbling  out  his  approbation, 
Released  him,  as  my  story  tells, 
And  found  a  supper  somewhere  else. 

Hence  jarring  sectaries  may  learn 
Their  real  interest  to  discern ; 
That  brother  should  not  war  with  brother, 
And  worry  and  devour  each  other  ; 
But  sing  and  shine  with  sweet  consent, 
Till  life's  poor  transient  night  is  spent, 
Respecting  in  each  other's  case 
The  gifts  of  nature  and  of  grace. 

Those  Christians  best  deserve  the  name, 
Who  studiously  make  peace  their  aim  ; 
Peace  both  the  duty  and  the  prize 
Of  him  that  creeps  and  him  that  flies. 

YARDLEY    OAK. 

Survivor  sole,  and  hardly  such,  of  all 

That  once  lived  here,  thy  brethren  !  at  my  birth, 

(Since  which  I  number  three-score  winters  past), 

A  shattered  veteran,  hollow-trunked  perhaps, 

As  now,  and  with  excoriate  forks  deform, 

Relics  of  ages  !  could  a  mind,  imbued 

With  truth  from  heaven,  created  thing  adore, 

I  might  with  reverence  kneel,  and  worship  thee.     . 

Thou  wast  a  bauble  once  ;  a  cup  and  ball 
Which  babes  might  play  with  ;  and  the  thievish  jay, 
Seeking  her  food,  with  ease  might  have  purloined 
The  auburn  nut  that  held  thee,  swallowing  down 
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Thy  yet  close-folded  latitude  of  boughs 

And  all  thine  embryo  vastness  at  a  gulp. 

But  Fate  thy  growth  decreed  ;  autumnal  rains 

Beneath  thy  parent  tree  mellowed  the  soil 

Designed  thy  cradle  ;  and  a  skipping  deer, 

With  pointed  hoof  dibbling  the  glebe,  prepared 

The  soft  receptacle,  in  which,  secure, 

Thy  rudiments  should  sleep  the  winter  through.     .    . 

Thou  fell'st  mature  ;  and,  in  the  loamy  clod 
Swelling  with  vegetative  force  instinct 
Didst  burst  thine  egg,  as  theirs  the  fabled  Twins, 
Now  stars  ;  two  lobes  protruding,  paired  exact ; 
A  leaf  succeeded,  and  another  leaf, 
And,  all  the  elements  thy  puny  growth 
Fostering  propitious,  thou  becamest  a  twig.     .     .     . 

Time  made  thee  what  thou  wast,  king  of  the  woods  ; 
And  time  hath  made  thee  what  thou  art — a  cave 
For  owls  to  roost  in.     Once  thy  spreading  boughs 
O'erhung  the  champaign  ;  and  the  numerous  flocks 
That  grazed  it,  stood  beneath  that  ample  cope 
Uncrowded,  yet  safe  sheltered  from  the  storm. 
No  flock  frequents  thee  now.     Thou  hast  outlived 
Thy  popularity,  and  art  become 
(Unless  verse  rescue  thee  awhile)  a  thing 
Forgotten,  as  the  foliage  of  thy  youth.     .     .     . 

Thought  cannot  spend  itself,  comparing  still 
The  great  and  little  of  thy  lot,  thy  growth 
From  almost  nullity  into  a  state 
Of  matchless  grandeur,  and  declension  thence, 
Slow,  into  such  magnificent  decay, 
Time  was  when,  settling  on  thy  leaf,  a  fly 
Could  shake  thee  to  the  root — and  time  has  been 
When  tempests  could  not.     At  thy  firmest  age 
Thy  hadst  within  thy  bole  solid  contents, 
That  might  have  ribbed  the  sides  and  planked  the  deck 
Of  some  flagged  admiral  ;  and  tortuous  arms, 
The  shipwright's  darling  treasure,  didst  present 
To  the  four-quartered  winds,  robust  and  bold, 
Warped  into  tough  knee-timber,  many  a  load  ' 
But  the  axe  spared  thee  ;  and  therefore  to  Time 
The  task  was  left  to  whittle  thee  away 
With  his  sly  scythe,  whose  ever-nibbling  edge, 
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Noiseless,  an  atom  and  an  atom  more, 
Disjoining  from  the  rest,  has  unobserved, 
Achieved  a  labor,  which  had,  far  and  wide, 
By  man  performed,  made  all  the  forest  ring. 
Embowelled  now,  and  of  thy  ancient  self 
Possessing  naught  but  the  scooped  rind,  that  seems 
A  huge  throat  calling  to  the  clouds  for  drink, 
Which  it  would  give  in  rivulets  to  thy  foot, 
Thou  temptest  none,  but  rather  much  forbid'st 
The  feller's  toil,  which  thou  could  ill  requite. 
Yet  is  thy  root  sincere,  sound  as  the  rock, 
A  quarry  of  stout  spurs,  and  knotted  fangs, 
Which,  crook'd  into  a  thousand  whimsies,  clasp 
The  stubborn  soil,  and  hold  thee  still  erect. 
So  stands  a  kingdom,  whose  foundation  yet 
Fails  not  in  virtue,  and  in  wisdom  laid, 
Though  all  the  superstructure,  by  the  tooth 
Pulverized  of  venality,  a  shell 
Stands  now,  and  semblance  only  of  itself  ! 

ON    THE    RECEIPT    OF    MY    MOTHER'S    PICTURE. 

Oh  that  those  lips  had  language  !     Life  has  passed 
With  me  but  roughly  since  I  heard  thee  last. 
Those  lips  are  thine  :  thine  own  sweet  smile  I  see, 
The  same  that  oft  in  childhood  solaced  me  ; 
Voice  only  fails — else  how  distinct  they  say, 
"  Grieve  not,  my  child  ;  chase  all  thy  fears  away   !" 
The  meek  intelligence  of  those  dear  eyes 
(Blest  be  the  art  that  can  immortalize — 
The  art  that  baffles  Time's  tyrannic  claim 
To  quench  it!)  here  shines  on  me  still  the  same. 
Faithful  remembrancer  of  one  so  dear, 

0  welcome  guest,  though  unexpected  here  ! 
Who  bidst  me  honor  with  an  artless  song, 
Affectionate,  a  mother  lost  so  long. 

1  will  obey,  not  willingly  alone, 

But  gladly,  as  the  precept  were  her  own ; 
And,  while  that  face  renews  my  filial  grief, 
Fancy  shall  weave  a  charm  for  my  relief — 
Shall  steep  me  in  Elysian  reverie. 
A  momentary  dream,  that  thou  art  she. 
My  mother  !  when  I  learned  that  thou  wast  dead 
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Say,  wast  thou  conscious  of  the  tears  I  shed  ? 
Hovered  thy  spirit  o'er  thy  sorrowing  son — 
Wretch  even  then,  life's  journey  just  begun? 
Perhaps  thou  gavest  me,  though  unfelt,  a  kiss  ; 
Perhaps  a  tear,  if  souls  can  weep  in  bliss — 
Ah,  that  maternal  smile  ! — it  answers — Yes. 
I  heard  the  bell  tolled  on  thy  burial  day, 
I  saw  the  hearse  that  bore  thee  slow  away, 
And,  turning  from  my  nursery  window,  drew 
A  long,  long  sigh,  and  wept  a  last  adieu  ! 
But  was  it  such  ? — It  was. — Where  thou  art  gone 
Adieus  and  farewells  are  a  sound  unknown  : 
May  I  but  meet  thee  on  that  peaceful  shore, 
The  parting  words  shall  pass  my  lips  no  more! 
Thy  maidens,  grieved  themselves  at  my  concern, 
Oft  gave  me  promise  of  thy  quick  return. 
What  ardently  I  wished,  I  long  believed, 
And,  disappointed  still,  was  still  deceived  ; 
By  expectation  every  day  beguiled, 
Dupe  of  to-morrow  even  from  a  child. 
Thus  many  a  sad  to-morrow  came  and  went, 
Till,  all  my  stock  of  infant  s6rrows  spent, 
I  learned  at  la£l  submission  to  my  lot  ; 
But,  though!  less  deplored  thee,  ne'er  forgot. 

Where  once  we  dwelt  our  name  is  heard  no  morej 
Children  not  thine  have  trod  my  nursery  floor  ; 
And  where  the  gardener  Robin,  day  by  day, 
Drew  me  to  school  along  the  public  way, 
Delighted  with  my  bauble  coach,  and  wrapped 
In  scarlet  mantle  warm,  and  velvet  capped, 
'Tis  now  become  a  history  little  known, 
That  once  we  called  the  pastoral  house  our  own. 
Short-lived  possession  !  But  the  record  fair, 
That  memory  keeps  of  all  thy  kindness  there, 
Still  outlives  many  a  storm,  that  has  effaced 
A  thousand  other  themes  less  deeply  traced  : 
Thy  nightly  visits  to  my  chamber  made, 
That  thou  mightst  know  me  safe  and  warmly  laid ; 
Thy  morning  bounties  ere  I  left  my  home— 
The  biscuit,  or  confectionery  plum  ; 
The  fragrant  waters  on  my  cheeks  bestowed 
By  thy  own  hand,  till  fresh  they  shone  and  glowed : 
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All  this,  and,  more  endearing  still  than  all, 

Thy  constant  flow  of  love,  that  knew  no  fall, 

Ne'er  roughened  by  those  cataracts  and  breaks, 

That  humor  interposed  too  often  makes  ; 

All  this  still  legible  in  Memory's  page, 

And  still  to  be  so  to  my  latest  age, 

Adds  joy  to  duty,  makes  me  glad  to  pay 

Such  honors  to  thee  as  my  numbers  may  ; 

Perhaps  a  frail  memorial,  but  sincere, 

Not  scorned  in  heaven,  though  little  noticed  here. 

Could  Time,  his  flight  reversed,  restore  the  hours, 
When,  playing  with  thy  vesture's  tissued  flowers, 
The  violet,  the  pink,  and  jessamine, 
I  pricked  them  into  paper  with  a  pin, 
(And  thou  wast  happier  than  myself  the  while, 
Wouldst  softly  speak,  and  stroke  my  head  and  smile), 
Could  those  few  pleasant  days  again  appear, 
Might  one  wish  bring  them,  would  I  wish  them  here  ? 
I  would  not  trust  my  heart ; — the  dear  delight 
Seems  so  to  be  desired,  perhaps  I  might. 
But  no — what  here  we  call  our  life  is  such, 
So  little  to  be  loved,  and  thou  so  much, 
That  I  should  ill  requite  thee  to  constrain 
Thy  unbound  spirit  into  bonds  again. 

Thou,  as  a  gallant  bark,  from  Albion's  coast 
(The  storms  all  weathered  and  the  ocean  crossed) 
Shoots  into  port  at  some  well-havened  isle, 
Where  spices  breathe,  and  brighter  seasons  smile, 
There  sits  quiescent  on  the  floods,  that  show 
Her  beauteous  form  reflected  clear  below, 
While  airs  impregnated  with  incense  play 
Around  her,  fanning  light  her  streamers  gay  ; 
So  thou,  with  sails  how  swift !  hast  reached  the  shore 
Where  temptests  never  beat  nor  billows  roar  ; 
And  thy  loved  consort  on  the  dangerous  tide 
Of  life  long  since  has  anchored  by  thy  side. 
But  me,  scarce  hoping  to  attain  that  rest, 
Always  from  port  withheld,  always  distressed — 
Me  howling  blasts  drive  devious,  tempest-tossed, 
Sails  ripped,  seams  opening  wide,  and  compass  lost ; 
And  day  by  day  some  current's  thwarting  force 
Sets  me  more  distant  from  a  prosperous  course. 
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Yet,  oh,  the  thought  that  thou  art  safe,  and  he  ! 
That  thought  is  joy,  arrive  what  may  to  me. 
My  boast  is  not  that  I  deduce  my  birth 
From  loins  enthroned,  and  rulers  of  the  earth  ; 
But  higher  far  my  proud  pretensions  rise — 
The  son  of  parents  passed  into  the  skies. 
And  now,  farewell ! — Time  unrevoked  has  run 
His  wonted  course  ;  yet  what  I  wished  is  done, 
By  Contemplation's  help,  not  sought  in  vain, 
I  seem  to  have  lived  my  childhood  o'er  again  ; 
To  have  renewed  the  joys  that  once  were  mine, 
Without  the  sin  of  violating  thine  ; 
And,  while  the  wings  of  fancy  still  are  free, 
And  I  can  view  this  mimic  show  of  thee, 
Time  has  but  half  succeeded  in  his  theft — 
Thyself  removed,  thy  power  to  soothe  me  left 
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CHARACTERISTICS   OF   GREEK   MYTHOLOGY. 

Living  in  a  land  of  ice-bound  fjords  and  desolate  fells, 
hearing  the  mournful  wail  of  the  waving  pine-branches, 
looking  on  the  stern  strife  of  frost  and  fire,  witnessing 
year  by  year  the  death  of  the  short-lived  summer,  the 
Northman  was  inured  to  sombre  if  not  gloomy  thought, 
(42) 
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to  the  rugged  independence  of  the  country  as  opposed 
to  the  artificial  society  of  a  town.  His  own  sternness 
was  but  the  reflection  of  the  land  in  which  he  lived  ; 
and  it  was  reflected,  in  its  turn,  in  the  tales  which  he 
told,  whether  of  the  heroes  or  the  gods.  The  Greek, 
dwelling  in  sunnier  regions,  where  the  interchange  of 
summer  and  winter  brought  with  it  no  feelings  of  over- 
powering gloom,  exhibited  in  his  words  and  songs  the 
happiness  which  he  experienced  in  himself.  Caring  less, 
perhaps,  to  hold  communion  with  the  silent  mountains 
and  the  heaving  sea,  he  was  drawn  to  the  life  of  cities, 
where  he  could  share  his  joys  and  sorrows  with  his  kins- 
men. The  earth  was  his  mother :  the  gods  who  dwelt 
on  Olympus  had  the  likeness  of  men,  without  their 
pains  or  their  doom  of  death.  There  Zeus  sat  on  his 
golden  throne,  and  beside  him  was  the  glorious  Apollon, 
not  the  deified  man,  but  the  sun-god  invested  with  a 
human  personality.  But  (with  whatever  modifications 
caused  by  climate  and  circumstances)  both  were  inherit- 
ors of  a  common  mythology,  which  with  much  that  was 
beautiful  and  good  united  also  much  that  was  repulsive 
and  immoral.  Both,  from  the-ordinary  speech  of  their 
common  forefathers,  had  framed  a  number  of  legends 
which  had  their  gross  and  impure  aspects,  but  for  the 
grossness  of  which  they  were  not  (as  we  have  seen),  and 
could  not  be,  responsible. 

But  if  the  mythology  of  the  Greeks  is  in  substance 
and  in  development  the  same  as  that  of  the  North,  they 
differed  widely  in  their  later  history.  That  of  the 
Greeks  passed  through  the  stages  of  growth,  maturity, 
and  decay,  without  any  violent  external  repression. 
The  mythical  language  of  the  earliest  age  had  supplied 
them  with  an  inexhaustible  fountain  of  legendary  nar- 
rative ;  and  the  tales  so  framed  had  received  an  implicit 
belief,  which,  though  intense  and  unquestioning,  could 
scarcely  be  called  religious,  and  in  no  sense  could  be  re- 
garded as  moral.  And  just  because  the  belief  accorded 
to  it  was  not  moral,  the  time  came  gradually  when 
thoughtful  men  rose,  through  earnest  effort  (rather,  we 
would  say,  through  Divine  guidance),  to  the  conviction 
of  higher  and  clearer  truth.  If  even  the  Greek  of  the 
Heroic  age  found  in  his  mythology  neither  a  rule  of  life 
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nor  the  ideal  of  that  Deity  whom  in  his  heart  he  really 
worshipped,  still  less  would  this  be  the  case  with  the 
poets  and  philosophers  of  later  times.  To  ^Eschylus 
Zeus  was  the  mere  name  of  a  god  whose  actions  were 
not  those  of  the  sons  of  Kronos  ;  to  Sophocles  it  made 
no  difference  whether  he  were  called  Zeus  or  by  any 
other  name  as  long  as  he  might  retain  the  conviction 
of  His  eternity  and  His  righteousness.  .  .  .  Soc- 
rates might  teach  the  strictest  responsibility  of  man  to 
a  perfectly  impartial  judge  even  while  he  spoke  of  the 
mystical  tribunal  of  Minos,  Rhadamanthus,  and  Aiakos. 
He  was  accused,  indeed,  of  introducing  new  gods.  This 
charge  he  denied,  and  with  truth  :  but  in  no  sense 
whatever  was  he  a  worshipper  of  the  Olympian  Zeus, 
or  of  the  Phoebos  who  smote  the  Pythian  dragon. — 
Mythology  of  the  Aryan  Nations. 
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strong  conservative  position  with  regard  to  the 
Southern  question.  He  was  a  splendid  orator. 
Among  his  works  are :  Quakerism  Not  Christian- 
ity ;  Theopneuston  ;  or,  Select  Scriptures  Considered, 
and  Interviews  Memorable  and  Useful,  from  Mem- 
ory Reproduced. 

CHALMERS   IN    THE   PULPIT. 

As  Chalmers  entered  from  the  vestry  and  ascended 
the  pulpit,  there  was  something  at  once  simple  and 
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unaffected,  on  the  one  hand,  and  solemn,  and  engaged, 
and  absorbed,  on  the  other,  in  his  manner  and  expres- 
sion. His  stature  appeared  shorter  than  I  had  expected  ; 
but  his  countenance,  with  no  glare  or  ostentation, 
seemed  gathered  to  a  point,  in  tranquil  but  fixed  con- 
centration ;  as  if  he  had  a  message  to  deliver  and  a 
work  to  do,  and  as  if  he  would  do  that,  and  care  foi 
nothing  else,  on  the  present  occasion.  When  he  began 
to  speak,  though  I  had  heard  of  his  Fifeshire  accent,  or 
rather  broad  Scotch  brogue,  the  sonorous  quaintness 
and  earnestness  of  his  voice  surprised  me.  .  .  . 
Some  of  his  expressions  were  simple,  filial,  and  beauti- 
ful, as  well  as  touching,  in  an  eminent  degree.  One  I 
will  quote,  as  I  well  remember  it,  in  the  main:  "May 
our  luve  for  tha,  our  Master  and  Lard,  be  true  and 
pramative  ;  may  it  ba  like  that  of  apowstles  and  the 
Kraschuns  of  the  martyr  ages ;  may  wa  sarve  tha 
bakouse  wa  luve  tha,  and  love  tha  bakous  wa  delight 
to  do  tha  honor."  I  give  these  as  the  best  approximate 
specimens  of  his  enunciation  and  his  utterance  that  I 
can  recollect  or  command — certainly  from  no  thought 
or  allowance  of  caricature,  and  with  a  tender  demur 
lest  I  should  seem  to  disparage  him  with  any  reader. 
His  peculiarities  soon  lost  their  quality  as  strange  or 
ungrateful,  and  became  easy  and  musical  alike  to 
the  ear  and  the  mind.  The  strength  and  wealth  of 
his  thoughts  soon  carried  us  in  the  wake  of  his  pros- 
perous mental  navigation,  and  we  all  felt  the  pleasure 
and  the  safety  of  such  a  helmsman  as  we  sailed  with 
him,  unanimous  and  happy,  with  the  port  of  the  celes- 
tial city  almost  peering  to  our  view.  Indeed,  as  I  be- 
came wonted  to  his  voice  and  his  way,  they  lost  all 
their  momentary  offence,  and  seemed  rather  trans- 
muted, by  association,  into  attractions,  and  beauties 
and  harmonies  of  masterly  oratory. — Interviews  Memor- 
able and 


COX,  SAMUEL  SULLIVAN,  an  American  politi- 
cian and  political  writer,  born  at  Zanesville,  O., 
September  30,  1824;  died  at  New  York,  Septem- 
ber 10,  1889.  He  was  educated  at  Brown  Uni- 
versity, became  a  lawyer  in  Ohio  and  editor  of 
the  Columbus  Statesman.  He  gained  the  soubriquet 
of  "  Sunset "  through  an  extremely  rhetorical 
description  of  a  sunset  published  in  that  paper. 
In  1855  he  was  appointed  Secretary  of  Legation 
to  Peru.  He  was  first  elected  to  Congress  from 
Ohio  in  1856,  and  served  for  eight  years.  In  1866 
he  took  up  his  residence  in  New  York,  and  was 
elected  to  Congress  from  that  city  in  1868,  and, 
with  the  exception  of  a  single  term,  was  re-elected 
until  1884.  In  1885  he  was  appointed  Minister  to 
Turkey. 

The  Post-office  employees  of  New  York  City 
erected  a  statue  at  Astor  place  and  Eighth  street 
to  commemorate  his  efforts  in  their  behalf. 

He  has  published  The  Buckeye  Abroad  (i$$2)\ 
Eight  Years  in  Congress  (1865) ;  Search  for  Winter 
Sunbeams  (1870) ;  Why  We  Laugh  (1876)  ,  Free  Land 
and  Free  Trade  (1880);  Arctic  Sunbeams  (1882); 
Orient  Sunbeams  (1882);  and  Three  Decades  of  Fed- 
eral Legislation  (1885).  He  wrote  in  a  humorous 
and  entertaining  style. 
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THE    CITY    OF    MILIANAH 

I  wish  that  I  could  give  you  a  photograph  of  Milianah, 
warmed  somewhat  by  the  colors  of  the  flowers  which 
make  it  so  fragrant.  Make  to  your  mind  the  imagery  of 
a  plain,  out  of  which,  rising  through  several  miles  of 
gardens,  there  winds,  as  it  rises,  the  road  up  to  the  gate 
in  the  rear  of  the  city  ;  and  before  you  get  there,  picture 
the  limestone  rocks  grottoed,  honeycombed,  and  irregu- 
lar at  places,  but  all  decorated  with  vine  and  leaf  and 
cascade,  and  surrounded  by  a  stanch  wall,  within  whose, 
fortified  escarpments  a  luxuriance  of  vegetation  seems 
to  surround  a  city  of  elegant  proportions,  with  tower  of 
church  and  dome  of  mosque,  and  all  flashing  white  and 
clean  as  one  of  its  own  cascades  under  the  African  sun 
— then  you  have  Milianah  !  It  is  the  glory  of  Algiers  ' 
Enter  within  its  gates  !  Walk  around  its  plaza  !  Here 
we  find,  embowered  in  foliage,  in  the  centre  of  the  large 
square,  a  Venetian  campanella.  It  stands  alone  and 
sounds  the  hour  for  Moslem  and  Christian.  Go  down 
the  wide  avenue  to  the  south  side  of  the  city,  and  you 
find  yourself  looking  from  the  precipitous  walls  upon 
the  grand  views  beneath  and  afar !  You  see  no  frowning, 
beetled  brow  of  rocky  fort,  fortified  by  art  and  nature. 
That  is  here,  but  it  is  visible  only  from  below.  You 
gaze  down  amidst  the  wild  bryony,  creeping  about  the 
rocky  sides,  making  hanging  gardens  of  these  walls, 
creeping  about  where  the  cactus,  the  rocks,  the  pome- 
granates and  the  fountains,  the  figs  and  the  waterfalls, 
in  promiscuous  luxuriance  form  a  foreground,  while  at 
the  end  of  the  long  plain,  more  than  twenty  miles 
distant,  the  mountains  stand,  one  range  above  the  other, 
and  the  second  above  the  third,  long  intervals  between, 
fox  seventy  miles  and  more,  until  the  eye  from  Milianah 
seizes,  as  upon  its  last  outpost  of  the  vision,  the  moun- 
tain range  from  which  the  beginnings  of  the  Desert  ap- 
pear.— A  Search  for  Winter  Sunbeams, 


COXE,  ARTHUR  CLEVELAND,  an  American  Prot- 
estant Episcopal  clergyman  and  poet,  born  at 
Mendham,  N.  J.,  May  10,  1818;  died  at  Clifton 
Springs,  N.  Y.,  July  20,  1896,  son  of  Rev.  Samuel 
H.  Coxe.  He  was  educated  at  the  University  of 
New  York,  and  at  the  General  Theological  Semi- 
nary, from  which  he  was  graduated  in  1841.  In  1859 
he  became  rector  of  Grace  Church,  New  York, 
and  in  1865  he  was  consecrated  Bishop  of  Western 
New  York.  Among  his  numerous  publications 
are  :  Advent,  a  Mystery  (1837)  J  Athwold,  a  Romaunt 
(1838);  Christian  Ballads  (1840);  Athanasian  and 
Other  Poems  (1843);  Hallowe'en  (1844);  Saul,  a 
Mystery  (1845);  Sermons  on  Doctrine  and  Duty 
(1854);  Impressions  of  England  (1856);  Criterion 
(1866);  Moral  Reforms  (1869) ;  Signs  of  the  Times 
(1870) ;  The  Bible  Rhyme  (1873) ;  Apollos,  or  the  Way 
of  God  (1873);  Covenant  Prayers  (1875)  ,  The  Peni- 
tential (\%%2};  The  Lady e  Chace  (\%1$)\  Institute  of 
Christian  History  (1887). 

WATCHWORDS. 

We  are  living — we  are  dwelling 

In  a  grand  and  awful  time ; 
In  an  age,  on  ages  telling, 

To  be  living  is  sublime. 

Hark  !  the  waking  up  of  nations, 
Gog  and  Magog  to  the  fray  ; 

Hark  !  what  soundeth  is  Creation's 
Groaning  for  its  latter  day. 
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Will  ye  play,  then  ?  will  ye  dally 
With  your  music,  with  your  wine? 

Up  !  it  is  Jehovah's  rally  ! 

God's  own  arm  hath  need  of  thine. 

Hark  !  the  onset !  will  ye  fold  your 
Faith-clad  arms  in  lazy  lock  ? 

Up,  oh  up,  thou  drowsy  soldier ! 
Worlds  are  charging  to  the  shock. 

Worlds  are  charging — heaven  beholding  ! 

Thou  hast  but  an  hour  to  fight ; 
Now,  the  blazoned  cross  unfolding, 

On — right  onward,  for  the  right ! 

What !  still  hug  thy  dreamy  slumbers  ? 

'Tis  no  time  for  idling  play, 
Wreaths  and  dance,  and  poet-numbers. 

Flout  them  !     We  must  work  to-day. 

Fear  not  !  spurn  the  worldling's  laughter  \ 
Thine  ambition  trample  thou  ! 

Thou  shalt  find  a  long  Hereafter 
To  be  more  than  tempts  thee  now. 

On  I  let  all  the  soul  within  you 
For  the  truth's  sake  go  abroad  I 

Strike  1  let  every  nerve  and  sinew 
Tell  on  ages— tell  for  God  1 

THE  HEART'S  SONG. 

In  the  silent  midnight  watches, 

List — thy  bosom-door! 
How  it  knocketh,  knocketh,  knocketh, 

Knocketh  evermore ! 
Say  not  'tis  thy  pulse's  beating — 

'Tis  thy  heart  of  sin. 
'Tis  thy  Saviour  knocks,  and  crieth 

Rise  and  let  me  in  ! 

Death  comes  down  with  reckless  footstep 
To  the  hall  and  hut ; 
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Think  you  Death  will  stand  a-knocking 

Where  the  door  is  shut ! 
Jesus  waiteth — waiteth — waiteth  ; 

But  thy  door  is  fast ! 
Grieved,  away  thy  Saviour  goeth  ; 

Death  breaks  in  at  last. 

Then  'tis  thine  to  stand — entreating 

Christ  to  let  thee  in  : 
At  the  gate  of  heaven  beating, 

Wailing  for  thy  sin. 
Nay,  alas!  thou  foolish  virgin, 

Hast  thou  then  forgot, 
Jesus  waited  long  to  know  thee, 

But  He  knows  thee  not ! 

MARCHING    ONWARD. 

March — march — march ! 

Making  sounds  as  they  tread, 
Ho — ho  !  how  they  step, 

Going  down  to  the  dead  ! 
Every  stride,  every  tramp, 

Every  footfall  is  nearer  ; 
And  dimmer  each  lamp 

As  darkness  grows  drearer  ; 
But  ho!  how  they  march, 

Making  sounds  as  they  tread. 
Ho — ho  !  how  they  step, 

Going  down  to  the  dead  1 

March — march — march  ! 

Making  sounds  as  they  tread, 
Ho — ho,  how  they  laugh, 

Going  down  to  the  dead  ! 
How  they  whirl — how  they  trip, 

How  they  smile,  how  they  dally, 
How  blithesome  they  skip, 

Going  down  to  the  valley; 
Oh — ho,  how  they  march, 

Making  sounds  as  they  tread  ; 
Ho— ho,  how  they  skip, 

Going  down  to  the  dead  ! 
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March — march — march  ! 

Earth  groans  as  they  tread! 
Each  carries  a  skull ; 

Going  down  to  the  dead  ! 
Every  stride — every  stamp, 

Every  footfall  is  bolder  ; 
'Tis  a  skeleton's  tramp, 

With  a  skull  on  his  shoulder ! 
But  ho,  how  he  steps 

With  a  high-tossing  head, 
That  clay-cover'd  bone, 

Going  down  to  the  dead  ! 

SAUL   ON    CARMEL, 

What,  here  in  Carmel !     I've  forgot  myself, 

And  strayed  too  far  !     What  fiend  hath  led  me  thus 

To  seat  me  in  the  shadow  of  my  sins 

And  bawl  accusing  memories  in  mine  ear. 

Oh,  our  good  deeds  are  frail  of  life  as  we, 

But  follies  are  immortal ;  and  this  Conscience, 

Haunts,  like  the  voice  of  God,  our  every  turn  ; 

Or,  in  the  soundings  of  a  guilty  soul, 

Lies,  like  the  water  in  a  dismal  well, 

A  mirror  to  the  sleepless  eye  of  heaven. 

Where  shall  the  Earth  afford  a  rest  for  Saul  ! 

Or,  do  I  wander  with  the  brand  of  Cain 

Burned  on  my  soul,  that  thus  I  find  no  peace  ! 

Good  grave,  why  waitest  thou?     I  meet  my  sin, 

Turn  where  I  may  ;  and,  worst  of  all,  Oh  Lord, 

There  hangs  that  cursed  trophy  over  me 

Like  Thine  impending  judgment!     It  brings  back 

In  this  sad  hour  old  Samuel's  curse  at  Gilgal, 

And  reaffirms  that  sentence.     Oh,  the  lips 

May  not  recall  that  said  it.     Can  it  be 

There  now  is  no  appeal  !    God's  oracle, 

Those  dear  old  lips  that  bade  me  first  be  king, 

In  all  the  artless  greenness  of  my  youth, 

Are  cold,  cold  clay — but  this  sad  pomp  survives, 

Prolonging  echoes  of  his  awful  words 

That  ring  in  memory's  ear.     They  weigh  me  down} 

Oh,  that  my  pride  e'er  reared  that  Babel-pile  ! 
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Twine  o'er  it,  ye  rank  vines  ;  eat  into  it, 

Thou  strong-toothed  Time  ;  wind,  storm,  come  crumble 

it, 

Nay,  let  compassionating  thunderbolts 
Blast  it  and  me  together ;  lest,  hereafter, 
Our  children's  children  stand  and  point  at  it, 
Yea,  and  cast  stones,  and  say — Behold  Saul's  Folly. 
Where  shall  I  turn  !     I  have  let  water  out, 
And  here's  an  ocean  breaking  through  the  breach  ; 
Dam  and  embankment  tottering  under  me, 
While  I  stand  trembling,  and  do  gnaw  my  tongue, 
Like  a  lost  spirit  conning  life's  misdeeds. 
Go  down,  old  sun — thou  seest  my  decline 
As  I  see  thine :  but  Oh,  for  me,  to-morrow 
Comes  never  more,  or  only  comes  in  clouds, 
And,  like  a  star  burnt  out,  I  set  forever. 

— Sault  A  Mystery. 


COXE,  WILLIAM,  an  English  clergyman,  his- 
torian, and  writer  of  travels,  Archdeacon  of  Wilts, 
was  born  in  London,  England,  March  7,  1747; 
died  in  Bemerton,  Wiltshire,  England,  June  16, 
1828.  He  became  a  fellow  of  King's  College, 
Cambridge,  in  1768.  As  tutor  to  young  noble- 
men, he  spent  many  years  in  travel.  He  published 
Travels  in  Switzerla #^(1778-1801);  and  Travels  in 
Poland,  Russia,  Sweden,  and  Denmark,  (1778-84). 
He  also  published  Memoirs  of  the  Life  and  Ad- 
ministration of  Sir  Robert  Walpole  (1798);  Memoirs 
of  Lord  Walpole  ( \  802) ;  History  of  the  House  of 
A  it  stria  ( 1 807) ;  Memoirs  of  the  Kings  of  Spain  of 
the  House  of  Bourbon  (1813);  Memoirs  of  the  Duke 
of  Marlborough  (1816-19).  He  was  appointed  rec- 
tor of  Bemerton  in  1788,  of  Stourton  in  1800,  and 
of  Fovant,  Wiltshire,  in  1811,  and  Archdeacon  of 
Wiltshire  in  1804.  He  was  appointed  Chaplain 
of  the  Tower  in  1796.  His  last  work,  Memoirs  of 
the  Pelham  Administration,  was  published  after 
his  death,  in  1829. 

WALDSTEIN,    OR    WALLENSTEIN. 

Waldstein,  though  deeply  affected  by  his  dismission, 
had  retired  from  his  command  with  the  full  confidence 
that  his  ruling  star  had  not  yet  attained  its  zenith,  and 
his  fertile  genius  had  devised  the  means  to  render  his 
restoration  to  power  almost  inevitable.  He  was  fol- 
lowed into  his  retreat  by  the  principal  officers  of  his 
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army,  whom  his  immense  riches  enabled  him  to  attach 
to  his  person,  and  who  looked  up  to  him  for  present 
support,  as  well  as  future  advancement.  He  took  up 
his  principal  residence  at  Prague,  where  he  built  a 
magnificent  palace,  and  lived  in  a  style  of  splendor  more 
resembling  a  king  than  a  subject  in  disgrace.  .  .  . 
Six  barons,  and  as  many  knights  attended  his  per- 
son ;  four  gentlemen-ushers  presented  those  who  were 
admitted  to  the  honor  of  an  audience ;  sixty  pages, 
belonging  to  the  most  illustrious  families,  were  enter- 
tained at  his  expense,  and  instructed  by  the  ablest 
masters  in  the  whole  circle  of  the  arts  and  sciences. 
His  steward  of  the  household  was  a  baron  of  the  high- 
est rank,  and  even  the  chamberlain  of  the  emperor 
quitted  the  court  to  exercise  that  office  in  his  estab- 
lishment. .  .  . 

His  recent  disgrace  and  increasing  anxiety  to  re- 
cover his  former  authority  had  totally  changed  the  dis- 
position of  his  mind,  and  robbed  him  of  that  freedom, 
openness,  and  affability  which  distinguished  his  early 
career.  In  the  midst  of  splendor  and  magnificence 
Waldstein  lived  in  a  state  of  gloom,  solitude,  and  im- 
penetrable, taciturnity,  absorbed  in  dreams  of  past 
grandeur,  or  projects  of  future  ambition  and  vengeance, 
maintaining  with  his  own  hand  an  extensive  and  regu- 
lar correspondence  with  every  part  of  Europe,  and  with 
all  the  great  actors  on  the  scene  of  affairs. 

To  complete  the  portrait  of  so  singular  a  character, 
in  person  he  was  tall  and  thin,  his  complexion  sallow, 
his  hair  red  and  short,  his  eyes  small  and  sparkling,  his 
gait  and  manner  indicative  of  sullenness  and  distrust, 
and  the  few  words  which  broke  his  habitual  silence  were 
uttered  in  a  harsh  and  disagreeable  tone  of  voice.  He 
was  sudden,  fierce,  and  ungovernable  in  his  anger,  im- 
placable in  his  resentment,  capricious  and  fanciful  in  his 
commands,  extravagant  equally  in  rewards  and  punish- 
ments. He  was  an  enemy  to  flattery,  and  insensible  to 
temptation  ;  quick  in  discovering  merit,  and  ready  to 
reward  it.  In  his  dependants  he  encouraged  a  spirit  of 
rashness  and  enterprise  ;  he  termed  high  and  magnifi- 
cent resolutions  the  effects  of  a  well-qualified  soul :  a 
prompt  action,  a  new  thought,  an  unusual  audacity,  were 
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the  surest  ways  to  secure  his  favor.  He  was  grand  and 
lofty  in  his  ideas,  impassioned  for  glory,  and  disdained 
dissimulation  or  any  vice  which  evinced  baseness  and 
timidity  of  character.  Despising  riches,  except  as  the 
agent  of  his  greatness,  he  was  unbounded  in  his  liberal- 
ities and  was  accustomed  to  say  that  no  gold  was  equal 
to  the  weight  of  a  valiant  soldier,  that  great  hopes  fol- 
lowed great  rewards,  and  the  greatest  recompenses  pro- 
duced both  the  best  troops  and  most  skilful  officers. — 
History  of  the  House  of  Austria. 

GUSTAVUS   ADOLPHUS, 

Thus  fell  Gustavus  Adolphus  in  the  thirty-eighth  year 
of  his  age,  one  of  the  greatest  monarchs  who  ever 
adorned  a  throne.  As  an  individual,  he  was  religious 
without  bigotry  or  affectation,  temperate,  and  a  pattern 
of  conjugal  fidelity  and  domestic  affection.  Though 
unable  to  conquer  at  all  times  a  constitutional  warmth 
of  temper,  he  possessed  all  the  social  virtues  and  the 
conciliation  of  courtesy  in  so  high  a  degree  that  no 
individual  was  ever  admitted  to  his  converse  without 
being  charmed,  or  left  his  presence  dissatisfied.  To  all 
these  amiable  qualities,  he  united  the  learning  of  a 
scholar  and  the  accomplishments  of  a  gentleman.  As 
a  statesman  he  was  firm,  sagacious,  and  provident,  em- 
bracing equally  the  grand  features  and  minute  details 
of  the  most  extensive  plans.  As  a  general,  he  surpassed 
his  contemporaries  in  his  knowledge  of  all  the  branches 
of  the  military  art,  in  a  bold,  inventive,  and  fertile  gen- 
ius. His  intuitive  sagacity,  undisturbed  presence  of 
mind,  and  extensive  foresight,  were  warmed  and  ani- 
mated by  an  intrepidity  more  than  heroic.  No  com- 
mander was  ever  more  ready  to  expose  his  person  to 
dangers,  or  more  willing  to  share  the  fatigues  and  hard- 
ships of  his  troops  ;  he  was  accustomed  to  say,  "  Cities 
are  not  taken  by  keeping  in  tents  ;  as  scholars,  in  the 
absence  of  the  master,  shut  their  books,  so  my  troops, 
without  my  presence,  would  slacken  their  blows."  Like 
many  other  great  men,  he  was  a  predestinarian  from  a 
pious  submission  to  the  decrees  of  an  all-wise  Providence. 
To  those  who  urged  him  to  spare  his  oerson.  he 
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"  My  hour  is  written  in  heaven,  and  cannot  be  reversed 
on  earth."  Gustavus  created  a  new  system  of  tactics, 
and  formed  an  army  which  was  without  a  parallel  for 
its  excellent  discipline  and  for  its  singular  vigor,  pre- 
cision, and  unity  in  action.  He  conquered,  not  by  dint 
of  numbers,  or  the  impulse  of  a  fortunate  rashness,  but 
by  the  wisdom  and  profoundness  of  his  combinations, 
by  his  irresistible  yet  bridled  spirit  of  enterprise,  by  that 
confidence  and  heroism  which  he  infused  into  his  troop. 
Since  the  days  of  Alexander,  the  progress  of  no  con- 
queror has  been  equally  rapid  ;  since  the  time  of  Caesar, 
no  individual  has  united,  in  so  consummate  a  degree, 
all  the  qualities  of  the  gentleman,  the  statesman,  and  the. 
soldier. — History  of  the  House  of  Austria, 


COZZENS,  FREDERICK  SWARTWOUT,  an  Amer- 
ican humorous  writer,  was  born  in  New  York 
City,  March  5,  1818  ;  died  in  Brooklyn,  December 
23,  1869.  He  was  well  known  for  many  years  in 
his  native  city  as  a  successful  wholesale  dealer 
in  wines,  and  as  the  publisher  and  editor  of  a  trade 
journal  connected  with  his  business  entitled  The 
Wine  Press.  He  was  a  welcome  contributor  to 
the  magazines  of  his  day  ;  especially  to  the  Knick- 
erbocker and  to  Putnam.  His  contributions  to  the 
former  of  these  magazines  were  gathered  into  a 
volume  and  published  under  the  title  Prismatics, 
by  Richard  Haywarde,  in  1853  ;  and  three  years 
later  his  famous  Sparrowgrass  Papers,  which  had 
been  printed  serially  in  Putnam  s  Magazine,  were 
issued  in  book  form.  Other  writings  of  his,  some 
of  them  evincing  genuine  humor,  as  well  as  grace 
of  composition,  were  :  Arcadia  (1859);  Sayings  of 
Doctor  Bushwhacker  ( 1 867) ;  Poems  ( 1 867) ;  Memorial 
of  Fitz-Grecne  Halleck  (1868). 

Of  Cozzens's  principal  work,  The  Sparroivgrass 
Papers,  Professor  Nichol,  of  Glasgow,  says  that 
they  are  enlivened  by  evidences  of  keen  discrimi- 
nation often  brightly  expressed. 

MR.  SPARROWGRASS    CHIRPS    A    LITTLE. 

"  The  first  flurry  of  snow,"  said  I,  making  a  show  of 
shaking  off  a  few  starry  flakes  from  my  hat,  "the  first 
sky-signals  of  winter.     It  is  a  good  thin^  to  have  winter 
(53) 
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in  the  country.  There  is  something  cheery  in  the  pros- 
pect of  roaring  fires  ;  and  Christmas-trees,  glittering 
with  tapers — and  golden  eggs — and  sugar-hearts — and 
wheels — and  harps  of  sparry  sweets  ;  and  pipes  and 
tabors  ;  and  mince-pies  ;  and  ringing  sleigh-bells  ;  and 
robes  of  fur,  and  reeking  horses  ;  and  ponds  with  glassy 
floors,  alive  with  and  rattling  under  the  mercurial  heels 
of  skaters.  .  .  .  All  the  poets  love  winter,  why 
should  not  everybody  ? 

44  •  Winter's  the  time  to  which  the  poet  looks 
For  hiving  his  sweet  thoughts,  and  making  honey- books.' 

"  I  feel  as  if  I  would  like  to  chirp  a  little  this  evening, 
Mrs.  Sparrow  G.  What  shall  we  have?  Lamb?  Let 
me  read  you  Dream  Children^  or,  perhaps,  Fuller  would 
be  newer — old  Fuller  !  Here  he  is  ;  the  ancient  and 
venerable  D.D.  Now,  my  dear,  The  Good  Wife"  Mrs. 
Sparrowgrass  bridled  up  and  was  all  smiles.  Then  I 
read  : 

"St.  Paul  to  the  Colossians  (iii.  18),  first  adviseth 
women  to  submit  themselves  to  their  husbands,  and 
then  counselleth  men  to  love  their  wives.  And  sure  it 
was  fitting  that  women  should  have  their  lesson  given 
them,  because  it  was  hardest  to  be  learned,  and,  there- 
fore, they  need  have  the  more  time  to  con  it." 

"  H'm  !  "  said  Mrs.  Sparrowgrass,  "  St.  Paul !  He 
was  a  wise  man  [ironically].  Read  on." 

"  She  keeps  house  if  she  have  not  her  husband's  com- 
pany (that  you  always  have),  or  leave,  for  her  patent,  to 
go  abroad." 

Mrs.  Sparrowgrass  wished  to  know  what  "  patent  " 
meant,  in  that  sense.  "  My  dear,"  said  I,  "  '  patent '  is 
a  writ  or  privilege,  given  or  granted."  Then  I  con- 
tinued :  "  For  the  house  is  the  woman's  centre.  It  is 
written  :  '  The  sun  ariseth  ;  man  goeth  forth  unto  his 
work  and  to  his  labor  until  the  evening'  (Psalm  civ. 
22)  :  but  it  is  said  of  the  good  woman:  'She  riseth 
while  it  is  yet  night*  (Prov.  xxxi.  15).  For  man  in  the 
race  of  his  work  starts  from  the  rising  of  the  sun,  be- 
cause his  business  is  without  doors,  and  not  to  be  done 
without  the  light  of  heaven  ;  but  the  woman  hath  her 
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work  within  the  house,  and,  therefore,  can  make  the  sun 

rise  by  lighting  of  a  candle." 

"  Was  Dr.  Fuller  married  ?."  quoth  Mrs.  S. 

•''Yes,  my  dear,  probably  two  hundred  years  ago." 

"  H'm  !  "  said  Mrs.  Sparrowgrass. — The  Sparrowgrass 

Papers. 

OH,    A    COUNTRY    HOME    FOR    ME  ! 

Oh,  a  country  home  for  me  !   where  the   clover   blos- 
soms blow  ; 

And  the  robin  builds  his  nest  in  the  old  cherry  bough  ; 
Where  the  roses  and  the  honey-buds  are  clinging  to  the 

wall, 

Each  a  perfumed  cup  of  jewels  when  the  rain-drops 
fall. 

Where  the  leaves  and  lights  are  blending, 

And  the  swallows  soar  and  sing, 
And  the  iron  chain  and  bucket  drip 
Above  the  silver  spring  : 

Oh,  a  country  home  for  me ! 

When  the  sun  is  in  the  west,  and  the  winds  are  lulled  to 

rest, 
And  the  babe  sleeps  on  its  mother's  arm,  the  robin  in 

her  nest ; 
When  the  cottage  taper  twinkles  through  the  lattice, 

and  the  gloom 

Of  the  dusky  trellis  roses,  and  the  woodbine's  bloom  : 
When  the  moon  is  on  the  wave, 

And  the  shadows  in  the  grove, 
How  sweet  to  wander  side  by  side 
With  those  we  dearly  love  : 

Oh,  a  country  home  for  me  ! 

— Sparrowgrass  Papers. 

THEREFORE. 

I'd  kind  o*  like  to  have  a  cot, 
Fixed  on  some  sunny  slope ;  a  spot 

Five  acres  more  or  less ; 
With  maples,  cedars,  chestnut  trees, 
And  poplars  whitening  in  the  breeze. 
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'Twould  suit  my  taste,  I  guess, 
To  have  the  porch  with  vines  o'erhung, 
With  pendant  bells  of  woodbine  swung, 

In  every  bell  a  bee  ; 
And  round  my  latticed  window  spread 
A  clump  of  roses  white  and  red. 

To  solace  mine  and  me, 
I  kind  o'  think  I  should  desire 
To  hear  about  the  lawn  a  choir 
Of  wood-birds  singing  sweet; 
And  in  a  dell  I'd  have  a  brook 
Where  I  might  sit  and  read  my  book. 

Such  should  be  my  retreat  ; 

Far  from  the  city's  crowds  and  noise, 

Where  I  could  rear  my  girls  and  boys—- 
I'd have  some  two  or  three, 

And  if  kind  Heaven  should  bless  my  store 

With  five,  or  six,  or  seven  more, 
How  happy  I  would  be. 

— Sparrowgrass  Papers, 
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CRABBE,  GEORGE,  an  English  poet,  born  at 
Aidborough,  Suffolk,  England,  December  24, 
1754;  died  at  Trowbridge,  February  3,  1832.  He 
was  the  son  of  a  collector  of  customs  living  at 
Aidborough.  He  early  displayed  a  love  of  books, 
and  while  a  schoolboy,  began  to  make  verses.  He 
was  apprenticed  to  a  surgeon,  but  disliked  the  pro- 
fession, and  in  1780  went  to  London,  intending  to 
apply  himself  to  literature.  His  first  efforts  were 
unsuccessful.  A  poem,  The  Candidate,  brought 
him  nothing,  owing  to  the  failure  of  the  publisher. 
In  his  distress  he  applied  to  Edmund  Burke,  who 
befriended  him,  introduced  him  to  Dodsley,  the 
publisher,  and  to  Reynolds,  Johnson,  and  Fox. 
Crabbe  now  published  The  Library,  which  was 
well  received.  At  Burke's  suggestion,  he  entered 
the  Church,  and  in  1782  was  appointed  curate  in 
Aidborough.  The  next  year  he  published  The 
Village,  and  in  1785  The  Newspaper.  He  wrote  no 
more  for  twenty-four  years.  Through  the  in- 
fluence of  Burke,  he  became  chaplain  to  the  Duke 
of  Rutland,  arid  later  obtained  the  rectorship  of  a 
church  in  Dorsetshire.  Six  years  afterward  he 
was  presented  to  two  other  rectories,  and  in  1818, 
to  that  of  Trowbridge,  where  he  spent  his  last 
tranquil  years.  In  1809  he  published  The  Parish 
Register,  the  success  of  which  encouraged  hirn  to 
further  efforts.  The  Borough  appeared  in  .1810, 
(62) 
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Tales  in  Verse,  in  1812,  and  Tales  of  the  Hall\n  1819. 
Crabbe  depicted  life  as  he  saw  it  among  the  rural 
poor.  His  characters  are  not  porcelain,  but  com- 
mon clay,  and  many  of  them  stained  and  marred 
by  poverty  and  sin.  Tramps,  gypsies,  vagabonds, 
and  paupers  are  often  the  subjects  of  his  verse, 
and  he  spares  no  detail  in  depicting  their  tempta- 
tions, vices,  and  woes.  His  power  lies  in  his  ab- 
solute truthfulness.  His  descriptions  are  often 
painful,  but  here  and  there  is  some  exquisite  pict- 
ure of  constancy  and  nobility,  like  that  of  the 
mourning  girl  at  her  lover's  grave,  or  the  portrait 
of  Isaac  Ashford,  "the  wise  good  man,  contented 
to  be  poor." 

ISAAC    ASHFORD. 

Next  to  these  ladies,  but  in  nought  allied, 
A  noble  peasant,  Isaac  Ashford,  died. 
Noble  he  was,  contemning  ail  things  mean, 
His  truth  unquestioned  and  his  soul  serene  : 
Of  no  man's  presence  Isaac  felt  afraid ; 

At  no  man's  question  Isaac  looked  dismayed  : 
Shame  knew  him  not;  he  dreaded  no  disgrace  ; 
Truth,  simple  truth,  was  written  in  his  face  : 
Yet,  while  the  serious  thought  his  soul  approved, 
Cheerful  he  seemed,  and  gentleness  he  loved, 
To  bliss  domestic  he  his  heart  resigned, 
And  with  the  firmest  had  the  fondest  mind. 
Were  others  joyful,  he  looked  smiling  on, 
And  gave  allowance  where  he  needed  none  ; 
Good  he  refused  with  future  ill  to  buy, 
Nor  knew  a  joy  that  caused  reflection's  sigh  ; 
A  friend  to  virtue,  his  unclouded  breast 
No  envy  stung,  no  jealousy  distressed 
(Bane  of  the  poor  !  it  wounds  their  weaker  mind, 
To  miss  one  favor  which  their  neighbors  find) ; 
Yet  far  was  he  from  stoic  pride  removed  ; 
He  felt  humanely,  and  he  warmly  loved. 
I  marked  his  action  when  his  infant  died, 


64  GEORGE   CRABBE 

And  his  old  neighbor  for  offense  was  tried ; 

The  still  tears,  stealing  down  that  furrowed  cheek, 

Spoke  pity,  plainer  than  the  tongue  can  speak. 

If  pride  were  his,  'twas  not  their  vulgar  pride 

Who,  in  their  base  contempt,  the  great  deride  ; 

Nor  pride  in  learning  :  though  my  Clerk  agreed, 

If  fate  should  call  him,  Ashford  might  succeed; 

Nor  pride  in  rustic  skill,  although  we  knew, 

None  his  superior,  and  his  equals  few  : — 

But  if  that  spirit  in  his  soul  had  place, 

It  was  the  jealous  pride  that  shuns  disgrace; 

A  pride  in  honest  fame  by  virtue  gained, 

In  sturdy  boys  to  virtuous  labors  trained  : 

Pride  in  the  power  that  guards  his  country's  coast 

And  all  that  Englishmen  enjoy  and  boast ; 

Pride  in  a  life  that  slander's  tongue  defied — 

In  fact  a  noble  passion,  misnamed  Pride. 

He  had  no  party's  rage,  no  sectary's  whim, 
Christian  and  countryman  was  all  with  him  : 
True  to  his  church  he  came  ;  no  Sunday-shower 
Kept  him  at  home  in  that  important  hour  ; 
Nor  his  firm  feet  could  one  persuading  sect, 
By  the  strong  glare  of  their  new  light  direct ; 
"On  hope,  in  mine  own  sober  light  I  gaze, 
But  should  be  blind,  and  lose  it,  in  your  blaze." 
In  times  severe,  when  many  a  sturdy  swain 
Felt  it  his  pride,  his  comfort,  to  complain  ; 
Isaac  their  wants  would  soothe,  his  own  would  hide, 
And  feel  in  that  his  comfort  and  his  pride.     .     .     . 

I  feel  his  absence  in  the  hours  of  prayer, 
And  view  his  seat,  and  sigh  for  Isaac  there  ; 
I  see  no  more  those  white  locks  thinly  spread 
Round  the  bald  polish  of  that  honored  head  ; 
No  more  that  awful  glance  on  playful  wight, 
Compell'd  to  kneel  and  tremble  at  the  sight, 
To  fold  his  fingers,  all  in  dread  the  while, 
Till  Mister  Ashford  softened  to  a  smile  : 
No  more  that  meek  and  suppliant  look  in  prayer, 
Nor  the  pure  faith  (to  give  it  force),  are  there  ; — 
But  he  is  blest,  and  I  lament  no  more 
A  wise  good  man  contented  to  be  poor. 

—  The  Parish  Register. 
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THE  GYPSIES. 

On  either  side 

Is  level  fen,  a  prospect  wild  and  wide, 
With  dikes  on  either  hand  by  ocean's  self  supplied  ; 
Far  on  the  right  the  distant  sea  is  seen, 
And  salt  the  springs  that  feed  the  marsh  between  : 
Beneath  an  ancient  bridge  the  straitened  flood 
Rolls  through  its  sloping  banks  of  slimy  mud  ; 
Near  it  a  sunken  boat  resists  the  tide, 
That  frets  and  hurries  to  the  opposing  side  ; 
The  rushes  sharp  that  on  the  borders  grow 
Bend  their  brown  flowerets  to  the  stream  below, 
Impure  in  all  its  course,  in  all  its  progress  slow  : 
Here  a  grave  Flora  scarcely  deigns  to  bloom, 
Nor  wears  a  rosy  blush,  nor  sheds  perfume  ; 
The  few  dull  flowers  that  o'er  the  place  are  spread, 
Partake  the  nature  of  their  fenny  bed. 
Here  on  its  wiry  stem,  in  rigid  bloom, 
Grows  the  salt  lavender  that  lacks  perfume ; 
Here  the  dwarf  swallows  creep,  the  septfoil  harsh, 
And  the  soft  slimy  mallow  of  the  marsh. 
Low  on  the  ear  the  distant  billows  sound, 
And  just  in  view  appears  their  stony  bound  : 
No  hedge  or  tree  conceals  the  glowing  sun, 
Birds,  save  a  watery  tribe,  the  district  shun 
Nor  chirp  among  the  reeds  where  bitter  waters  run. 

Again  the  country  was  enclosed,  a  wide 
And  sandy  road  has  banks  on  either  side  ; 
When  lo  !  a  hollow  on  the  left  appeared, 
And  there  a  Gypsy-tent  their  tribe  had  reared  : 
'Twas  open  spread  to  catch  the  morning  sun, 
And  they  had  now  their  early  meal  begun, 
When  two  brown  boys  just  left  their  grassy  seat, 
The  early  traveller  with  their  prayers  to  greet : 
While  yet  Orlando  held  his  pence  in  hand, 
He  saw  their  sister  on  her  duty  stand  ; 
Some  twelve  years  old,  demure,  affected,  sly, 
Prepared  the  force  of  early  powers  to  try  ; 
Sudden  a  look  of  languor  he  descries, 
And  well-feigned  apprehension  in  her  eyes  ; 
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Trained  but  yet  savage,  in  her  speaking  face 

He  marked  the  features  of  her  vagrant  race, 

When  a  light  laugh  and  roguish  leer  expressed 

The  vice  implanted  in  her  youthful  breast : 

Forth  from  the  tent  her  elder  brother  came, 

Who  seemed  offended,  yet  forbore  to  blame 

The  young  designer,  but  could  only  trace 

The  looks  of  pity  in  the  traveller's  face  : 

Within,  the  father,  who  from  fences  nigh 

Had  brought  the  fuel  for  the  fire's  supply, 

Watched  now  the  feeble  blaze,  and  stood  dejected  by. 

On  ragged  rug,  just  borrowed  from  the  bed, 

And  by  the  hand  of  coarse  indulgence  fed, 

In  dirty  patchwork  negligently  dressed, 

Reclined  the  wife — an  infant  at  her  breast ; 

In  her  wild  face  some  touch  of  grace  remained. 

Of  vigor  palsied  and  of  beauty  stained  ; 

Her  blood-shot  eyes  on  her  unheeding  mate 

Were  wrathful  turned,  and  seemed  her  wants  to  sta^e. 

Cursing  his  tardy  aid  ;  her  mother  there 

With  Gypsy-state  engrossed  the  only  chair  ; 

Solemn  and  dull  her  look  ;  with  such  she  stands, 

And  reads  the  milkmaid's  fortune  in  her  hands, 

Tracing  the  lines  of  life  ;  assumed  through  years, 

Each  feature  now  the  steady  falsehood  wears  : 

With  hard  and  savage  eye  she  views  the  food, 

And  grudging  pinches  their  intruding  brood  ; 

Last  in  the  group,  the  worn-out  grandsire  sits, 

Neglected,  lost,  and  living  but  by  fits  ; 

Useless,  despised,  his  worthless  labors  done, 

And  half  protected  by  the  vicious  son, 

Who  half  supports  him  ;  he  with  heavy  glance 

Views  the  young  ruffians  who  around  him  dance ; 

And,  by  the  sadness  in  his  face,  appears 

To  trace  the  progress  of  their  future  years  : 

Through  what  strange  course  of  misery,  vice,  deceit, 

Must  wildly  wander  each  unpractised  cheat  ! 

What  shame  and  grief,  what  punishment  and  pain, 

Sport  of  fierce  passions,  must  each  child  sustain — 

Ere,  they  like  him,  approach  their  latter  end, 

Without  a  hope,  a  comfort,  or  a  friend  ! 

—  Tales  in  Verse. 
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A  MOTHER'S  BURIAL. 

Then  died  lamented,  in  the  strength  of  life, 
A  valued  Mother  and  a  faithful  Wife  ; 
Called  not  away,  when  time  had  loosed  each  hold 
On  the  fond  heart,  and  each  desire  grew  cold  ; 
But  when,  to  all  that  knits  us  to  our  kind, 
She  felt  fast-bound,  as  chanty  can  bind  ; — 
Not  when  the  ills  of  age,  its  pain,  its  care, 
The  drooping  spirit  for  its  fate  prepare  ; 
And  each  affection  failing,  leaves  the  heart 
Loosed  from  life's  charm,  and  willing  to  depart ; 
But  all  her  ties  the  strong  invader  broke, 
In  all  their  strength,  by  one  tremendous  stroke  ! 
Sudden  and  swift  the  eager  pest  came  on, 
And  terror  grew,  till  every  hope  was  gone  : 
Still  those  around  appeared  for  hope  to  seek  ! 
But  viewed  the  sick  and  were  afraid  to  speak. 

Slowly  they  bore,  with  solemn  step,  the  dead ; 
When  grief  grew  loud,  and  bitter  tears  were  shed, 
My  part  began  ;  a  crowd  drew  near  the  place, 
Awe  in  each  eye,  alarm  in  every  face. 
So  swift  the  ill,  and  of  so  fierce  a  kind^ 
That  fear  with  pity  mingled  in  each  mind  ; 
Friends  with  the  husband  came  their  grief  to  blend 
For  good-man  Frankford  was  to  all  a  friend. 
The  last-born  boy  they  held  above  the  bier, 
He  knew  not  grief,  but  cries  expressed  his  fear ; 
Each  different  age  and  sex  revealed  its  pain, 
In  now  a  louder,  now  a  lower  strain  ; 
While  the  meek  father,  listening  to  their  tones, 
Swelled  the  full  cadence  of  the  grief  by  groans. 
The  elder  sister  strove  her  pangs  to  hide, 
And  soothing  words  to  younger  minds  applied  : 
"  Be  still,  be  patient ;  "  oft  she  strove  to  say  ; 
But  failed  as  oft,  and  weeping  turned  away. 
Curious  and  sad,  upon  the  fresh-dug  hill, 
The  village  lads  stood  melancholy  still ; 
And  idle  children,  wandering  to  and  fro 
As  Nature  guided,  took  the  tone  of  woe. 

Arrived  at  home,  how  then  they  gazed  around, 
VOL.  VIL— | 
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In  every  place—where  she  no  more  was  found ; 
The  seat  at  table  she  was  wont  to  fill  ; 
The  fireside  chair,  still  set,  but  vacant  still  : 
The  garden-walks,  a  labor  all  her  own  ; 
The  latticed  bower,  with  trailing  shrubs  o'ergrown  i 
The  Sunday-pew  she  filled,  with  all  her  race — 
Each  place  of  hers  was  now  a  sacred  place 
That,  while  it  called  up  sorrows  in  the  eyes, 
Pierced  the  full  heart  and  forced  them  still  to  rise 

—  The  Parish  Register. 

AN    AUTUMN    SKETCH. 

It  was  a  fair  and  mild  autumnal  sky, 

And  earth's  ripe  treasures  met  the  admiring  eye, 

As  a  rich  beauty  when  the  bloom  is  lost 

Appears  with  more  magnificence  and  cost : 

The  wet  and  heavy  grass,  where  feet  had  strayed, 

Not  yet  erect,  the  wanderer's  way  betrayed  ; 

Showers  of  the  night  had  swelled  the  deepening  rill, 

The  morning  breeze  had  urged  the  quickening  mill  ; 

Assembled  rooks  had  winged  their  seaward  flight, 

By  the  same  passage  to  return  at  night, 

While  proudly  o'er  them  hung  the  steady  kite, 

Then  turned  them  back,  and  left  the  noisy  throng, 

Nor  deigned  to  know  them  as  he  sailed  along. 

Long,  yellow  leaves,  from  osiers,  strewed  around, 

Choked  the  dull  stream,  and  hushed  its  feeble  sound. 

While  the  dead  foliage  dropt  from  loftier  trees, 

Our  squire  beheld  not  with  his  wonted  ease  ; 

But  to  his  own  reflections  made  reply, 

And  said  aloud  :  "Yes  ;  doubtless  we  must  die." 

"  We  must,"  said  Richard  ;  "and  we  could  not  live 

To  feel  what  dotage  and  decay  will  give  ; 

But  we  yet  taste  whatever  we  behold  ; 

The  morn  is  lovely,  though  the  air  is  com  : 

There  is  delicious  quiet  in  this  scene, 

\t  once  so  rich,  so  varied  so  serene  ; 

Sounds,  too,  delight  us- — each  discordant  tone 

Thus  mingled  please,  that  fail  to  please  alone  ; 

This  hollow  wind,  this  rustling  of  the  brook, 

The  farm-yard  noise,  the  woodman  at  yon  oak — 
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See,  the  axe  falls  ! — now  listen  to  the  stroke  : 
That  gun  itself,  that  murders  all  this  peace, 
Adds  to  the  charm,  because  it  soon  must  cease." 

—  Tales  of  the  Hall. 

GRADUAL  APPROACHES   OF   AGE. 

Six  years  had  passed,  and  forty  ere  the  six, 
When  time  began  to  play  his  usual  tricks  ; 
The  locks  once  comely  in  a  virgin's  sight, 
Locks  of  pure  brown,  displayed  the  encroaching  w'/vt-j , 
The  blood,  once  fervid,  now  to  cool  began, 
And  Time's  strong  pressure  to  subdue  the  man. 
I  rode  or  walked  as  I  was  wont  before, 
But  now  the  bounding  spirit  was  no  more  ; 
A  moderate  pace  would  now  my  body  heat  ; 
A  walk  of  moderate  length  distress  my  feet. 
I  showed  my  stranger  guest  those  hills  sublime, 
But  said  :  "  The  view  is  poor  ;  we  need  not  climb." 
At  a  friend's  mansion  I  began  to  dread 
The  cold,  neat  parlor  and  the  gay,  glazed  bed  : 
At  hon.e  I  felt  a  more  decided  taste, 
And  mu^t  have1  all  things  in  my  order  placed. 
I  ceased  to  hunt ;  my  horses  pleased  me  less — 
My  dinner  more  ;  I  learned  to  play  at  chess. 
I  took  my  dog  and  gun,  but  saw  the  brute 
Was  disappointed  that  I  did  not  shoot. 
My  morning  walks  I  now  could  bear  to  lose. 
And  blessed  the  shower  that  gave  me  not  to  choose. 
In  fact,  I  felt  a  languor  stealing  on  ; 
The  active  arm,  the  agile  hand,  were  gone ; 
Small  daily  actions  into  habits  grew, 
And  new  dislike  to  forms  and  fashions  new. 
I  loved  my  trees  in  order  to  dispose  ; 
1  numbered  peaches,  looked  how  stocks  arose  ; 
Told  the  same  story  oft  : — in  short,  began  to  prose. 

— Tales  of  the  Hall 

THE    BETROTHED    LOVERS. 

Yes  !  there  are  real  Mourners — I  have  *een 
A  fair,  sad  girl,  mild,  suffering,  and  serene  ; 
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Attention,  through  the  day,  her  duties  claimed, 

And  to  be  useful  as  resigned  she  aimed  : 

Neatly  she  dressed,  nor  vainly  seemed  t'  expect 

Pity  for  grief,  or  pardon  for  neglect. 

But  when  her  wearied  parents  sunk  to  sleep, 

She  sought  her  place  to  meditate  and  weep  ; 

Then  to  her  mind  was  all  the  past  displayed 

That  faithful  Memory  brings  to  Sorrow's  aid  : 

For  then  she  thought  on  one  regretted  Youth, 

Her  tender  trust,  and  his  unquestioned  truth  ; 

In  every  place  she  wandered  where  they'd  been, 

And  sadly  sacred  held  the  parting  scene ; 

Where  last  for  sea  he  took  his  leave — that  place 

With  double  interest  would  she  nightly  trace  ; 

For  long  the  courtship  was,  and  he  would  say, 

Each  time  he  sailed — "  This  once,  and  then  the  day  :  '* 

Yet  prudence  tarried,  but  when  last  he  went, 

He  drew  from  pitying  love  a  full  consent. 

Happy  he  sailed,  and  great  the  care  she  took 
That  he  should  softly  sleep  and  smartly  look  : 
White  was  his  better  linen,  and  his  check 
Was  made  more  trim  than  any  on  the  deck  ; 
And  every  comfort  men  at  sea  can  know 
Was  hers  to  buy,  to  make,  and  to  bestow ; 
For  he  to  Greenland  sailed,  and  much  she  told 
How  he  should  guard  against  the  climate's  cold  , 
Yet  saw  not  danger  :  dangers  he'd  withstood, 
Nor  could  she  trace  the  fever  in  his  blood  : 
His  messmates  smiled  at  flushings  in  his  cheek, 
And  he,  too,  smiled,  but  seldom  would  he  speak  ; 
For  now  he  found  the  danger,  felt  the  pain, 
With  grievous  symptoms  he  could  not  explain  -, 
Hope  was  awakened  as  for  home  he  sailed, 
But  quickly  sank,  and  never  more  prevailed. 

He  called  his  friend,  and  prefaced  with  a  sigh 
A  lover's  message — "  Thomas,  I  must  die  : 
Would  I  could  see  my  Sally,  and  could  rest 
My  throbbing  temples  on  her  faithful  breast, 
And  gazing  go  ! — if  not,  this  trifle  take, 
And  say  till  death  I  wore  it  for  her  sake ; 
Yes  !  I  must  die — blow  on,  sweet  breeze,  blow  on  ! 
Give  me  one  look,  before  my  life  be  gone, 
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Oh  '  give  me  that,  and  let  m    not  despair, 

One  last  fond  look — and  no\\  repeat  the  prayer." 

He  had  his  wish,  had  more.     I  will  not  paint 
The  lovers'  meeting :  she  beheld  him  faint — 
With  tender  fears  she  took  a  nearer  view, 
Her  terrors  doubling  as  her  hopes  withdrew  ; 
He  tried  to  smile,  and,  half  succeeding,  said, 
"  Yes  !  1  must  die  ; "  and  hope  forever  fled. 

Still  long  she  nursed  him  :  tender  thoughts  meantime 
Were  interchanged  and  hopes  and  views  sublime. 
To  her  he  came  to  die,  and  every  day 
She  took  some  portion  of  the  dread  away  ; 
With  him  she  prayed,  to  him  his  Bible  read, 
Soothed  tne  faint  heart,  and  held  the  aching  head  : 
She  came  with  smiles  the  hour  of  pain  to  cheer ; 
Apart  she  sighed  ;  alone,  she  shed  the  tear  ; 
Then,  as  if  breaking  from  a  cloud,  she  gave 
Fresh  light,  and  gilt  the  prospect  of  the  grave. 

One  day  he  lighter  seemed,  and  they  forgot 
The  care,  the  dread,  the  anguish  of  their  lot  ; 
They  spoke  with  cheerfulness,  and  seemed  to  thinky 
Yet  said  not  so — "Perhaps  he  will  not  sink  :  " 
A  sudden  brightness  in  his  look  appeared, 
A  sudden  vigor  in  his  voice  was  heard  ; — 
She  had  been  reading  in  the  Book  of  Prayer, 
And  led  him  forth,  and  placed  him  in  his  chair ; 
Lively  he  seemed  and  spoke  of  all  he  knew, 
The  friendly  many  and  the  favorite  few ; 
Nor  one  that  day  did  he  to  mind  recall 
But  she  has  treasured,  and  she  loves  them  all ; 
When  in  her  way  she  meets  them,  they  appear 
Peculiar  people— death  has  made  them  dear  ; 
He  named  his  Friend,  but  then  his  hand  she  pressed 
And  fondly  whispered,  "Thou  must  go  to  rest ;  " 
"  I  go,"  he  said ;  but  as  he  spoke,  she  found 
His  hand  more  cold,  and  fluttering  was  the  sound  ! 
Then  gazed  affrightened  ;  but  she  caught  a  last, 
A  dying  look  of  love — and  all  was  past ! 

She  placed  a  decent  stone  his  grave  above, 
Neatly  engraved — an  offering  of  her  love  ; 
For  that  she  wrought,  for  that  forsook  her  bed, 
Awake  alike  to  duty  and  the  dead  ; 
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She  would  have  grieved,  had  friends  presumed  to  spare 

The  least  assistance — 'twas  her  proper  care. 

Here  will  she  come,  and  on  the  grave  will  sit, 

Folding  her  arms  in  long,  abstracted  fit ; 

But  if  observer  pass  will  take  her  round, 

And  careless  seem,  for  she  would  not  be  found; 

Then  go  again,  and  thus  her  hour  employ, 

While  visions  please  her,  and  while  woes  destroy. 

—  The  Borough. 


CRAIG  [-KNOX],  ISABELLA,  a  Scottish  poet, 
born  at  Edinburgh,  in  1831.  While  working  as  a 
seamstress  she  wrote,  over  the  signature  of  "  Isa," 
several  essays  and  poems  for  The  Scotsman  news- 
paper, which  led  to  her  engagement  upon  the 
editorial  staff  of  that  journal.  In  1857  she  went 
to  London,  and  was  engaged  in  the  organization 
of  the  National  Association  for  the  Promotion  of 
Social  Science ;  and  was  subsequently  married  to 
her  countryman,  Mr.  John  Knox.  She  published 
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successful  competitor,  out  of  more  than  six  hun- 
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THE   BRIDES   OF   QUAIR. 

A  stillness  crept  about  the  house, 

At  evenfall,  in  noontide  glare  ; 
Upon  the  silent  hills  looked  forth 

The  many-windowed  house  of  Quair. 

The  peacock  on  the  terrace  screamed  ; 

Browsed  on  the  lawn  the  timid  hare  ; 
The  great  trees  grew  i'  the  avenue, 

Calm  by  the  sheltered  house  of  Quair. 

The  pool  was  still ;  around  its  brim 

The  alders  sickened  all  the  air ; 
There  came  no  murmurs  from  the  streams, 

Though  nigh  flowed  Leithen,  Tweed,  and  Quair. 

(73) 
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The  days  hold  on  their  wonted  pace, 
And  men  to  court  and  camp  repair, 

Their  part  to  fill  of  good  or  ill, 

While  women  keep  the  house  of  Quair. 

And  one  is  clad  in  widow's  weeds, 
And  one  is  maiden-like  and  fair, 

And  day  by  day  they  seek  the  paths 
About  the  lonely  fields  of  Quair. 

To  see  the  trout  leap  in  the  streams, 
The  summer  clouds  reflected  there, 

The  maiden  loves  in  maiden  dreams 
To  hang  o'er  silver  Tweed  and  Quair. 

Within,  in  pall-black  velvet  clad, 
Sits  stately  in  her  oaken  chair, 

A  stately  dame  of  ancient  name — 
The  mother  of  the  house  of  Quair. 

Her  daughter  'broiders  by  her  side, 
With  heavy,  drooping,  golden  hair, 

And  listens  to  her  frequent  plaint : 

"III  fare  the  brides  that  come  to  Quair; 

"  For  more  than  one  hath  lived  in  pine, 
And  more  than  one  hath  died  of  care, 

And  more  than  one  hath  sorely  sinned, 
Left  lonely  in  the  house  of  Quair ; 

*'Alas  !  and  ere  thy  father  died, 

I  had  not  in  his  heart  a  share ; 
And  now — may  God  forefend  her  ill — 

Thy  brother  brings  his  bride  to  Quair !  " 

She  came  ;  they  kissed  her  in  the  hall, 
They  kissed  her  on  the  winding  stair ; 

They  led  her  to  the  chamber  high — 
The  fairest  in  the  house  of  Quair. 

"  Tis  fair,"  she  said,  on  looking  forth  ; 

"  But  what  although  'twere  bleak  and  bare  ? 
She  looked  the  love  she  did  not  speak, 

And  broke  *he  ancient  curse  of  Quair. 
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*  Where'er  he  dwells,  where'er  he  goes, 
His  dangers  and  his  toils  I  share." — 

What  need  be  said?     She  was  not  one 
Of  the  ill-fated  brides  of  Quair. 

GOING    OUT    AND   COMING   IN. 

In  that  home  was  joy  and  sorrow 

Where  an  infant  first  drew  breath, 
While  an  aged  sire  was  drawing 

Near  unto  the  gate  of  death, 
His  feeble  pulse  was  failing, 

And  his  eye  was  growing  dim ; 
He  was  standing  on  the  threshold 

When  they  brought  the  babe  to  him. 

While  to  murmur  forth  a  blessing 

On  the  little  one  he  tried, 
In  his  trembling  arms  he  raised  it, 

Pressed  it  to  his  lips  and  died. 
An  awful  darkness  resteth 

On  the  path  they  both  begin, 
Who  thus  met  upon  the  threshold, 

Going  out  and  coming  in. 

Going  out  unto  the  triumph, 

Coming  in  unto  the  fight — 
Coming  in  unto  the  darkness, 

Going  out  unto  the  light ; 
Although  the  shadow  deepened 

In  the  moment  of  eclipse, 
When  he  passed  through  the  dread  portal, 

With  the  blessing  on  his  lips. 

And  to  him  who  bravely  conquers 

As  he  conquered  in  the  strife, 
Life  is  but  the  way  of  dying — 

Death  is  but  the  gate  of  life : 
Yet,  awful  darkness  resteth 

On  the  path  we  all  begin, 
Where  we  meet  upon  the  threshold, 

Going  out  and  coming  in. 


CRAIGIE,  PEARL  (RICHARDS)  ("John  Oliver 
Hobbes "),  novelist,  was  born  in  Boston,  Mass., 
1867,  and  very  soon  after  was  taken  by  her  parents 
to  London,  England,  where  her  father  had  estab- 
lished himself  in  business  as  a  manufacturing 
chemist.  Her  parents  are  both  Americans,  her 
mother  of  Quaker  descent.  She  was  educated 
principally  by  private  tutors,  but  studied  classics 
for  two  years  with  Professor  Alfred  Goodwin  at 
University  College,  London.  She  also  studied 
music  in  Paris.  In  1886  she  was  married  to  Mr. 
R.  Craigie,  a  clerk  in  the  Bank  of  England,  but 
the  marriage  was  not  a  happy  one  and  she  was 
divorced  in  1895.  She  is  the  author  of  Some  Emo- 
tions and  a  Moral  (1891);  The  Sinner's  Comedy 
(1892) ;  A  Study  in  Temptations  (1893)  ;  A  Bundle  of 
.£(/>  (1894);  Teresa;  The  Gods,  Some  Mortals,  and 
Lord  Wickenham  (1895);  and  a  play,  Journeys  End 
in  Lovers'  Meeting  (1895). 

"  After  a  prolonged  course,"  says  the  London 
Athenceum,  "of  the  ordinary,  well-intentioned, 
mediocre  novel,  which  gives  food,  if  not  satisfac- 
tion, to  the  circulating  library  public,  it  is  "ke  en. 
tering  a  new  world  to  come  suddenly  across  \ 
book  by  John  Oliver  Hobbes."  "  And  what,"  re- 
marks a  recent  writer,  "was  said  of  the  book  then 
under  review  may  be  said  of  every  book  yet 
written  by  Mrs.  Craigie :  '  It  is  a  book  that  it  is 
almost  impossible  to  criticise ;  not  the  least  be^ 
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cause  it  is  a  great  book,  but  from  the  joy  and  ex. 
hilaration  which  its  wit  and  its  almost  flashy  brill- 
iancy  inspire.  There  is  hardly  a  page  on  which 
at  least  one  epigram  does  not  occur,  or  some  ad- 
mirably  phrased  description ;  the  whole  very  cyni- 
cal and  pessimistic,  of  course,  but  somehow  all  the 
more  amusing  for  that,  perhaps  because  so  it  the 
better  represents  the  mood  of  the  day.' " 

WARRE'S  VISITS  TO  THE  CHURCH. 

When  it  was  dark,  he  would  sometimes  steal  into  the 
Catholic  church  in  Farm  Street,  and  rest  there  undis- 
turbed. He  used  to  sit  near  the  altar  of  Our  Lady  of 
Lourdes,  where  he  could  see,  at  the  end  of  the  aisle,  an- 
other altar  and  the  pendant  lamps  before  it.  The  odor 
of  flowers,  incense,  melting  wax.  and  that  something 
else  like  the  scent  of  goodly  fruit  stored  away  for  the 
hungry  winter,  gave  him  a  welcome.  He  felt  that  he 
was  in  some  way  expected,  that  his  place  was  set  ready  ; 
that  there  were  loving  friends  on  every  side  who  had 
been  waiting,  watching,  longing  for  his  approach.  And 
while  he  could  stay  there,  in  his  small,  unmolested  cor- 
ner, it  seemed  that  neither  sorrow  nor  pain,  hopes  over- 
thrown or  miseries  multiplied,  could  ever  harm  him 
more.  The  little  silver  hearts  which  hung  in  a  case  by 
the  altar  had  each  some  story  to  tell  of  a  faithful  vow. 
And  should  he  be  faithless !  He  forgot  his  own  narrow 
grief  as  he  mused  on  the  great  sufferings  of  men,  who, 
if  human  joys  were  given  to  truth  and  honor,  deserved 
every  perfect  gift.  It  seemed  to  him  that  his  own  aims 
had  been  common  and  selfish  ;  he  felt  an  ineffable  hu- 
miliation before  the  symbols  of  martyrdom  which  gave 
the  walls  of  that  sacred  place  a  vivid  pathos.  His  ways 
were  pure  because  his  nature  was  chivalrous,  but  his 
life  was  worldly  :  his  youthful  ambition  had  been  to 
make  money  and  fame,  to  marry  a  beautiful  wife  ;  he 
had  loved  passing  well  the  pleasures  of  earth,  fair 
women,  wealth,  and  the  luxuries  wealth  alone  can  prom- 
ise. How  much  had  he  done  or  endured  just  for  right- 
eousness' sake  ? 
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ALLEGRA  S   RELIGION. 

But  she  was  sincerely  religious  in  the  old  Puritanical 
spirit.  Her  Scotch  nurse  had  taught  her  a  stern  and 
simple  creed  which  became  softened  in  Allegra's  nat- 
ure by  the  Pagan  grace  of  Italy.  Her  God  was  the 
Creator  of  a  beautiful  world  which  He  loved.  He  did 
not  hate  it,  spurn  it,  despise  it ;  He  had  found  it  good 
when  it  was  made,  and  when  it  became,  in  His  sight, 
evil,  He  gave  His  only  Son  for  its  redemption.  Her 
devotion  rested  on  that  attachment  to  and  belief  in  the 
Person  of  God  without  which  faith  is  a  mere  dry,  men- 
tal acquiescence  in  useful  fallacies.  She  did  not  think 
that  to  trust  in  the  Almighty  was  the  best  mistake  she 
could — for  her  own  peace  of  life — make.  It  was  the  in- 
stinct of  her  soul — a  fealty  as  intimate,  inexplicable, 
and  everlasting  as  the  tie  which  sometimes  binds  one 
human  being  to  another,  and  which  is  so  far  exalted 
above  all  senses  and  selfish  sentiments  that  love  is  bur 
its  moon  and  friendship,  but  the  shadow  of  its  shadow. 
This  sense  of  nearness  to  God,  and  of  His  actual  exist- 
ence as  the  Supreme  King  of  earth,  and  heaven,  and 
hell,  was  the  crown  of  the  early  martyrs  and  the  sword 
of  early  Puritanism.  As  that  knowledge  grew  less 
vivid,  and  scepticism — making  a  profession  of  rever- 
ence— called  this  chivalric  trust  profane — hedging  the 
King's  Divinity  about  with  mysteries,  with  insurmount- 
able barriers  of  dogma  and  Church  etiquette,  so  the 
crown  was  stolen  and  the  sword  became  a  white  feather. 
The  fear  of  approaching  a  Throne  too  closely,  and  the 
desire  to  keep  it  inaccessible  was  and  is  ever  the  char- 
acteristic of  those  who  would  usurp  its  power — never  of 
the  faithful  who  would  serve  and  protect  it.  Allegra, 
therefore,  read  her  Bible,  and,  sure  that  her  God  was  in- 
deed, and  in  reality,  God,  worshipped  Him  as  devoutly 
in  a  Protestant  Chapel  as  at  High  Mass,  and  felt  as 
close  to  Him  in  the  common  scenes  of  life  as  in  the 
pew  of  an  Anglican  cathedral. —  The  Gods,  Some  Mor- 
tals, and  Lord  Wickenham. 


CRAIK,  DINAH  MARIA  (MULOCK),  an  English 
novelist  and  poet,  born  at  Stoke-upon-Trent,  in 
1826;  died  in  Kent,  October  12,  1887.  Her  first 
novel,  The  Ogilvies,  was  published  in  1849,  anc^  was 
followed  the  same  year  by  Cola  Monti :  the  Story 
of  a  Genius.  In  1865  Miss  Mulock  married  Mr. 
George  Lillie  Craik  the  younger.  She  has  writ- 
ten about  thirty  novels,  besides  sketches  of  life 
and  scenery,  poems,  books  for  children,  and  maga- 
zine articles.  Among  her  works  are  (9/z'w  (1850); 
Alice  Leannont  and  The  Head  of  the  Family  (1852); 
Avillion  and  Other  Tales,  Agatha  s  Husband,  and  A 
Hero  (1853);  Little  Lychetts  (1855);  John  Halifax, 
Gentleman  (1856)  ;  Nothing  New  (1857);  A  Woman  s 
Thoughts  about  Women  (1858);  A  Life  for  a  Life, 
Poems,  Romantic  Tales,  and  Bread  upon  the  Waters 
(1859)  >  Domestic  Stories  and  Our  Year,  a  child's 
book  (1860);  Stories  from  Life  (1861);  The  Fairy- 
Book,  and  Mistress  and  Maid  (1863) ;  Christian  s 
Mistake,  A  New  Years  Gift  to  Sick  Children,  and 
Home  Thoughts  and  Home  Scenes,  a  book  of  poems 
(1865);  How  to  Win  Love ;  or  Rhodas  Lesson,  and 
A  Noble  Life  (1866);  Two  Marriages  (1867);  The 
Woman's  Kingdom  (1869);  A  Brave  Lady  and  The 
Unkind  Word  (i%jo)',  Fair  France,  Little  Sunshine's 
Holiday,  and  Twenty  Years  Ago  (1871)  ;  Adventures 
of  a  Brownie,  Is  it  True?  and  My  Mother  arid  1 
(1874) ;  The  Little  Lame  Prince  and  Sermons  out  of 

(79) 


do  DINAH  MARIA    CRAIK 

Church  (1875);  The  Laurel  Bush  and  Will  Den- 
beigh,  Nobleman  (1877) ;  A  Legacy  :  the  Life  and  Re- 
mains of  J.  Martin  (1878);  Young  Mrs.  far  dine 
(1879);  Poems  of  Thirty  Years  (1880);  His  Little 
Mother,  Children  s  Poetry,  andPtain  Speaking  (1^2)  ; 
and  King  Arthur  (1886). 

DEATH    OF    MURIEL,    THE    BLIND    CHILD. 

John  opened  the  large  Book — the  Book  he  had  taught 
all  his  children  to  long  for  and  to  love — and  read  out 
of  it  their  favorite  history  of  Joseph  and  his  brethren. 
The  mother  sat  by  him  at  the  fireside,  rocking  Maud 
softly  on  her  knees.  Edwin  and  Walter  settled  them- 
selves on  the  hearth-rug,  with  great  eyes  intently  fixed 
on  their  father.  From  behind  him  the  candle-light  fell 
softly  down  on  the  motionless  figure  in  the  bed,  whose 
hand  he  held,  and  whose  face  he  ever  now  and  then 
turned  to  look  at — then,  satisfied,  continued  to  read. 
In  the  reading  his  voice  had  a  fatherly,  flowing  calm — 
as  Jacob's  might  have  had,  when  "the  children  were 
tender,"  and  he  gathered  them  all  around  him  under 
the  palm-trees  of  Succoth — years  before  he  cried  unto 
the  Lord  that  bitter  cry  (which  John  hurried  over  as  he 
read)  :  "  If  I  am  bereaved  of  my  children,  I  am  bereaved" 

For  an  hour,  nearly,  we  all  sat  thus,  with  the  wind 
coming  up  the  valley,  howling  in  the  beech-wood,  and 
shaking  the  casement  as  it  passed  outside.  Within,  the 
only  sound  was  the  father's  voice.  This  ceased  at  last  ; 
he  shut  the  Bible,  and  put  it  aside.  The  group — that 
last  perfect  household  picture — was  broken  up.  It 
melted  away  into  things  of  the  past,  and  became  only  a 
picture  for  evermore. 

"  Now,  boys,  it  is  full  time  to  say  good-night.  There, 
go  and  kiss  your  sister."  "Which?"  said  Edwin,  in 
his  funny  way.  "  We've  got  two  now  ;  and  I  don't  know 
which  is  the  biggest  baby."  "I'll  thrash  you  if  you 
say  that  again,"  cried  Guy.  "  Which,  indeed  !  Maud  is 
but  the  baby.  Muriel  will  be  always  sister."  "Sister" 
faintly  laughed  as  she  answered  his  fond  kiss — Guy  was 
often  thought  to  be  her  favorite  brother.  "  Now,  off 
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with  you,  boys  ;  and  go  downstairs  quietly — mind,  I 
say,  quietly." 

They  obeyed — that  is,  as  literally  as  boy-nature  can 
obey  such  an  admonition.  But  an  hour  after,  I  heard 
Guy  and  Edwin  arguing  vociferously  in  the  dark,  on 
the  respective  merits  and  future  treatment  of  their  two 
sisters,  Muriel  and  Maud. 

John  and  I  sat  up  late  together  that  night.  He 
could  not  rest,  even  though  he  told  me  he  had  left  the 
mother  and  her  two  daughters  as  cosey  as  a  nest  of 
wood-pigeons.  We  listened  to  the  wild  night,  till  it  had 
almost  howled  itself  away  ;  then  our  fire  went  out,  and 
we  came  and  sat  over  the  last  fagot  in  Mrs.  Tod's 
kitchen,  the  old  Debatable  Land.  We  began  talking  of 
the  long-ago  time,  and  not  of  this  time  at  all.  The 
vivid  present — never  out  of  either  mind  for  an  instant 
— we  in  our  conversation  did  not  touch  upon,  by  at 
least  ten  years.  Nor  did  we  give  expression  to  a 
thought  which  strongly  oppressed  me,  and  which  I  once 
or  twice  fancied  I  could  detect  in  John  likewise ;  how 
very  like  this  night  seemed  to  the  night  when  Mr. 
March  died  ;  the  same  silentness  in  the  house,  the  same 
windy  whirl  without,  the  same  blaze  of  the  wood-fire  on 
the  same  kitchen  ceiling.  More  than  once  I  could  al- 
most have  deluded  myself  that  I  heard  the  faint  moans 
and  footsteps  overhead ;  that  the  staircase  door  would 
open  and  we  should  see  there  Miss  March,  in  her  white 
gown,  and  her  pale,  steadfast  look. 

"  I  think  the  mother  seemed  very  well  and  calm  to- 
night," I  said,  hesitatingly,  as  we  were  retiring.  "  She 
is,  God  help  her— and  us  all  ! "  "  He  will."  That  was 
all  we  said. 

He  went  upstairs  the  last  thing,  and  brought  down 
word  that  mother  and  children  were  sound  asleep. 

"  I  think  I  may  leave  them  until  daylight  to-morrow. 
And  now,  Uncle  Phineas,  go  you  to  bed,  for  you  look  as 
tired  as  tired  can  be." 

I  went  to  bed  ;  but  all  night  long  I  had  disturbed 
dreams,  in  which  I  pictured  over  and  over  again,  first 
the  night  when  Mr.  March  died,  then  the  night  at  Long- 
field,  when  the  little  white  ghost  had  crossed  by  my 
bed's  foot,  into  the  room  where  Mary  Baines'  dead  bey 
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lay.  And  continually,  towards  morning,  I  fancied  I 
heard  through  my  window,  which  faced  the  church,  the 
faint,  distant  sound  of  the  organ,  as  when  Muriel  used 
to  play  it. 

Long  before  it  was  daylight  I  rose.  As  I  passed  the 
boys'  room,  Guy  called  out  to  me  ;  "  Halloa  !  Uncle 
Phineas,  is  it  a  fine  morning?  for  I  want  to  go  down 
into  the  wood  and  get  a  lot  of  beech-nuts  and  fir-cones 
for  sister.  It's  her  birthday  to-day,  you  know."  It  was 
for  her.  But  for  us — O  Muriel,  our  darling,  darling  child! 

Let  me  hasten  over  the  story  of  that  morning,  for  my 
old  heart  quails  before  it  still.  John  went  early  to  the 
room  upstairs.  It  was  very  still.  Ursula  lay  calmly 
asleep,  with  baby  Maud  on  her  bosom  ;  on  her  other  side, 
with  eyes  wide  open  to  the  daylight,  lay — that  which 
for  more  than  ten  years  we  had  been  used  to  call  "  blind 
Muriel."  She  saw  now.  .  .  . 

Just  the  same  homely  room — half  bed-chamber,  half 
a  nursery — the  same  little  curtainless  bed  where,  for  a 
week  past,  we  had  been  accustomed  to  see  the  wasted 
figure  and  small  pale  face  lying  in  smiling  quietude  all 
day  long. 

It  lay  there  still.  In  it,  and  in  the  room,  was  hardly 
any  change.  One  of  Walter's  playthings  was  in  a  corner 
of  the  window-sill,  and  on  the  chest  of  drawers  stood 
the  nosegay  of  Christmas  roses  which  Guy  had  brought 
for  his  sister  yesterday  morning.  Nay,  her  shawl — a 
white,  soft,  furry  shawl  that  she  was  fond  of  wearing — 
remained  still  hanging  up  behind  the  door.  One  could 
almost  fancy  the  little  maid  had  just  been  said  "good 
night "  to,  and  left  to  dream  the  childish  dreams  on  her 
nursery  pillow,  where  the  small  head  rested  so  peace- 
fully, with  that  pretty  babyish  nightcap  tied  over  the 
pretty  curls.  There  she  was,  the  child  who  had  gone 
out  of  the  number  of  our  children — our  earthly  children 
—for  ever. — John  Halifax. 

PHILIP,    MY    KING. 

Look  at  me  with  thy  large  brown  eyes, 

Philip,  my  King  ! 

For  round  thee  the  purple  shadow  lies 
Of  babyhood's  regal  dignities. 
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Lay  on  my  neck  thy  tiny  hand, 

With  love's  invisible  sceptre  laden ; 
I  am  thine  Esther  to  command, 

Till  thou  shall  find  thy  queen-handmaiden, 
Philip,  my  King  ! 

Oh,  the  day  when  thou  goest  a-wooing, 

Philip,  my  King  ! 

When  those  beautiful  lips  are  suing, 
And,  some  gentle  heart's  bars  undoing, 
Thou  dost  enter,  love-crowned,  and  there 

Sittest  all  glorified  ! — Rule  kindly, 
Tenderly  over  thy  kingdom  fair, 

For  we  that  love,  ah !  we  love  so  blindly, 
Philip,  my  King. 

I  gaze  from  thy  sweet  mouth  up  to  thy  brow, 

Philip,  my  King  : 

Ay,  there  lies  the  spirit,  all  sleeping  now, 
That  may  rise  like  a  giant,  and  make  men  bow 
As  to  one  God — throned  amidst  his  peers. 

My  Saul,  than  thy  brethren  higher  and  fairer^ 
Let  me  behold  thee  in  coming  years  ! 
Yet  thy  head  needeth  a  circlet  rarer, 
Philip,  my  King  ! 

A  wreath,  not  of  gold,  but  palm.     One  day, 

Philip,  my  King, 

Thou  too  must  tread,  as  we  tread,  a  way 
Thorny,  and  bitter,  and  cold,  and  gray  : 
Rebels  within  thee,  and  foes  without 

Will  snatch  at  thy  crown.     But  go  on  glorious^ 
Martyr,  yet  monarch  !  till  angels  shout, 
As  thou  sittest  at  the  feet  of  God  victorious 
"  Philip,  the  King  ! " 
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CRAIK,  GEORGE  LILLIE,  a  British  editor  and 
novelist,  born  in  Fifeshire,  Scotland,  in  1799;  died 
at  Belfast,  Ireland,  June  25,  1866.  He  was  educated 
at  St.  Andrew's  University.  About  1824  he  went 
to  London  to  engage  in  literary  work.  In  1831  he 
published  Pursuit  of  Knowledge  under  Difficulties^ 
and  in  1839  became  editor  of  the  Pictorial  History 
of  England,  and  wrote  some  of  its  best  chapters. 
He  was  also  one  of  the  leading  contributors  to 
the  Penny  Cyclopedia.  In  1849  ne  became  Pro- 
fessor of  History  and  English  Literature  at 
Queen's  College,  Belfast.  Among  his  works  are 
A  History  of  Literature  and  Learning  in  England 
from  the  Norman  Conquest  up  to  the  Present  Time, 
and  History  of  British  Commerce  from  tJie  Earliest 
Times  (1844) ;  Spenser  and  Jiis  Poetry  (1845)  '•>  Bacon, 
his  Writings  and  his  Philosophy  (1846) ;  Romance  of 
the  Peerage  (1848-50);  Outlines  of  the  History  oj 
the  English  Language  (1855);  The  English  of  Shake- 
speare (1857);  Evils  of  Popular  Tumults,  and  Pari*> 
and  its  Historical  Scenes.  In  1861  Mr.  Craik  pub- 
lished a  Compendious  History  of  English  Literature 
and  the  English  Language,  comprehending  and  in- 
corporating all  of  his  former  work,  the  History  of 
Literature  and  Learning,  which  he  thought  it  de- 
sirable to  preserve. 

EDUCATION    OF    THE    EARLY    ENGLISH    DRAMATISTS. 

It  is  worthy  of  remark   that  all   these  founders  and 
first  builders-up  of  the  regular  drama  in  England  were, 
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nearly  if  not  absolutely  without  an  exception,  classical 
scholars  and  men  who  had  received  a  university  educa- 
tion. .  .  .  To  the  training  received  by  these  writers 
the  drama  that  rose  among  us  after  the  middle  of  the 
sixteenth  century  may  be  considered  to  owe  not  only 
its  form,  but  in  part  also  its  spirit,  which  had  a  learned 
and  classical  tinge  from  the  first,  that  never  entirely 
wore  out.  The  diction  of  the  works  of  all  these  drama- 
tists betrays  their  scholarship ;  and  they  have  left  upon 
the  language  of  our  higher  drama,  and  indeed  of  our 
blank  verse  in  general,  of  which  they  were  the  main 
creators,  an  impress  of  Latinity,  which,  it  can  scarcely 
be  doubted,  our  vigorous  but  still  homely  and  unsono- 
rous  Gothic  speech  needed  to  fit  it  for  the  requirements 
of  that  species  of  composition.  Fortunately,  however, 
the  greatest  and  most  influential  of  them  were  not  mere 
men  of  books  and  readers  of  Greek  and  Latin.  Greene 
and  Peele  and  Marlowe  all  spent  the  noon  of  their  days 
(none  of  them  saw  any  afternoon)  in  the  busiest  haunts 
of  social  life,  sounding  in  their  reckless  course  all  the 
depths  of  human  experience,  and  drinking  the  cup  of 
passion,  and  'also  of  suffering  to  the  dregs.  And  of 
their  great  successors,  those  who  carried  the  drama  to 
its  height  among  us  in  the  next  age,  while  some  were 
also  accomplished  scholars,  all  were  men  of  the  world — 
men  who  knew  their  brother-men  by  an  actual  and 
intimate  intercourse  with  them  in  their  most  natural 
and  open-hearted  moods,  and  over  a  remarkably  ex- 
tended range  of  conditions.  We  know,  from  even  th- 
scanty  fragments  of  their  history  that  have  come  down 
to  us,  that  Shakespeare  and  Jonson  and  Beaumont  and 
Fletcher  all  lived  much  in  the  open  air  of  society,  and 
mingled  with  all  ranks  from  the  highest  to  the  lowest; 
some  of  them,  indeed,  having  known  what  it  was  act 
ually  to  belong  to  classes  very  far  removed  from  each 
other  at  different  periods  of  their  lives.  But  we  should 
have  gathered,  though  no  other  record  or  tradition  had 
told  us,  that  they  must  have  been  men  of  this  genuin^ 
and  manifold  experience  from  the  drama  alone  which 
they  have  bequeathed  to  us — various,  rich,  and  glowing 
as  that  is,  even  as  life  itself. — History  of  the  English  ^.  -• 
erature  and  Language. 
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ENGLISH    PROSE    OF    THE    SIXTEENTH    CENTURY. 

Generally  it  may  be  observed,  with  regard  to  the 
English  prose  of  the  earlier  part  of  the  sixteenth  cen- 
tury, that  it  is  both  more  simple  in  its  construction,  and 
of  a  more  purely  native  character  in  other  respects, 
than  the  style  which  came  into  fashion  in  the  latter 
years  of  the  Elizabethan  period.  When  first  made  use 
of  in  prose  composition  the  mother-tongue  was  written 
as  it  was  spoken  ;  even  such  artifices  and  embellish- 
ments as  are  always  prompted  by  the  nature  of  verse 
were  here  scarcely  aspired  after  or  thought  of ;  that 
which  was  addressed  to  and  specially  intended  for  the 
instruction  of  the  people  was  set  down  as  far  as  pos- 
sible in  the  familiar  forms  and  fashions  of  the  popular 
speech,  in  genuine  native  words,  and  direct  unincum- 
bered  sentences ;  no  painful  imitation  of  any  learned 
or  foreign  model  was  attempted,  nor  any  species  of 
elaboration  whatever,  except  what  was  necessary  for 
mere  perspicuity,  in  a  kind  of  writing  which  was  scarcely 
regarded  as  partaking  of  the  character  of  literary  com- 
position at  all.  The  delicacy  of  a  scholarly  taste  no 
doubt  influenced  even  the  English  style  of  such  writers 
as  More  and  his  eminent  contemporaries  or  immediate 
followers  ;  but  whatever  eloquence  or  dignity  their  com- 
positions thus  acquired  was  not  the  effect  of  any  pro- 
fessed or  conscious  endeavor  to  write  in  English  as 
they  would  have  written  in  what  were  called  the  learned 
tongues. — History  of  the  English  Literature  and  Lan- 
guage. 


CRANCH,  CHRISTOPHER  PEARSE,  an  Amer- 
ican artist  and  poet,  born  at  Alexandria,  Va., 
March  8,  1813  ;  died  at  Cambridge,  Mass.,  January 
20,  1892.  He  graduated  at  Columbian  College, 
Washington,  in  1831  ;  studied  afterward  at  the 
Harvard  Divinity  School,  and  was  licensed  to 
preach.  In  1842  he  became  a  landscape  painter 
in  New  York  ;  in  1853  he  went  to  Europe  for  the 
second  time,  and  resided  for  ten  years  in  France 
and  Italy.  In  1854  he  put  forth  a  volume  of  poems, 
and  in  1856-67  The  Last  of  the  Huggermuggers  and 
Kobbottzo,  two  tales  for  children,  illustrated  by 
himself.  He  has  also  published  a  translation  of 
the  Atneid  in  blank  verse,  and  has  contributed 
not  unfrequently  to  periodical  literature.  His 
later  works  include  The  Bird  and  the  Bell  (1875); 
Aribel  and  Caliban  (1887). 

MARGARET    FULLER    OSSOLI. 

Where  now,  where, 

O  spirit  pure,  where  walk  those  shining  feet  ? 
Whither  in  groves  beyond  the  treacherous  seas, 
Beyond  our  sense  of  time,  dimly  fair, 
Brighter  than  gardens  of  Hesperides — 
Whither  dost  thou  move  on,  complete 
And  beauteous,  ringed  around 
In  mystery  profound 
By  gracious  companies  who  share 
That  strange  supernal  air  ? 
(87) 
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Or  art  thou  sleeping  dreamless,  knowing  naught 

Of  good  or  ill,  of  life  or  death  ? 
Or  art  thou  but  a  portion  of  Heaven's  breath, 

A  portion  of  all  life  enwrought 
In  the  eternal  essence  ? — All  in  vain 
Tangled  in  misty  webs  of  time, 
Out  on  the  undiscovered  clime 
Our  clouded  eyes  we  strain 
We  cannot  pierce  the  veil, 
As  the  proud  eagles  fail 

Upon  their  upward  track 
And  flutter  gasping  back 
From  the  thin  empyrean,  so,  with  wing 
Baffled  and  humbled,  we  but  guess 

All  we  shall  gain  by  all  the  soul's  distress-^ 
All  we  shall  be,  by  our  poor  worthiness. 

And  so  we  write  and  sing 

Our  dreams  of  time  and  space,  and  call  them  Heaven. 
We  only  know  that  all  is  for  the  best ; 
To  God  we  leave  the  rest. 

So,  reverent  beneath  the  mystery 

Of  Life  and  Death  we  yield 
Back  to  the  great  Unknown  the  spirit  given 
A  few  brief  years  to  blossom  in  our  field. 
Nor  shall  time's  all-devouring  sea 
Despoil  this  brightest  century 
Of  all  thou  hast  been,  and  shalt  ever  be. 
The  age  shall  guard  thy  fame, 
And  reverence  thy  name. 
There  is  no  cloud  on  them.  There  is  no  death  for  thee. 

TWO    SINGERS. 

One  touched  his  facile  lyre  to  please  the  ear 

And  win  the  buzzing  plaudits  of  the  town, 
And  sang  a  song  that  caroled  loud  and  clear ; 

And  gained  at  once  a  blazing,  brief  renown. 
Nor  he,  nor  all  the  crowd  behind  them,  saw 

The  ephemeral  list  of  pleasant  rhymers  dead  : 
Their  verse  once  deemed  a  title  without  flaw 

To  fame,  whose  phantom  radiance  Ions:  had  fled. 
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Another  sang  his  soul  out  to  the  stars, 

And  the  deep  hearts  of  men.     The  few  who  passed 
Heard  a  low,  thoughtful  strain  behind  his  bars, 

As  of  some  captive  in  a  prison  cast. 
And  when  that  thrilling  voice  no  more  was  heard, 

Him  from  his  cell  in  funeral  pomp  they  bore  ; 
Then  all  that  he  had  sung  and  written  stirred 

The  world's  great  heart  with  thoughts  unknown  be- 
fore. 


KNOWING. 

Thought  is  deeper  than  all  speech, 
Feeling  deeper  than  all  thought, 

Souls  to  souls  can  never  teach, 
What  unto  themselves  was  taught. 

We  are  spirits  clad  in  veils  ; 

Man  by  man  was  never  seen  ; 
All  our  deep  communing  fails 

To  remove  the  shadowy  screen. 

Heart  to  heart  was  never  known, 
Mind  with  mind  did  never  meet ; 

We-  are  columns  left  alone 
Of  a  temple  once  complete. 

Like  the  stars  that  gem  the  sky, 
Far  apart,  though  seeming  near, 

In  our  light  we  scattered  lie  ; 
All  is  thus  but  starlight  here. 

What  is  social  company 

But  a  babbling  summer  stream? 
What  our  wise  philosophy 

But  the  glancing  of  a  dream  ? 

Only  when  the  sun  of  Love 

Melts  the  scattered  stars  of  thought ; 
Only  when  we  live  above 

What  the  dim-eyed  world  has  taught 
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Only  when  our  souls  are  fed 

By  the  Fount  which  gave  them  birth, 
And  by  inspiration  led 

Which  they  never  drew  from  earth, 

We  like  parted  drops  of  rain, 
Swelling  till  they  meet  and  run, 

Shall  be  all  absorbed  again, 
Melting,  flowing  into  one. 


CRANE,  STEPHEN,  an  American  journalist  and 
novelist,  was  born  in  Newark,  N.  J.,  November  I, 
1871,  and  died  in  Badenweiler,  Germany,  June  5, 
1900.  His  father,  Rev.  J.  T.  Crane,  was  presiding 
elder  of  the  Newark  district  of  the  Methodist 
Church.  He  was  of  Revolutionary  stock,  many 
of  his  ancestors  having  been  soldiers  in  the  Revo- 
lution, and  all  good  rebels.  Besides  the  common 
schools  in  which  the  son  was  educated  he  studied 
for  a  time  in  Lafayette  College,  but  did  not  gradu- 
ate. x  At  sixteen  he  began  journalistic  work.  His 
first  novel,  Maggie :  A  Girl  of  the  Streets,  was  pub- 
lished in  1892,  but  without  a  publisher's  imprint 
and  under  a  pseudonym.  A  book  without  a  pub- 
lisher as  sponsor,  and  an  unknown  name  as  the 
author,  naturally  received  slight  notice  from  the 
reviewers,  and  consequently  little  recognition  from 
the  public.  But  it  may  be  said  that  the  one  criti- 
cal review  of  it  was  a  favorable  one.  The  author's 
next  book,  The  Red  Badge  of  Courage,  was  first 
published  serially.  It  appeared  in  book  form 
in  1895.  The  Black  Riders  and  Other  Lines  also  ap- 
peared in  1895  ;  George's  Mother,  1896.  Mr.  Crane 
belongs  to  the  realistic  school  of  writers.  In  1897, 
during  the  Grasco-Turkish  war,  he  went  to  Greece 
to  act  as  correspondent  for  a  New  York  news- 
paper. 

TRUTH. 

"  Truth,"  said  a  traveller, 
"  Is  a  rock,  a  mighty  fortress ; 
(91) 
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Often  have  I  been  to  it, 

Even  to  its  highest  tower, 

From  whence  the  world  looks  black." 

"  Truth,"  said  a  traveller, 
"  Is  a  breath,  a  wind, 
A  shadow,  a  phantom  ; 
Long  have  I  pursued  it, 
But  never  have  I  touched 
The  hem  of  its  garment." 

'  And  I  believed  the  second  traveller  ; 
For  truth  was  to  me 
A  breath,  a  wind, 
A  shadow,  a  phantom, 
And  never  had  I  touched 
The  hem  of  its  garment. 

"  Think  as  I  think,"  said  a  man, 
"  Or  you  are  abominably  wicked  ; 
You  are  a  toad." 
And  after  I  had  thought  of  it, 
I  said,  "  I  will,  then,  be  a  toad." 

In  heaven 

Some  little  blades  of  grass 

Stood  before  God. 

"What  did  you  do?" 

Then  all  save  one  of  the  little  blades 

Began  eagerly  to  relate 

The  merits  of  their  lives. 

This  one  stayed  a  small  way  behind, 

Ashamed. 

Presently,  God  said, 

"And  what  did  you  do  ?" 

The  little  blade  answered,  "Oh,  my  Lord, 

Memory  is  bitter  to  me, 

For,  if  I  did  good  deeds, 

I  know  not  of  them." 

Then  God,  in  all  His  splendor, 

Arose  from  His  throne. 

"  Oh,  best  little  blade  of  grass  ! "  He  said. 
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I  walked  in  a  desert. 

And  I  cried, 

"  Ah,  God,  take  me  from  this  place ! " 

A  voice  said,  "  It  is  no  desert." 

I  cried,  "  Well,  but— 

The  sand,  the  heat,  the  vacant  horizon." 

A  voice  said,  "  It  is  no  desert." 

—  The  Black  Riders. 

A    SUDDEN    CHANGE   OF    OPINION. 

They  began  to  believe  that  in  truth  their  efforts  had 
been  called  light.  The  youth  could  see  this  conviction 
weigh  upon  the  entire  regiment  until  the  men  were  like 
cufff.d  and  cursed  animals,  but  withal  rebellious. 

The  friend,  with  a  grievance  in  his  eye,  went  to  the 
youth.  "I  wonder  what  he  does  want,"  he  said.  "  He 
must  think  we  went  out  there  an'  played  marbles !  I 
never  see  sech  a  man  !  " 

The  youth  developed  a  tranquil  philosophy  for  these 
moments  of  irritation.  "  Oh,  well,"  he  rejoined,  "  he 
probably  didn't  see  nothing  of  it  at  all  and  got  mad  as 
blazes,  and  concluded,  we  were  a  lot  of  sheep,  just  be- 
cause we  didn't  do  what  he  wanted  done.  It's  a  pity 
old  Grandpa  Henderson  got  killed  yesterday — he'd  have 
known  that  we  did  our  best  and  fought  good.  It's  just 
our  awful  luck,  that's  what." 

"  I  should  say  so,"  replied  the  friend.  He  seemed  to 
be  deeply  wounded  at  an  injustice.  "  I  should  say  we 
did  have  awful  luck  !  There's  no  fun  in  fightin'  fer  peo- 
ple when  everything  yeh  do — no  matter  what — ain't 
done  right.  I  have  a  notion  t'  stay  behind  next  time  an' 
let  'em  take  their  ol'  charge  an'  go  t'  th'  devil  with  it." 

The  youth  spoke  soothingly  to  his  comrade.  "Well, 
we  both  did  good.  I'd  like  to  see  the  fool  what'd  say 
we  both  didn't  do  as  good  as  we  could  !  " 

"  Of  course  we  did,"  declared  the  friend,  stoutly. 
"An'  I'd  break  th'  feller's  head  if  he  was  as  big  as  a 
church.  But  we're  all  right,  anyhow,  for  I  heard  one  fel- 
ler say  that  we  two  fit  th'  best  in  th'  regiment,  an'  they 
had  a  great  argument  'bout  it.  Another  feller,  'a  course, 
he  had  t'  up  an'  say  it  was  a  lie — he  seen  all  what  was 
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goin*  on,  an'  he  never  seen  us  from  th'  beginnin'  t'  th' 
end.  An'  a  lot  more  struck  in  an'  says  it  wasn't  a 
lie — we  did  fight  like  thunder,  an'  they  give  us  quite  a 
send-off.  But  this  is  what  I  can't  stand — these  everlast- 
in'  ol'  soldiers  titterin*  an'  laughin',  an'  then  that  gener- 
al, he's  crazy." 

The  youth  exclaimed,  with  sudden  exasperation : 
"  He's  a  lunkhead  !  He  makes  me  mad.  I  wish  he'd 
come  along  next  time.  We'd  show  him  what " 

He  ceased  because  several  men  had  come  hurryiug 
up.  Their  faces  expressed  a  bringing  of  great  news. 

"O  Flem,  yeh  jest  oughta  heard!"  cried  one, 
eagerly. 

"  Heard  what  ?  "  said  the  youth. 

"  Yeh  jest  oughta  heard  ! "  repeated  the  other,  and 
he  arranged  himself  to  tell  his  tidings.  The  others 
made  an  excited  circle.  "  Well,  sir,  th'  colonel  met  your 
lieutenant  right  by  us — it  was  the  damnedest  thing  I 
ever  heard — an'  he  ses  :  *  Ahem  !  ahem  ! '  he  ses.  '  Mr. 
Hasbrouck ! '  he  ses, '  by  th'  way,  who  was  that  lad  what 
carried  th'  flag  ? '  he  ses.  There,  Flemin',  what  d'  yeh 
think  'a  that  ?  '  Who  was  th'  lad  what  carried  th'  flag  ? ' 
he  ses,  an'  th'  lieutenant,  he  speaks  up  right  away  : 
*  That's  Flemin',  an'  he's  a  jimhickey,'  he  ses,  right 
away.  What?  I  say  he  did.  'A  jimhickey,' he  ses — 
those  'r  his  words.  He  did,  too.  I  say  he  did.  If  you 
kin  tell  this  story  better  than  I  kin,  go  ahead  an'  tell  it. 
Well,  then,  keep  yer  mouth  shet.  Th'  lieutenant,  he 
ses  :  *  He's  a  jimhickey,'  an'  th'  colonel,  he  ses  :  '  Ahem  ! 
ahem !  he  is,  indeed,  a  very  good  man  t'  have,  ahem  ! 
He  kep'  th'  flag  away  t'  th'  front.  I  saw  'im.  He's  a 
good  'un,'  ses  the  colonel.  *  You  bet,'  ses  th'  lieuten- 
ant, '  he  an'  a  feller  named  Wilson  was  at  th'  head  'a 
th'  charge,  an'  howlin'  like  Indians  all  th'  time,'  he  ses. 
<A  feller  named  Wilson,'  he  says.  There,  Wilson, 
m'boy,  put  that  in  a  letter  an'  send  it  hum  t'  yer 
mother,  hay  ?  '  A  feller  named  Wilson,'  he  ses.  An' 
th'  colonel,  he  ses  :  '  Were  they,  indeed  ?  Ahem ! 
ahem!  My  sakes ! '  he  ses.  'At  th' head  'a  th'  regi- 
ment ? '  he  says.  '  They  were,'  ses  the  lieutenant.  '  My 
sakes  1 '  says  th'  colonel.  He  ses  :  '  Well,  well,  well,' 
he  ses,  '  those  two  babies  ? '  *  They  were,'  ses  th'  lieu- 


STEPHEN   CRANE. 


95 


tenant.  '  Well,  well,'  ses  th'  colonel,  'they  deserve  to 
he  major-generals,'  he  ses.  *  They  deserve  t'  be  major- 
generals.'  ' 

The  youth  and  his  friend  had  said:  "Huh!"  "  Yer 
lyin',  Thompson."  "Oh,  go  t'  blazes!"  "He  never 
sedit."  "  Oh,  what  a  lie  !"  "Huh!"  But  despite  these 
youthful  scoffings  and  embarrassments,  they  knew  that 
their  faces  were  deeply  flushing  from  thrills  of  pleasure. 
They  exchanged  a  secret  glance  of  joy  and  congratula- 
tion. 

They  speedily  forgot  .many  things.  The  past  held 
no  pictures  of  error  and  disappointment.  They  were 
very  happy,  and  their  hearts  welled  with  grateful  affec- 
tion for  the  colonel  and  the  youthful  lieutenant. — The 
Red  Badge  of  Courage. 


CRASHAW,  RICHARD,  an  English  poet,  born 
in  London,  England,  in  1616;  died  at  Loretto, 
Italy,  in  1649.  He  studied  at  Cambridge,  and  in 
1637  was  made  a  fellow  of  Peterhouse  College. 
The  publication  of  Herbert's  Temple,  in  1633,  is 
said  to  have  determined  the  bent  of  his  mind  tow- 
ard religious  poetry,  his  first  book  being  Epigram- 
matum  Sacrorum  Liber.  In  this  volume  occurs  the 
often  imitated  fanciful  conceit  upon  the  miracle  of 
the  water  being  converted  into  wine :  "  Lympha 
pudica  Dcum  vidit  et  erubuit — The  modest  water 
saw  its  God  and  blushed."  During  the  Civil  War, 
Crashaw  became  obnoxious  to  the  Parliamentary 
Party,  and  was  deprived  of  his  Fellowship.  He 
fled  to  France,  where  he  became  a  Roman  Catho- 
lic, and,  through  the  influence  of  Maria  Henrietta, 
the  queen  of  Charles  L,  was  in  1646  made  secre- 
tary to  Cardinal  Palotta  at  Rome.  Three  years 
later  the  Cardinal  procured  his  appointment  as 
canon  of  the  church  at  Loretto ;  but  within  a  fort- 
night he  was  attacked  by  a  fever  which  proved 
fatal.  While  at  Cambridge  a  warm  attachment 
sprung  up  between  Crashaw  and  Cowley,  who 
wrote  one  ot  his  finest  poems,  "  On  the  Death  of 
Crashaw,"  which  will  be  found  in  the  article  upon 
Cowley.  The  poems  of  Crashaw  in  Latin  and 
English  were  published  separately  and  at  various 
periods  during  his  lifetime.  The  first  collectd 
edition  of  them  appeared  in  1858;  a  second  edi- 
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tion  appeared  in  1872,  prepared  by  the  Rev.  A.  B. 
Grossart.  Crashaw  was  a  man  of  varied  accom- 
plishments; but  a  large  portion  of  his  poems  are 
religious,  with  a  strong  mystical  tone  running 
through  them. 

LINES    ON    A    PRAYER-BOOK    SENT    TO    A    LADY. 

Lo  !  here  a  little  volume,  but  large  book 

(Fear  it  not,  sweet, 

It  is  no  hypocrite), 

Much  larger  in  itself  than  in  its  look. 
It  is,  in  one  rich  handful,  heaven  and  all — 
Heaven's  royal  hosts  encamped  thus  small ; 
To^prove  that  true  schools  used  to  tell 
A  thousand  angels  in  one  point  can  dwell. 

It  is  Love's  great  artillery, 

Which  here  contracts  itself,  and  comes  to  lie 

Close  couched  in  your  white  bosom,  and  from  thence 

As  from  a  snowy  fortress  of  defence, 

Against  the  ghostly  foe  to  take  your  part 

And  fortify  the  hold  of  your  chaste  heart. 

It  is  the  armory  of  light  : 

Let  constant  use  but  keep  it  bright. 

You'll  find  it  yields 
To  holy  hands  and  humble  hearts 

•  More  swords  and  shields 
Than  sin  hath  snares  or  hell  hath  darts. 

Only  be  sure 

The  hands  be  pure 
That  hold  these  weapons,  and  the  eyes 

Those  of  turtles,  chaste  and  true, 
Wakeful  and  wise, 

Here  is  a  friend  shall  fight  for  you. 
Hold  but  this  book  before  your  heart, 
Let  Prayer  alone  to  play  his  part. 

But  oh  !  the  heart 

That  studies  this  high  art 

Must  be  a  sure  housekeeper, 

And  yet  no  sleeper. 
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Dear  soul,  be  strong ; 
Mercy  will  come  ere  long, 

And  bring  her  bosom  full  of  blessings- 
Flowers  of  never-fading  graces, 

To  make  immortal  dressings, 

For  worthy  souls  whose  wise  embraces 

Store  up  themselves  for  Him  who  is  alone 

The  spouse  of  virgins,  and  the  Virgin's  son. 

TWO    SIMILES. 


I've  seen,  indeed,  the  hopeful  bud 

Of  a  ruddy  rose,  that  stood, 

Blushing  to  behold  the  ray 

Of  the  new-saluted  day  ; 

His  tender  top  not  fully  spread  ; 

The  sweet  dash  of  a  shower  new  shed 

Invited  him  no  more  to  hide 

Within  himself  the  purple  pride 

Of  his  forward  flower,  when  lo, 

While  he  sweetly  'gan  to  show 

His  swelling  glories,  Auster  spied  him  ; 

Cruel  Auster  hither  hied  him, 

And  with  the  rush  of  one  rude  blast 

Shamed  not  spitefully  to  waste 

All  his  leaves  so  fresh  and  sweet, 

And  lay  them  trembling  at  his  feet. 

n. 

I've  seen  the  morning's  lovely  ray 
Hover  o'er  the  new-born  day, 
With  rosy  wings,  so  richly  bright, 
As  if  he  scorned  to  think  of  night, 
When  a  ruddy  storm  whose  scowl 
Made  heaven's  radiant  face  look  foul 
Called  for  an  untimely  night 
To  blot  the  newly  blossomed  light. 

TWO    WENT    UP    TO    THE    TEMPLE    TO    PRAY 

Two  went  to  pray  ?     Oh,  rather  say, 
One  went  to  brag,  the  other  to  pray 
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One  stands  up  close,  and  treads  on  high, 
Where  the  other  dares  not  lend  his  eye. 

One  nearer  to  God's  altar  trod, 
The  other  to  the  altar's  God. 


LIVING    ACCORDING    TO    NATURE. 

That  which  makes  us  have  no  need 
Of  physic,  that's  physic,  indeed. — 

Hark,  hither,  reader  !  wouldst  thou  see 
Nature  her  own  physician  be  ? 
Wouldst  thou  see  a  man  all  his  own  wealtty 
His  own  physic,  his  own  health  ? 
A  man  whose  sober  soul  can  tell 
How  to  wear  her  garments  well — 
Her  garments  that  upon  her  sit, 
As  garments  should  do,  close  and  fit ; 
A  well-clothed  soul,  that's  not  oppressed, 
Or  choked  with  what  she  should  be  dressed ; 
A  soul  sheathed  in  a  crystal  shrine 
Through  which  all  her  bright  features  shine ; 
As  when  at  piece  of  wanton  lawn, 
A  thin  aerial  veil,  is  drawn 
O'er  Beauty's  face,  seeming  to  hide, 
More  sweetly  shows  the  blushing  bride  ; 
A  soul  whose  intellectual  beams 
No  mists  do  mask,  no  lazy  streams  ? — 
A  happy  soul,  that  all  the  way 
To  heaven  hath  a  summer's  day  ? 

Wouldst  see  a  man  whose  well-warmed  blood 
Bathes  him  in  a  genuine  flood  ? 
A  man  whose  tuned  numbers  be 
A  seat  of  rarest  harmony  ? 
Wouldst  see  blithe  looks,  fresh  cheeks  beguile 
Age  ?     Wouldst  see  December  smile  ? 
Wouldst  see  a  nest  of  roses  grow 
In  a  bed  of  reverend  snow  ? 
Warm  thoughts,  free  spirits,  flattering 
Winter's  self  into  a  Spring  ? 

In  sum,  wouldst  see  a  man  that  can 
Live  to  be  old,  and  still  a  man  ? 
VOL.  VII.-T-7 


loo  RICHARD    CRASH  AW 

Whose  latest  and  most  leaden  hours 

Fall  with  soft  wings,  stuck  with  soft  flowers ; 

And,  when  life's  sweet  fable  ends, 

Soul  and  body  part  like  friends  : — 

No  quarrels,  murmurs,  no  delay  ; 

A  kiss,  a  sigh,  and  so  away  ? 

This  rare  one,  reader,  wouldst  thou  see  ? 

Hark  !  hither  !  and— thyself  be  he  ! 

Crashaw  made  many  translations  from  Latin 
and  English.  The  longest  of  these  is  Musics  Duel, 
from  the  Latin  of  Strada.  Music  and  the  Night- 
ingale have  entered  into  a  trial  of  skill  and  power, 
which  comes  to  this  end: 

DEATH    OF    THE    NIGHTINGALE. 

Thus  do  they  vary, 

Each  string  his  note,  as  if  they  meant  to  carry 
Their  master's  blest  soul — snatched  out  at  his  ears 
By  a  strong  ecstacy — through  all  the  spheres 
Of  Music's  heaven  ;  and  seat  it  there  on  high, 
In  the  empyreum  of  pure  harmony, 
At  length,  after  so  long,  so  loud  a  strife 
Of  all  the  strings,  still  breathing  the  best  life 
Of  blest  variety,  attending  on 
His  fingers'  fairest  revolution. 
In  many  a  sweet  rise,  many  as  sweet  a  fall — 
A  full-mouthed  diapason  swallows  all. 

This  done,  he  lists  what  she  would  say  to  this ; 
And  she,  although  her  breath's  late  exercise 
Had  dealt  too  roughly  with  her  tender  throat, 
Yet  summons  all  her  sweet  powers  for  a  note. 
Alas  !  in  vain  !  for  while — sweet  soul — she  tries 
To  measure  all  those  wild  diversities 
Of  chatt'ring  strings  by  the  small  size  of  one 
Poor  simple  voice,  raised  in  a  natural  tone, 
She  fails,  and  failing  grieves,  and  grieving  dies  : 
She  dies,  and  leaves  her  life  the  victor's  prize, 
Falling  upon  his  lute.     Oh,  fit  to  have — 
That  lived  so  sweetly — dead,  so  sweet  a  grave  • 
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The  following,  translated  from  the  Sospetto  tT 
Herode,  an  Italian  poem  by  Masino,  had  appar- 
ently been  seen  by  Milton,  suggesting  to  him 
certain  passages  in  Paradise  Lost  : 

THE    ABODE    OF    SATAN. 

Below  the  bottom  of  the  great  abyss, 

There,  where  one  centre  reconciles  all  things, 

The  world's  profound  heart  pants:  there  placed  is 

Mischief's  old  master  ;  close  about  him  clings 

A  curled  knot  of  embracing  snakes,  that  kiss 

His  correspondent  cheeks  ;  these  loathsome  strings 

Hold  the  perverse  prince  in  eternal  ties 

Fast  bound,  since  first  he  forfeited  the  skies.     .     .     . 

Fain  would  he  have  forgot  what  fatal  strings 
Eternally  bind  each  rebellious  limb  ; 
He  shook  himself,  and  spread  his  spacious  wings, 
Which,  like  two  bosomed  sails,  embrace  the  dim 
Air  with  a  dismal  shade,  but  all  in  vain  ; 
Of  sturdy  adamant  is  his  strong  chain. 
While  thus  Heaven's  highest  counsels,  by  the  low 
Footsteps  of  their  effects,  he  traced  too  well, 
He  tossed  his  troubled  eyes — embers  that  glow 
Now  with  new  rage,  and  wax  too  hot  for  heli ; 
With  his  foul  claws  he  fenced  his  furrowed  brow, 
And  gave  a  ghastly  shriek,  whose  horrid  yell 
Ran  trembling  through  the  hollow  vault  of  night 


CRAVEN,  PAULINE,  a  French  writer  of  relig- 
,ous  narrative  and  fiction,  was  born  in  London, 
England,  April  12, 1808;  died  in  Paris,  April  1, 1891. 
Her  father,  the  Count  de  la  Ferronnays,  shared 
the  fortunes  of  the  Bourbons,  and  was  in  banish- 
mvintatthe  time  of  Pauline's  birth.  After  the  Res- 
toration he  was  sent  as  Ambassador  to  St.  Peters- 
burg. In  1829  he  went  as  Ambassador  to  Rome. 
During  these  years  Pauline  was  forming  many  of 
the  friendships  which  are  linked  with  her  name  as 
a  writer.  "  To  have  danced,  as  a  child,"  says  The 
Spectator,  "  with  Lord  Sidney  at  Moscow  in  1817, 
and  to  have  been  among  the  visitors  at  Frognal 
not  long  before  his  death  in  1890,  gives  some  gauge 
of  her  experience  of  English  society."  With  the 
Bourbon  dynasty  ended  the  worldly  prosperity  of 
her  family  ;  but  other  distinctions  besides  wealth 
and  position  belonged  to  them.  It  is  evident  from 
her  journal  and  letters,  and  even  from  other  writ- 
ings in  which  she  spoke  as  little  as  possible  of  her- 
self, that  both  she  and  her  husband  were  highly 
valued  in  the  circle  in  which  she  moved;  and  it 
was  to  circumstances  connected  with  her  father's 
death  that  the  conversion  of  Pere  Ratisbonne  from 
Judaism  to  Christianity  was  popularly  attributed. 
She  married  Augustus  Craven,  grandson  of  Eliza- 
beth, Margravine  of  Anspach,  in  1834.  He  left  the 
army  for  diplomacy,  and  lived  in  Lisbon,  Brussels, 
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Naples,  and  London,  where  their  house  in  Berkeley 
Square  was  much  frequented.  He  edited  the 
French  edition  of  the  Prince  Consort's  Life ;  and 
it  is  evident  that  his  wife's  influence  was  beneficial, 
for  in  his  later  years  he  was  looked  upon  as  an 
authority  in  everything  pertaining  to  the  bibliog- 
raphy of  The  Imitation  of  Christ  He  lost  his  fort- 
une in  1870 ;  and  then  the  wife,  who  had  already 
gained  literary  distinction  by  the  publication  of 
Rdcit  d'une  Saur  (1866)  and  Anne  Sdve'rin  (1868), 
took  to  her  pen  in  good  earnest  as  a  means  of  sup- 
port, and  nobly  helped  him  to  struggle  through 
years  of  hardship.  It  was  in  1870,  the  year  of  the 
Vatican  Council,  that  Mrs.  Craven's  salon  was 
thronged  by  all  that  was  most  brilliant  in  English, 
French,  and  Roman  clerical  society ;  and  it  was 
in  the  same  year,  after  her  husband  had  heard,  in 
Rome,  of  the  loss  of  his  earthly  possessions  that 
she  published  her  Fleurange.  Before  her  husband's 
death,  in  1884,  she  had  issued  Le  Mot  de  r Enigma 
(1874)  I  Le  Travail  d'une  Ame  (1877)  ;  Reminiscences 
(1879);  La  Jeimesse  de  Fanny  Kemble  (1880);  Un 
Annde  de  Meditations  (1881);  Eliane  (1882);  and 
during  her  widowhood  she  continued  to  write  and 
publish,  living  alone  in  Paris.  Mrs.  Craven's 
principal  work  was  her  Re'cit  or  Story  of  a  Sister; 
of  this  book  and  its  author  the  London  Athenceum 
says  :  "  The  author  of  this  prose  lyric  of  tender 
companionship  hastening  to  an  early  grave  has 
herself  died  in  loneliness  at  eighty-three.  By  all 
except  her  friends,  and  perhaps  by  some  of  these, 
she  must  remain  in  memory  as  the  Pauline  of  her 
own  pages — a  woman  who,  fifty  years  ago,  had 
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for  a  brother  Albert  de  la  Ferronnays,  doomed 
for  death  in  the  first  days  of  his  married  life ;  and 
for  sisters  had  Eugenie,  a  three  years'  wife  wooed 
by  death,  and  Olga,  who  knew  no  other  espousal, 
spirited  away  in  her  maidenly  teens.  To  no  his- 
torian of  the  domestic  life  of  our  century  will  the 
human  documents  brought  together  by  Mrs. 
Craven  seem  superfluous.  This  book  of  love, 
marriage,  and  death  was  crowned  by  the  Academy, 
went  through  forty  French  editions,  and  at  once 
passed  into  English." 

ALEXANDRINE'S  WIDOWHOOD. 

To  meet  the  deficiencies  in  her  resources,  she  gradu- 
ally restricted  her  own  expenditure  to  the  narrowest 
compass,  and  deprived  herself  of  everything  short  of 
Absolute  necessaries.  One  day  I  happened  to  look  into 
her  wardrobe,  and  was  dismayed  at  its  scantiness. 
IVhen  any  of  us  made  this  kind  of  discovery  she  blushed 
ind  smiled,  made  the  best  excuses  she  could  find,  in  re- 
turn for  our  scolding,  and  then  went  on  just  the  same, 
giving  away  all  she  possessed,  and  finding  every  day  new 
occasions  for  these  acts  of  self-spoliation.  She  had,  of 
course,  long  ago  sold  or  given  away  all  her  jewels  and 
trinkets,  but  if  she  ever  happened  to  find  among  her 
things  an  article  of  the  smallest  value,  it  v/as  immediately 
disposed  of  for  the  benefit  of  the  poor.  For  instance,  one 
day  she  took  out  of  its  frame  a  beautiful  miniature  of  the 
Princess  Lapoukhyn  at  the  age  of  twenty,  and  sold  the 
gold  and  enamel  frame,  defending  herself  by  saying  that 
it  was  the  only  thing  of  value  she  still  possessed,  and 
did  not  in  the  least  enhance  the  value  of  her  mother's 
charming  likeness.  Two  black  gowns,  and  a  barely 
sufficient  amount  of  linen,  constituted  her  wardrobe,  so 
that  she  had  reduced  herself,  as  far  as  was  possible  in 
her  position  in  life,  to  a  state  of  actual  poverty.  Her 
long  errands  were  almost  always  performed  on  foot,  and 
it  dinner-time  she  came  home,  often,  covered  with  dirt 
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and  wet  to  the  skin.  One  day  when  she  was  visiting 
some  Sisters  of  Charity  in  a  distant  part  of  Paris  one 
of  them  looked  at  her  from  head  to  foot ;  and  then 
begged  an  alms  for  a  poor  woman  much  in  need  of  a 
pair  of  shoes.  Alexandrine  instantly  produced  her 
purse,  and  gave  the  required  amount,  with  which  the 
Sister  went  away,  and  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour  returned, 
laughing  and  bringing  with  her  a  pair  of  shoes,  which 
she  insisted  on  Mme.  Albert's  putting  on,  instead  of 
these  she  was  wearing,  which  were  certainly  in  the  worst 
pos  3ible  condition. — From  R&it  (Tune  £<zurt  translate 
fy  EMILY  BOWLES. 


CRAWFORD,  FRANCIS  MARION,  an  American 
novelist,  born  at  the  Baths  of  Lucca,  Italy,  August 
2,  1854.  The  son  of  Thomas  Crawford,  an  Ameri- 
can sculptor,  and  a  nephew  of  Julia  Ward  Howe, 
as  a  boy  he  attended  St.  Paul's  School,  Concord, 
N.  H.,  and  afterward  studied  at  Cambridge  (Eng- 
land), Heidelberg,  Carlsruhe,  and  the  University 
of  Rome.  In  1879  ne  went  to  India  to  more  fully 
study  Oriental  languages,  and  while  there  became 
editor  of  a  newspaper  just  established  at  Allaha- 
bad. In  1880  he  returned  to  America  and  studied 
for  a  year  at  Harvard.  During  this  time  he 
wrote  for  a  number  of  periodicals  on  social,  eco- 
nomic, and  political  questions.  It  was  while  at 
Allahabad,  India,  that  he  gathered  the  materials 
for  his  first  story,  Mr.  Isaacs  (1882).  He  has  since 
published  Saracinesca,  Marzios  Crucifix  and  Paul 
Pat  off  (1887) ;  With  the  Immortals  (1888)  ;  Greif en- 
stein  and  Sant"  Ilario  (1889);  A  Cigarette-Makers 
Romance  (1890);  The  Witch  of  Prague  and  Khaled 
(1891)  ;  The  Three  Fates,  Mr.  Isaacs,  Zoroaster,  and 
Don  Orsino  (1892) ;  Pictro  Ghisleri  (1893)  ;  The  Chil- 
dren of  the  King  and  Doctor  Claudius  (1893);  Kath- 
arine Lauderdale  (1894);  The  Ralstons  (1895),  and 
Casa  Brae  do  (1895). 

"  To  Mr.  Crawford,  the  novel,"  says  William 
Canton,  writing  for  the  London  Bookman,  "  is  what 

the  primrose  was  to  Peter  Bell.     He  has  nothing  to 
(106) 
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teacn  and  nothing  to  preach.  He  is  frankly  a 
story-teller  whose  first  and  foremost  concern  is  his 
story ;  and  from  Mr.  Isaacs  to  his  last  work  there 
is  not  an  instance  in  which  one's  interest  and  sym- 
pathy are  not  carried  away  by  the  engrossing 
swing  of  the  narrative.  The  plot  is  habitually 
strong,  probable  in  its  incidents,  complicated  with 
considerable  freshness  of  resource,  and  disen- 
tangled with  a  mastery  in  which  occasionally  skill 
alone  is  not  the  most  admirable  quality.  One  of 
the  most  characteristic  and  engaging  notes  in  all 
his  work  is  his  clean-mindedness,  his  virile  healthi- 
ness of  temperament.  He  does  not  shrink  from 
the  delineation  of  the  aberrations  of  human  pas- 
sion, but  he^treats  them  with  the  large  insight  and 
sanity  of  proportion  which  seem  to  be  growing 
rare  among  so  many  of  our  novelists;  and  if  he 
cannot  discover  some  compensating  core  of  good- 
ness in  things  evil  he  makes  it  plain  at  least  on 
which  side  his  judgment  walks." 

Charles  D.  Lanier,  writing  on  How  to  Write  Two 
Novels  a  Year,  says,  in  the  Review  of  Review rs,  that 
Francis  Marion  Crawford  claimed  to  have  com- 
pleted a  story  of  over  150,000  words,  in  his  own 
manuscript,  without  any  aid  from  amanuensis  or 
stenographer,  in  twenty-five  working  days.  "  This 
gives  the  enormous  average  of  6,000  words  a  day. 
Mr.  Crawford  manages  it,  he  says,  by  roughing  it 
among  Albanian  mountains,  wandering  by  the 
sunny  olive  slopes  and  vineyards  of  Calabria,  and 
by  taking  hard  work  and  pot-luck  with  the  native 
sailors  on  long  voyages  in  their  feluccas.  While 
hauling  on  halyards,  and  while  establishing  modi 
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vivendi  with  Calabrian  mules,  the  plots,  even  the 
conventional  details  of  his  stories,  form  themselves 
in  his  mind,  so  that  when  he  begins  to  make  rec- 
ord of  them  they  are  all  fairly  crying  out,  like 
Dogberry,  to  be  written  down,  and  it  is  but  a  mat- 
ter of  penmanship." 

IN    THE    PANTHEON    AT    NIGHT. 

On  the  appointed  night  Nino,  wrapped  in  that  old 
cloak  of  mine  (which  is  very  warm,  though  it  is  thread- 
bare), accompanied  the  party  to  the  temple,  or  church, 
or  whatever  you  like  to  call  it.  The  party  were  simply 
the  Count  and  his  daughter,  an  Austrian  gentleman  of 
their  acquaintance,  and  the  dear  Baroness — that  sympa- 
thetic woman  who  broke  so  many  hearts  and  cared  not 
at  all  for  the  chatter  of  the  people.  Everyone  has  seen 
her,  with  her  slim,  graceful  ways,  and  her  face  that  was 
like  a  mulatto  peach  for  darkness  and  fineness,  and  her 
dark  eyes  and  tiger-lily  look.  .  .  .  These  four  peo- 
ple Nino  conducted  to  the  little  entrance  at  the  back 
of  the  Pantheon,  and  the  sacristan  struck  a  light  to 
show  them  the  way  to  the  door  of  the  church.  Then 
he  put  out  his  taper,  and  let  them  do  as  they  pleased. 

Conceive,  if  you  can,  the  darkness  of  Egypt,  the  dark- 
ness that  can  be  felt,  impaled  and  stabbed  through  its 
whole  thickness  by  one  mighty  moonbeam,  clear  and 
clean  and  cold,  from  the  top  to  the  bottom.  All  around, 
in  the  circle  of  the  outer  black,  lie  the  great  dead  in 
their  tombs,  whispering  to  each  other  of  deeds  that 
shook  the  world  ;  whispering  in  a  language  all  their  own 
as  yet — the  language  of  the  life  to  come — the  language 
of  a  stillness  so  dread  and  deep  that  the  very  silence 
clashes  against  it,  and  makes  dull,  muffled  beatings  in 
ears  that  strain  to  catch  the  dead  men's  talk  :  the  shad- 
ow of  immortality  falling  through  the  shadow  of  death, 
and  bursting  back  upon  its  heavenward  course  from  the 
depth  of  the  abyss  ;  climbing  again  upon  its  silver  self 
to  the  sky  above,  leaving  behind  the  horror  of  the  deep. 

So  in  that  lonely  place  at  midnight  falls  the  moon 
upon  the  floor,  and  through  the  mystic  s.baft  of  rays 
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ascend  and  descend  the  souls  of  the  dead.  Hedwig 
rtood  out  alone  upon  the  white  circle  on  the  pavement 
beneath  the  dome,  and  looked  up,  as  though  she  could 
see  the  angels  coming  and  going.  And,  as  she  looked, 
the  heavy  lace  veil  that  covered  her  head  fell  back  softly, 
as  though  a  spirit  wooed  her  and  would  fain  look  on 
something  fairer  than  he,  and  purer.  The  whiteness 
clung  to  her  face,  and  each  separate  wave  of  hair  was 
like  spun  silver.  And  she  looked  steadfastly  up.  For 
a  moment  she  stood,  and  the  hushed  air  trembled  about 
her.  Then  the  silence  caught  the  tremor,  and  quivered, 
and  a  thrill  of  sound  hovered  and  spread  its  wings,  and 
sailed  forth  from  the  night. 

*'  Spirito  gentil  dei  sogni  miei " — 

Ah,  Signorina  Edvigia,  you  know  that  voice  now,  but 
you  did  not  know  it  then.  How  your  heart  stopped,  and 
beat,  and  stopped  again,  when  you  first  heard  that  man 
sing  out  his  whole  heartful — you  in  the  light  and  he  in 
the  dark  !  And  his  soul  shot  out  to  you  upon  the  sounds, 
and  died  fitfully,  as  the  magic  notes  dashed  their  soft 
wings  against  the  vaulted  roof  above  you,  and  took  new 
life  again  and  throbbed  heavenward  in  broad,  passionate 
waves,  till  your  breath  came  thick  and  your  blood  ran 
fiercely — ay,  even  your  cold  Northern  blood — in  very 
triumph  that  a  voice  could  so  move  you.  A  voice  in 
the  dark.  For  a  full  minute  after  it  ceased  you  stood 
there,  and  the  others,  wherever  they  might  be  in  tne 
shadow,  scarcely  breathed.  That  was  how  Hedwig  first 
heard  Nino  sing. — A  Roman  Singer. 

HORACE    BELLINGHAM. 

Ay,  but  he  was  a  sight  to  do  good  to  the  souls  of 
the  hungry  and  thirsty,  and  of  the  poor  and  in  mis- 
ery !  .  .  . 

There  are  some  people  who  turn  gray,  but  who  do  not 
grow  hoary,  whose  faces  are  furrowed  but  not  wrinkled, 
whose  hearts  are  sore  wounded  in  many  places,  but  are 
not  dead.  There  is  a  youth  that  bids  defiance  to  age, 
and  there  is  a  kindness  which  laughs  at  the  world's 
rough  usage.  These  are  they  who  have  returned  good 
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for  evil,  not  having  learned  it  as  a  lesson  of  righteous- 
ness, but  because  they  have  no  evil  in  them  to  return 
upon  others.  Whom  the  gods  love  die  young  because 
they  never  grow  old.  The  poet,  who  at  the  verge  of 
death  said  this,  said  it  of  and  to  this  very  man. — Dr. 
Claudius. 

IN    THE    HIMALAYAS. 

The  lower  Himalayas  are  at  first  extremely  disap- 
pointing. The  scenery  is  enormous  but  not  grand,  and 
at  first  hardly  seems  large.  The  lower  parts  are  at  first 
sight  a  series  of  gently  undulating  hills  and  wooded 
dells  ;  in  some  places  it  looks  as  if  one  might  almost 
hunt  the  country.  It  is  long  before  you  realize  that  it 
is  all  on  a  gigantic  scale  ;  that  the  quick-set  hedges  are 
belts  of  rhododendrons  of  full  growth,  the  water-jumps 
rivers,  and  the  stone  walls  mountain-ridges  ;  that  to 
hunt  a  country  like  that  you  would  have  to  ride  a  horse 
at  least  two  hundred  feet  high.  You  cannot  see  at  first, 
or  even  for  some  time,  that  the  gentle-looking  hill  is  a 
mountain  of  five  or  six  thousand  feet  above  the  level  of 
the  Rhigi  Kulm  in  Switzerland.  Persons  who  are  fa- 
miliar with  the  aspect  of  the  Rocky  Mountains  are  aware 
of  the  singular  lack  of  dignity  in  those  enormous  eleva- 
tions. They  are  merely  big,  without  any  superior  beauty, 
until  you  come  to  the  favored  spots  of  nature's  art, 
where  some  great  contrast  throws  into  appalling  relief 
the  gulf  between  the  high  and  the  low.  It  is  so  in  the 
Himalayas.  You  may  travel  for  hours  and  days  amidst 
vast  forests  and  hills  without  the  slightest  sensation  of 
pleasure,  or  sense  of  admiration  for  the  scene,  till  sud- 
denly your  path  leads  you  out  onto  the  dizzy  brink  of 
an  awful  precipice — a  sheer  fall,  so  exaggerated  in  hor- 
ror that  your  most  stirring  memories  of  Mont  Blanc, 
the  Jungfrau,  and  the  hideous  are"te  of  the  Pitz  Bernina 
sink  into  vague  insignificance.  The  gulf  that  divides 
you  from  the  distant  mountain  seems  like  a  huge  bite 
taken  bodily  out  of  the  world  by  some  voracious  god  ; 
far  away  rise  snow-peaks  such  as  were  not  dreampt  of 
in  your  Swiss  tour  ;  the  bottomless  valley  at  your  feet 
is  misty  and  gloomy  with  blackness,  streaked  with  mist, 
while  the  peaks  above  shoot  gladly  to  the  sun  and  catch 
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his  broadside  rays  like  majestic  white  standards.  Be- 
tween you,  as  you  stand  leaning  cautiously  against  the 
hill  behind  you,  and  the  wonderful  background  far  away 
in  front  floats  a  strange  vision,  scarcely  moving,  but 
yet  not  still.  A  great,  golden  shield  sails  steadily  in  vast 
circles,  sending  back  the  sunlight  in  every  tint  of  bur- 
nished glow.  The  golden  eagle  of  the  Himalayas  hangs 
in  mid-air,  a  sheet  of  polished  metal  to  the  eye,  pausing 
sometimes  in  the  full  blaze  of  reflection,  as  ages  ago  the 
sun  and  the  moon  stood  still  in  the  valley  of  the  Aja- 
lon  ;  too  magnificent  for  description,  as  he  is  too  daz- 
zling to  look  at.  The  whole  scene,  if  no  greater  name 
can  be  given  to  it,  is  on  a  scale  so  Titanic  in  its  massive 
length  and  breadth  and  depth  that  you  stand  utterly 
trembling  and  weak  and  foolish  as  you  look  for  the  first 
time.  You  have  never  seen  such  masses  of  the  world 
before. — Mr.  Isaacs. 
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WHAT    CONSTITUTES    A    DECISIVE    BATTLE. 

Hallam,  speaking  of  the  victory  over  the  Saracens 
at  the  battle  of  Tours,  gained  by  Charles  Martel,  in 
732  A.D.,  says:  "It  may  justly  be  reckoned  among 
those  few  battles  of  which  a  contrary  event  would  have 
essentially  varied  the  history  of  the  world  in  all  its  sub- 
sequent scenes  :  with  Marathon,  Arbela,  the  Metaurus, 
Chalons,  and  Leipsic."  It  was  the  perusal  of  this  note 
of  Hallam's  that  first  led  me  to  the  consideration  of 
my  present  subject.  I  certainly  differ  with  that  great 
historian  as  to  the  comparative  importance  of  some  of 
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the  battles  which  he  thus  enumerates,  and  rilso  of  some 
which  he  omits.  It  is  probable,  indeed,  that  no  two 
historical  inquirers  would  entirely  agree  in  their  lists  of 
the  Decisive  Battle^  of  the  World.  But  our  concurring 
in  our  catalogues  is  of  little  moment,  provided  we  learn 
to  look  on  these  great  historical  events  in  the  spirit 
whicb  Hallam's  observations  indicate.  .  .  . 

I  need  hardly  remark  that  it  is  not  the  number  of 
killed  and  wounded  in  a  battle  that  determines  its  gen- 
eral historical  importance.  It  is  not  because  only  a  few 
hundreds  fell  in  the  battle  by  which  Joan  of  Arc  captured 
the  Tourelles  and  raised  the  siege  of  Orleans,  that  the 
effect  of  that  crisis  is  to  be  judged  ;  nor  would  a  full 
belief  in  the  largest  number  which  Eastern  historians 
state  to  have  been  slaughtered  in  any  of  the  numerous 
conflicts  between  Asiatic  rulers,  make  me  regard  the 
engagement  in  which  they  fell  as  one  of  paramount  im- 
portance to  mankind.  But  besides  battles  of  this  kind, 
there  are  many  of  great  consequence,  and  attended  by 
circumstances  which  powerfully  excite  our  feelings  and 
rivet  our  attention,  and  which  yet  appear  to  me  of  mere 
secondary  rank,  inasmuch  as  either  their  effects  were 
limited  in  area,  or  they  themselves  merely  confirmed  some 
great  tendency  or  bias  which  an  earlier  battle  had 
originated.  For  example,  the  encounters  between  the 
Greeks  and  Persians  which  followed  Marathon  seem  to 
me  not  to  have  been  phenomena  of  primary  impulse. 
Greek  superiority  had  been  already  asserted,  Asiatic 
ambition  had  already  been  checked,  before  Salamis  and 
Plataea  had  confirmed  the  superiority  of  European  free 
states  over  Oriental  despotism.  So  ^Egospotamos, 
which  finally  crushed  the  maritime  power  of  Athens, 
seems  to  me  inferior  in  interest  to  the  defeat  before 
Syracuse,  where  Athens  received  her  first  fatal  check, 
and  after  which  she  only  struggled  to  retard  her  down- 
fall. I  think  similarly  of  Zama,  with  respect  to  Carth- 
age, as  compared  to  the  Metaurus  ;  and,  on  the  same 
principle,  the  subsequent  great  battles  of  the  Revolu- 
tionary War  appear  to  me  inferior  in  their  importance 
to  Valmy,  which  first  determined  the  military  character 
and  career  of  the  French  Revolution. — Preface  to  tfa 
Fifteen  Decisive  Battles  of  the  World. 
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THE    BATTLE    OF    MARATHON,    490    B.C. 

Two  thousand  three  hundred  and  forty  years  ago, 
a  council  of  Athenian  officers  was  summoned  on  the 
slope  of  one  of  the  mountains  that  look  over  the  plain 
of  Marathon,  on  the  eastern  coast  of  Attica.  The  im- 
mediate subject  of  their  meeting  was  to  consider 
whether  they  should  give  battle  to  an  enemy,  outnum- 
bering them  at  least  ten  to  one,  that  lay  encamped  on 
the  shore  beneath  them.  On  the  result  of  their  deliber- 
ation depended  not  merely  the  fate  of  two  armies,  but 
the  whole  future  progress  of  human  civilization.  There 
were  eleven  members  of  that  council  of  war:  ten  were  gen- 
erals who  were  then  annually  elected  at  Athens,  one  for 
each  of  the  local  tribes  into  which  the  Athenians  were 
divided.  Each  general  led  the  men  of  his  own  tribe, 
and  each  was  invested  with  equal  military  authority. 
But  one  of  the  archons  was  also  associated  with  them  in 
the  general  command  of  the  army.  This  magistrate 
was  termed  the  Polemarch,  or  "  War-ruler :  "  he  had  the 
privilege  of  leading  the  right  wing  of  the  army  in  bat- 
tle, and  his  vote  in  a  council  of  war  was  equal  to  that 
of  any  of  the  generals.  The  Polemarch  for  that  year 
was  Callimachus.  The  vote  of  the  generals  was  equally 
divided  :  five  being  in  favor  of  giving  battle,  five  against 
it ;  and  Callimachus  thus  held  the  casting  vote.  Among 
the  most  earnest  of  those  in  favor  of  battle  was  Milti- 
ades.  He  addressed  himself  to  the  Polemarch,  and 
urged  him  to  vote  for  battle.  Callimachus  was  won 
over ;  and  it  was  decided  to  fight.  The  ten  generals 
waived  their  rights  of  taking  chief  command,  each  for 
a  day  when  his  turn  came,  and  agreed  to  act  under  the 
orders  of  Miltiades.  He,  however,  waited  until  the  day 
came  when  the  command  would  have  devolved  upon 
him  in  regular  course.  .  .  . 

The  plain  of  Marathon,  which  is  about  twenty-two 
miles  distant  from  Athens,  lies  along  the  bay  of  the  same 
name  on  the  northeastern  coast  of  Attica.  The  plain  is 
nearly  in  the  form  of  a  crescent,  and  about  six  miles  in 
length.  It  is  about  two  miles  broad  in  the  centre, 
where  the  space  between  the  mountains  and  the  sea  is 
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greatest,  but  it  narrows  toward  either  extremity,  the 
mountains  coming  close  down  to  the  water  at  the  horns 
of  the  bay.  There  is  a  valley  trending  inward  from 
the  middle  of  the  plain,  and  a  ravine  comes  down  to  it 
on  the  southward.  Elsewhere  it  is  closely  girt  round 
on  the  land  side  by  ragged  limestone  mountains,  which 
are  thickly  studded  with  pines,  olive-trees,  and  cedars, 
and  overgrown  with  the  myrtle,  arbutus,  and  the  other 
low  odoriferous  shrubs  that  everywhere  perfume  the  At- 
tic air.  The  level  of  the  ground  is  now  varied  by  the 
mound  raised  over  those  who  fell  in  the  battle  ;  but  it 
was  an  unbroken  plain  when  the  Persians  encamped  on 
it.  There  are  marshes  at  each  end,  which  are  dry  in 
the  Spring  and  Summer,  and  then  offer  no  obstruction 
to  the  horseman  ;  but  are  commonly  flooded  with  rain, 
and  so  rendered  impracticable  for  cavalry,  in  the  Au- 
tumn— the  time  of  year  at  which  the  action  took  place. 
The  Greeks,  lying  encamped  on  the  mountains,  could 
watch  every  movement  of  the  Persians  on  the  plain  be- 
low, while  they  were  enabled  completely  to  mask  their 
own.  Miltiades  also  had,  from  his  position,  the  power 
of  giving  battle  when  he  pleased,  or  of  delaying  it  at 
his  discretion,  unless  Datis,  the  Persian  commander, 
were  to  attempt  the  perilous  operation  of  storming  the 
heights. 

On  the  afternoon  of  a  September  day  Miltiades  gave 
the  word  for  the  Athenian  army  to  prepare  for  battle. 
According  to  the  old  national  custom,  the  warriors  of 
each  tribe  were  arrayed  together  ;  neighbor  thus  fighting 
by  the  side  of  neighbor,  friend  by  friend,  and  the  spirit 
of  emulation  and  the  consciousness  of  responsibility  ex- 
erted to  the  very  utmost.  The  Polemarch,  Caliima- 
chus,  had  the  leading  of  the  right  wing;  the  Plataeans 
formed  the  extreme  left ;  and  Themistocles  and  Aristides 
commanded  the  centre.  The  line  consisted  of  the 
heavy-armed  spearmen  only ;  for  the  Greeks  (until  the 
time  of  Iphicrates)  took  little  or  no  account  of  light- 
armed  soldiers  in  a  pitched  battle,  using  them  only  in 
skirmishes,  or  for  the  pursuit  of  a  defeated  enemy.  The 
panoply  of  the  regular  infantry  consisted  of  a  long 
spear,  of  a  shield,  helmet,  breastplate,  greaves,  and 
short  sword.  Thus  equipped,  they  usually  advanced 
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slowly  and  steadily  into  action  in  a  uniform  phalanx  of 
about  eight  spears  deep.  But  the  military  genius  of. 
Miltiades  led  him  to  deviate  on  this  occasion  from  tbs 
commonplace  tactics  of  his  countrymen.  It  was  essen- 
tial for  him  to  extend  his  line  so  as  to  cover  all  the 
practical  ground,  and  to  secure  himself  from  being  out- 
flanked and  charged  in  the  rear  by  the  Persian  horse. 
This  extension  involved  the  weakening  of  his  line.  In 
stead  of  a  uniform  reduction  of  its  strength,  he  deter- 
mined on  detaching  principally  from  his  centre,  which, 
from  the  nature  of  the  ground,  would  have  the  best  op- 
portunities for  rallying  if  broken  ;  and  on  strengthen- 
ing his  wings,  so  as  to  insure  advantage  at  these  points; 
and  he  trusted  to  his  own  skill  and  to  his  soldiers'  dis- 
cipline for  the  improvement  of  that  advantage  into  de- 
cisive victory. 

In  this  order,  and  availing  himself  probably  of  the 
inequalities  of  the  ground,  so  as  to  conceal  his  prepara- 
tions from  the  enemy  till  the  last  possible  moment, 
Miltiades  drew  up  the  eleven  thousand  infantry  whose 
spears  were  to  decide  this  crisis  in  the  struggle  between 
the  European  and  Asiatic  worlds.  The  sacrifices  by 
which  the  favor  of  heaven  was  sought,  and  its  will  con- 
sulted, were  announced  to  show  propitious  omens.  The 
trumpet  sounded  for  action,  and,  chanting  the  hymn  of 
battle,  the  little  army  bore  down  upon  the  host  of  the 
foe.  Then,  too,  along  the  mountain  slopes  of  Mara- 
thon must  have  resounded  the  mutual  exhortation  which 
/Eschylus,  who  fought  in  both  battles,  tells  us  was  after- 
ward heard  over  the  waves  of  Salamis  :  "  On,  sons  of 
oie  Greeks  !  Strike  for  the  freedom  of  your  country! 
strike  for  the  freedom  of  your  children  and  of  your 
wives — for  the  shrines  of  your  fathers'  gods,  and  for 
the  sepulchres  of  your  sires  !  All — all — are  now  staked 
upon  the  strife  !  " 

Instead  of  advancing  at  the  usual  slow  pace  of  the 
phalanx,  Miltiades  brought  his  men  on  at  a  run.  They 
were  all  trained  in  the  exercises  of  the  palaestra,  so  that 
there  was  no  fear  of  their  ending  the  charge  in  breath- 
less exhaustion  ;  and  it  was  of  the  deepest  importance 
tor  him  to  traverse  as  rapidly  as  possible  the  mile  or  sc 
of  level  ground  that  lay  between  the  mountain-foot  and 
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the  Persian  outposts,  and  so  to  get  his  troops  into  close 
action  before  the  Asiatic  cavalry  could  mount,  form,  and 
manoeuvre  against  him,  or  their  archers  keep  him  long 
under  fire,  and  before  the  enemy's  generals  could  fairly 
deploy  their  masses. 

"When  the  Persians,"  says  Herodotus,  "saw  the 
Athenians  running  down  upon  them,  without  horse  or 
bowmen,  and  scanty  in  numbers,  they  thought  them  a 
set  of  madmen  rushing  upon  certain  destruction.''  They 
began,  however,  to  prepare  to  receive  them,  and  the 
Eastern  chiefs  arrayed,  as  quickly  as  time  and  place  al- 
lowed, the  various  races  who  served  in  their  motley 
ranks.  Mountaineers  from  Hyrcania  and  Afghanistan, 
wild  horsemen  from  the  steppes  of  Khorassan,  the  black 
archers  of  Ethiopia,  swordsmen  from  the  banks  of  the 
Indus,  the  Oxus,  the  Euphrates,  and  the  Nile,  made 
ready  against  the  enemies  of  the  Great  King.  But  no 
national  cause  inspired  them  except  the  division  of  na- 
tive Persians  ;  and  in  the  large  host  there  was  no  uni- 
formity of  language,  creed,  race,  or  military  system. 
Still,  among  them  there  were  many  gallant  men,  under 
a  veteran  general.  They  were  familiar  with  victory  ; 
and,  in  contemptuous  confidence,  their  infantry,  which 
alone  had  time  to  form,  awaited  the  Athenian  charge. 
On  came  the  Greeks,  with  one  unwavering  line  of  lev- 
elled spears,  against  which  the  targets,  the  short  lances 
and  scimetars  of  the  Orientals  offered  a  weak  defence. 
The  front  rank  of  the  Asiatics  must  have  gone  down  to 
a  man  at  the  first  shock.  Still  they  recoiled  not,  but 
strove  by  individual  gallantry  and  by  the  weight  of 
numbers  to  make  up  for  the  disadvantages  of  weapons 
and  tactics,  and  to  bear  back  the  shallow  line  of  the 
Europeans.  In  the  centre,  where  the  native  Persians 
and  the  Sacae  fought,  they  succeeded  in  breaking 
through  the  weakened  part  of  the  Athenian  phalanx  ; 
and  the  tribes  led  by  Aristides  and  Themistocles  were, 
after  a  brave  resistance,  driven  back  over  the  plain,  and 
chased  by  the  Persians  up  the  valley  toward  the  inner 
country.  There  the  nature  of  the  ground  gave  the  op- 
portunity of  rallying  and  renewing  the  struggle.  Mean- 
time the  Greek  wings,  where  Miltiades  had  concen 
trated  his  chief  strength,  had  routed  the  Asiatic*  op- 
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posed  to  them,  and  the  Athenian  and  Platsean  officers, 
instead  of  pursuing  the  fugitives,  kept  their  troops  well 
in  hand,  and,  wheeling  round,  they  formed  the  two 
wings  together.  Miltiades  instantly  led  them  against 
the  Persian  centre,  which  had  hitherto  been  triumphant, 
but  which  now  fell  back,  and  prepared  to  encounter 
these  new  and  unexpected  assailants.  Aristides  and 
Themistocles  renewed  the  fight  with  their  reorganized 
troops,  and  the  full  force  of  the  Greeks  was  brought 
into  close  action  with  the  Persian  and  Sacian  divisions 
of  the  enemy.  Datis's  veterans  strove  hard  to  keep 
their  ground,  and  evening  was  approaching  before  the 
stern  encounter  was  decided. 

But  the  Persians,  with  their  light  wicker  shields, 
destitute  of  body-armor,  and  never  taught  by  training 
to  keep  the  even  front  and  act  with  the  regular  move- 
ment of  the  Greek  infantry,  fought  at  heavy  disad- 
vantage, with  their  shorter  and  feebler  weapons,  against 
the  compact  array  of  well-armed  Athenian  and  Platsean 
spearmen,  all  perfectly  drilled  to  perform  each  necessary 
evolution  in  concert,  and  to  preserve  a  uniform  and  un- 
wavering line  in  battle.  In  personal  courage  and  in 
bodily  activity  the  Persians  were  not  inferior  to  their 
adversaries.  Their  spirits  were  not  yet  cowed  by  the 
recollection  of  former  defeats  ;  and  they  lavished  their 
lives  freely,  rather  than  forfeit  the  fame  which  they  had 
won  by  so  many  victories.  While  their  rear  ranks 
poured  an  incessant  shower  of  arrows  over  the  heads  of 
their  comrades,  the  foremost  Persians  kept  rushing  for- 
ward, sometimes  singly,  sometimes  in  desperate  groups 
of  ten  or  twelve,  upon  the  projecting  spears  of  the 
Greeks,  striving  to  force  a  lane  into  the  spears  of  the 
phalanx,  and  to  bring  their  scimetars  and  daggers  into 
play.  But  the  Greeks  felt  their  superiority,  and  though 
the  fatigue  of  the  long-continued  action  told  heavily  on 
their  inferior  numbers,  the  sight  of  the  carnage  that 
they  dealt  upon  their  assailants  nerved  them  to  fight  still 
more  fiercely  on. 

At  last  the  previously  unvanquished  lords  of  Asia 
turned  their  backs  and  fled  ;  and  the  Greeks  followed, 
striking  them  down  to  the  water's  edge,  where  the  in- 
vaders were  now  hastily  launching  their  galleys,  and 
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seeking  to  embark  and  fly.  Flushed  with  success,  the 
Athenians  attacked  and  strove  to  fire  the  fleet.  But 
here  the  Asiatics  resisted  desperately,  and  the  principal 
losi1.  sustained  by  the  Greeks  was  in  the  assault  on  the 
ships.  Here  fell  the  brave  Polemarch,  Callimachus,  the 
general,  Stesilaus,  and  other  Athenians  of  note.  Seven 
galleys  were  fired,  but  the  Persians  succeeded  in  saving 
the  rest.  They  pushed  off  from  the  fatal  shore  ;  but 
even  here  the  skill  of  Datis  did  not  desert  him,  and  he 
sailed  round  to  the  western  coast  of  Attica,  in  hopes  to 
find  Athens  unprotected,  and  to  gain  possession  of  it 
from  some  of  the  partisans  of  Hippias.  Miltiades,  how- 
ever, saw  and  counteracted  his  manoeuvre.  Leaving 
Aristides  and  the  troops  of  his  tribe  to  guard  the  spoil 
and  the  slain,  the  Athenian  commander  led  his  conquer- 
ing army  by  a  rapid  night-march  back  across  the 
country  to  Athens.  And  when  the  Persian  fleet  had 
doubled  the  Cape  of  Sunium,  and  sailed  up  to  the 
Athenian  harbor  in  the  morning,  Datis  saw  arrayed  on 
the  heights  above  the  city  the  troops  before  whom  his 
men  had  fled  on  the  preceding  evening.  All  hope  of 
further  conquest  in  Europe  for  the  time  was  abandoned, 
and  the  baffled  armada  returned  to  the  Asiatic  coasts. 

The  number  of  the  Persian  dead  was  6,400 ;  of  the 
Athenians,  192.  The  number  of  the  Plataeans  who  fell 
is  not  mentioned  ;  but  as  they  fought  in  the  part  of  the 
army  which  was  not  broken,  it  cannot  have  been  very 
large.  The  apparent  disproportion  between  the  losses 
of  the  two  armies  is  not  surprising  when  we  remember 
the  armor  of  the  Greek  spearmen,  and  the  impossibility 
of  heavy  slaughter  being  inflicted  by  sword  or  lance  on 
troops  so  armed,  as  long  as  they  kept  firm  in  their 
ranks. 

The  Athenians  slain  were  buried  on  the  field  of  battle. 
This  was  contrary  to  the  usual  custom,  according  to 
which  the  bones  oif  all  who  fell  fighting  for  their  country 
in  each  year  were  deposited  in  a  public  sepulchre  in  the 
suburb  of  Athens  called  the  Cerameicus.  But  it  was 
felt  that  a  distinction  ought  to  be  made  in  the  funeral 
honors  paid  to  the  men  of  Marathon,  even  as  their 
merit  had  been  distinguished  over  that  of  all  other 
Athenians.  A  lofty  mound  was  raised  on  the  plain  of 
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Marathon,  beneath  which  the  remains  of  the  men  of 
Athens  who  fell  in  the  battle  were  deposited.  Ten 
columns  were  erected  on  the  spot — one  for  each  of  the 
Athenian  tribes  ;  and  on  the  monumental  column  of  each 
tribe  were  graven  the  names  of  those  of  its  members 
whose  glory  it  was  to  have  fallen  in  the  great  battle  of 
liberation.  The  antiquarian  Pausanias  read  those  names 
there  six  hundred  years  after  the  time  when  they  were 
first  graven.  The  columns  have  long  perished,  but  the 
mound  still  marks  the  spot  where  the  noblest  heroes  of 
antiquity,  "the  Fighters  at  Marathon,"  repose. —  The 
Fifteen  Decisive  Battles. 

CONSEQUENCES    OF     THE     AMERICAN     VICTORY     AT    SARA- 
TOGA,  1777. 

It  would  be  impossible  to  describe  the  transports  of 
joy  which  the  news  of  this  victory  excited  among 
Americans.  No  one  any  longer  felt  any  doubt  about 
their  achieving  their  independence.  All  hoped,  and 
with  good  reason,  that  a  success  of  this  importance 
would  at  length  determine  France,  and  the  other  Euro- 
pean Powers  that  waited  for  her  example,  to  declare 
themselves  in  favor  of  America.  "  There  could  no 
longer  be  any  question  respecting  the  future,  since  there 
was  no  longer  the  risk  of  espousing  the  cause  of  a  peo- 
ple too  feeble  to  defend  themselves."  The  truth  of  this 
was  soon  displayed  in  the  conduct  of  France.  When 
the  news  arrived  at  Paris  of  the  capture  of  Ticonderoga 
by  Burgoyne,  and  of  his  victorious  march  toward  Al- 
bany— events  which  seemed  decisive  in  favor  of  the 
English — instructions  had  been  immediately  despatched 
to  Nantes  and  the  other  ports  of  the  kingdom,  that  no 
American  privateers  should  be  suffered  to  enter  them, 
except  from  indispensable  necessity  :  as  to  repair  their 
vessels,  to  obtain  provisions,  or  to  escape  the  perils  of  sea. 
The  American  Commissioners  at  Paris,  in  their  disgust 
and  despair,  had  almost  broken  off  all  negotiations  with 
the  French  Government,  and  they  even  attempted  to 
open  communications  with  the  British  Ministry.  But 
the  British  Government,  elated  with  the  first  successes  of 
Burgoyne,  refused  to  listen  to  any  overtures  for  accom- 
modation. 
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Uut  when  the  news  of  Saratoga  reached  Paris  the 
whole  scene  was  changed.  Franklin  and  his  brother 
Commissioners  found  all  their  difficulties  with  the  Frencl. 
Government  vanish.  The  time  seemed  to  have  arrive.' 
for  the  House  of  Bourbon  to  take  a  full  revenge  for  all 
its  humiliations  and  losses  in  previous  wars.  In  Decem- 
ber a  treaty  was  arranged,  and  formally  signed  in  the 
Feoruary  following,  by  which  France  acknowledged  the 
Independent  United  States  of  America.  This  was,  of 
course,  tantamount  to  a  declaration  of  war  with  Eng- 
land. Spain  soon  followed  France  ;  and  before  long 
Holland  took  the  same  course.  Largely  aided  by  French 
fleets  and  troops,  the  Americans  vigorously  maintained 
the  war  against  the  armies  which  England,  in  spite  of 
her  European  foes,  continued  to  send  across  the  Atlan- 
tic. But  the  struggle  was  too  unequal  to  be  maintained 
by  Great  Britain  for  many  years  ;  and  when  the  treaties 
of  1783  restored  peace  to  the  world,  the  independence 
of  the  United  States  was  reluctantly  recognized  by  their 
ancient  parent,  and  recent  enemy — England. — The  J?/f 
'sen  Decisive  Battles. 


CRfiBILLON,  PROSPER  JOLYOT  DE,  French 
tragic  poet,  was  born  at  Dijon,  in  1674;  died  at 
Paris,  June  17,  1762.  He  was  the  son  of  a  no- 
tary-royal of  Dijon,  who,  it  is  reported,  belonged 
to  an  old  and  noble  family.  The  son  was  educated 
at  the  Jesuit  school  of  his  native  town  and  at  the 
College  Mazarin.  After  leaving  college  he  began 
the  study  of  law  with  Prieur,  an  advocate  at  Paris, 
said  to  be  a  friend  of  Scarron.  Prieur,  thinking 
he  saw  in  Crebillon  promise  of  great  poetic  talent, 
persuaded  him  to  try  his  skill  in  tragedy,  and  he 
brought  out  the  play  Mort  des  Enfants  de  Brutus. 
But  it  was  so  severely  criticised  by  the  actors  that 
he  destroyed  it  and  abandoned  all  thought  of  writ- 
ing for  the  stage.  Prieur,  whose  faith  in  him  was 
not  shaken,  prevailed  upon  him  to  try  again,  ana  in 
1705  he  produced  Idom/ne'e.  This  play  was  not  at 
first  entirely  satisfactory,  but,  after  some  altera- 
tions, it  became  a  success.  In  1707,  Atrte  et  Thyeste 
appeared,  Electre  in  1709,  and  in  1711  his  master- 
piece, Rhadamiste  et  Ze'nobie.  Xerxes  followed  in 
1714,  and  Semiramis  in  1717.  Of  these  last  two 
plays,  Xerxes  was  played  but  once,  and  Semiramis 
was  certainly  not  a  success.  Pyrrhus  was  brought 
out  in  1726.  This  was  better  received  than  Xerxes 
or  Semiramis. 

After  the  production  of  Pyrrhus,  Crebillon  wrote 
ig  more  for  twenty  yea*s.  The  death  of  his 
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wife  and  that  of  his  father,  added  to  pecuniary 
troubles  and  slanders  at  court,  so  weighed  upon 
his  mind,  that  at  about  this  time  he  retired  to  ab- 
ject quarters  and  lived  in  obscurity  for  a  number 
of  years.  But  in  1713  he  was  made  a  member  of 
the  French  Academy,  and  some  time  after  was 
appointed  royal  censor.  In  1745.  through  the  in- 
fluence of  Madame  Pompadour,  who  hated  Cre- 
billon's  rival,  Voltaire,  the  king  gave  him  a  pension 
of  1,000  francs.  His  next  tragedy  after  Pyrrhus 
was  Catilina,  and  this  was  produced  in  1748.  As 
it  was  brought  out  under  the  patronage  of  the 
king,  it  was  received  with  applause,  but  it  did  not 
retain  its  popularity,  the  sober  second  judgment 
being  that  it  was  not  a  faithful  representation  of 
the  character  and  manners  of  the  ancient  Romans. 
Le  Triumvir  at,  his  last  play,  produced  when  he 
was  eighty  years  of  age,  was  only  fairly  success- 
ful. He  left  an  unfinished  play.  At  his  death  in 
1762,  the  French  actors  had  an  imposing  service 
celebrated  in  his  honor,  at  which  most  of  the  liter- 
ati and  nobility  were  present,  and  Louis  XV. 
caused  a  monument  to  be  erected  to  his  memory. 
Want  of  care  and  accuracy  mar  the  writings  of 
Cr^billon,  but  they  possess  both  vigor  and  gran- 
deur, and  next  to  Voltaire  he  ranks  as  the  best 
tragic  dramatist  of  his  age. 

RHADAMISTE    AND    ZENOBIA. 

Rhadamiste, — "  By  the  gift  of  Caesar  I  am  king  of  Ar- 
menia, because  he  believes  that  through  me  he  can  de- 
stroy Iberia.  The  fury  of  my  father  has  let  it  appear 
that  Rome  will  respect  no  treaty  between  them  ! 

"These  are  the  high  nroiects  upon  which  he  stakes 
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his  grandeur,  and  this  the  policy  of  the  much  vaunted 
Romans.  It  is  by  ruining  the  father  through  the  son 
that  Rome  becomes  fatal  to  her  enemies  :  thus,  in  order 
to  consolidate  an  unjust  sovereignty,  she  ventures  to 
confide  her  rights  to  my  vengeance,  and  under  a  sacred 
name  sends  me  to  these  regions  less  as  an  Ambassador 
than  as  a  Fury,  who,  sacrificing  all  to  the  transports 
which  instigate  him,  may  carry  his  resentment  even  unto 
parricidal  acts.  I  perceive  his  designs,  and  my  outraged 
heart  nerves  itself  to  the  despair  by  which  it  is  agitated. 
Thus  it  is  that  I  re-enter  the  palace  of  my  father  as  the 
enemy  of  Rome  and  of  the  Iberians." — Act  II.,  Scene  I. 

Pharasamane — "Well,  then,  it  is  vain  that  they 
speak  to  me  of  peace.  Even  if  I  could,  without  honor, 
succumb  to  the  burden,  I  would  carry  war  toward  the 
Romans  and  avenge  all  the  earth  of  these  fierce  ty- 
rants !  How  I  hate  the  Romans  !  I  cannot  express  the 
horror  which  seizes  me  at  the  mere  name  of  their  Am- 
bassador ;  his  aspect  has  cast  a  shadow  on  my  soul. 
Ah  !  it  is  he  who  has  doubtless  seduced  Arsane.  Both 
of  them  arrived  here  on  the  same  day.  The  traitor  ! 
enough  of  it, — let  him  appear  before  me, — I  am  com- 
pelled to  receive  him." — Act  V.,  Scene  I. 

Zenobie. — "  Rise,  enough  is  said,  seeing  that  I  pardon 
thee.  How  serve  these  regrets  to  which  thy  heart  is 
abandoned  ?  Go  ;  it  is  not  us  to  whom  the  gods  have 
confided  the  power  to  punish  our  domestic  enemies. 

"  Happy  if  for  thee,  the  devotion  of  Zenobie,  may 
one  day  serve  as  an  example  to  Armenia  ;  render  hei. 
as  myself,  submissive  to  thy  will,  and  at  least  teach  her 
to  perform  her  duty." — Act  III.,  Scene  V. 

Zenobie. — "Prince,  after  this  avowal  I  say  no  more. 
You  well  enough  know  a  heart  such  as  mine,  to  believe 
that  for  him,  love  can  obtain  an  empire.  My  spouse 
lives,  so  my  passion  expires.  Cease  then  to  entertain 
an  unhallowed  love,  and  above  all  abstain  from  appear- 
ing before  me.  {Turning  to  Rhadamiste.}  As  to  thee, 
as  soon  as  night  falls,  I  will  in  this  place  put  myself  in 
thy  hands.  I  know  the  violence  of  thy  suspicious  jeal- 
ousy, but  I  have  too  much  virtue  to  be  fearful  of  my 
." — Translation  of  MARY  S.  LESTER. 


CRICHTON,  JAMES  (styled  the  Admirable 
Crichton),  a  Scottish  prodigy  in  many  branches  oJ 
learning,  born  at  Eliock,  Dumfriesshire,  August 
19,  1560;  was  killed  at  Mantua,  Italy,  probab'v 
July  3,  1593,  though  the  circumstances  of  hi. 
death  render  the  date  impossible  of  verification 
At  the  age  of  fourteen  he  was  graduated  frorr 
the  University  of  Saint  Andrew's  with  the  degree 
of  A.M.,  and  before  he  was  twenty  he  could  speak 
ten  languages.  He  excelled  in  music,  drawing, 
dancing,  fencing,  and  other  accomplishments.  At 
the  age  of  twenty,  while  in  Paris,  he  challenged 
the  scholars  and  doctors  of  the  French  capital  to 
debate  with  him  on  any  question  and  in  any  one 
of  twelve  specified  languages.  By  this  means  a 
numerous  company  of  professors  were  assembled, 
and  Crichton  acquitted  himself  to  the  general 
admiration.  He  then  journeyed  to  Italy  and 
achieved  similar  triumphs  in  Rome,  Venice,  and 
Padua.  Aldus  Manutius  describes  a  three  days' 
contest  in  philosophy  and  mathematics  which 
Crichton  sustained  in  Padua.  In  1581  he  disputed 
with  the  professors  of  the  University  of  Padua 
on  their  interpretation  of  Aristotle.  A  misad- 
venture led  to  his  being  denounced  as  a  charla- 
tan,  whereupon  he  challenged  the  university, 
offering  to  confute  their  Aristotelian  interpreta- 
uons  and  to  expose  their  errors  in  mathematics. 
das) 
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This  disputation  lasted  four  days  and  Crichton 
came  off  completely  successful.  At  Mantua  he 
killed  in  a  duel  a  swordsman  famed  far  and  wide 
for  his  skill.  The  Duke  of  Mantua  engaged 
Crichton  as  tutor  to  his  son,  a  dissolute  youth. 
One  night  he  was  attacked  by  six  persons  in 
masks,  and  after  he  had  repulsed  and  disarmed 
them,  he  discovered  that  one  of  his  assailants  was 
his  pupil.  He  thereupon  drew  his  sword  and 
presented  it  by  the  handle  to  the  young  prince, 
who  remorselessly  thrust  it  through  his  master's 
heart.  He  left  four  short  Latin  poems,  which 
show  that  he  was  not  so  admirable  a  versifier  as  a 
disputant,  or  swordsman,  or  dandy. 
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CROCKETT,  SAMUEL  RUTHERFORD,  a  Scot- 
tish divine  and  novelist,  was  born  at  Little  Duch- 
rae,  Galloway,  in  1859.  He  was  educated  at 
the  village  school  of  Lauriston  and  at  the  Edin- 
burgh University ;  and  after  making  the  tour 
of  Europe  as  travelling  tutor  he  was  ordained 
a  minister  of  the  Free  Church  of  Scotland  in 
1885.  Meantime,  he  had  published  a  book  of 
poems  entitled  Dulce  Cor ;  and  during  his  pastor- 
ate at  Penicuik,  which  he  resigned  in  1894  to  de- 
vote himself  entirely  to  literature,  he  contributed 
many  short  stories  and  sketches  to  the  news- 
papers and  magazines.  A  number  of  tales  of 
Scotch  life  appeared  thus  in  The  Christian  Leader, 
and  were  afterward  collected  into  a  volume  under 
the  title  The  Stickit  Minister  and  Some  Common 
Men  (1893).  This  was  followed  by,  in  1894,  The 
Raiders ;  The  Lilac  Sunbonnet ;  The  Play  Actress, 
and  Mad  Sir  Uc hired  of  the  Hills.  In  1895  ap- 
peared Bog-Myrtle  and  Peat ;  The  Men  of  the  Moss- 
Hags  ;  and  A  Galloivay  Herd.  His  "  stickit  min- 
ister "  is  a  theological  student  who  has  not  suc- 
ceeded in  graduating,  but  is  allowed  to  do  duty 
in  out-of-the-way  places.  The  reasons  for  failure 
involve  some  searching  questions  in  life  and  char- 
acter. 

Many  of  Crockett's  characters,  and  the  inci- 
dents which  invest  them  with  so  powerful  a 
(127) 
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,  are  not  altogether  creations  of  his  own  im- 
agination. The  Raiders,  we  are  told,  was  written 
from  old  Galloway  traditions ;  and  most  of  *he 
incidents  are  perfectly  true.  "  Captain  Yadkins," 
says  a  writer  in  the  London  Bookman,  "  was  the 
quite  real  name  oi  a  quite  real  character ;  and  his 
cramming  of  his  wig  into  a  great  gun  and  shoot- 
ing it  on  board  his  pursuer,  which  has  been  vari- 
ously represented  as  having  been  copied  from 
Scott,  from  Stevenson  and  from  Charles  Reade; 
actually  took  place  at  the  mouth  of  the  Dee." 
Much  that  is  found  in  Crockett's  writings  is  famil 
far  to  every  student  of  Galloway  tradition. 

THE    STICKIT    MINISTER. 

*'I  never  told  you  how  I  came  to  leave  the  college, 
Saunders,"  said  the  younger  man,  resting  his  brow  on  a 
hand  that  even  the  horn  of  the  plough  could  not  make 
other  than  diaphanous. 

"  No,"  s^.id  Saunders  quietly,  with  a  tender  gleam 
coming  into  the  humoisome,  kindly  eyes  that  lurked 
under  the  bushy  tussocks  of  gray  eyebrow.  Saunders' 
numor  lay  near  the  Fountain  of  Tea/s. 

"  No/r  continued  Robert  Fraser,  "  I  have  not  spoken 
of  it  to  many  ;  but  you've  been  a  good  frien'  to  me. 
Saunders,  and  I  think  you  should  hear  it.  I  have  not 
tried  to  set  myself  right  with  folks  in  the  general,  but 
I  would  like  to  let  you  see  clearly  before  I  go  my  ways 
to  Him  who  seeth  from  the  beginning." 

"  Hear  til!  him,"  said  Saunders  ;  "  man,  yer  hoast 
(cough)  is  no'  near  as  sair  i'  the  back-end.  Ye'll  be  here 
tang  efttr  me  ;  but  lang  or  short,  weel  do  ye  ken,  Rob- 
ert Fraser,  that  ye  need  not  to  pit  yersel'  richt  wi*  me. 
Hev  I  no'  kenned  ye  sins  ye  war  the  size  o'  two  scrub- 
bers ?  " 

"  I  thank  you,  Saunders,"  said  Robert ;  "  but  I  am  well 
?,\vare  that  I  am  to  die  this  year.  No,  no,  not  a  word, 
r.t,  &  the  Lord's  v;ill !  It's  more  than  seven  year  now  since 
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I  first  kenned  that  my  days  were  to  be  few.  It  was  the 
year  my  father  died,  and  left  Harry  and  me  by  our  lane. 

"He  left  no  siller  to  speak  of,  just  plenty  to  lay  him 
decently  in  the  kirkyard  among  his  forbears.  I  had 
been  a  year  at  the  Divinity  Hall  then,  and  was  going  up 
to  put  in  my  discourses  for  the  next  session.  I  had  been 
troubled  with  my  breast  for  some  time,  and  so  called 
one  day  at  the  infirmary  to  get  a  word  with  Sir  James. 
He  was  very  busy  when  I  went  in,  and  never  noticed 
me  till  the  hoast  took  me.  Then  on  a  sudden  he  looked 
up  from  his  papers,  came  quickly  over  to  me,  put  his 
own  white  handkerchief  to  my  mouth,  and  quietly  said, 
'  Come  into  my  room,  laddie  ! '  Ay,  he  was  a  good  man 
and  a  faithful,  Sir  James,  if  ever  there  was  one.  He 
told  me  that  with  care  I  might  live  five  or  six  years,  but 
it  would  need  great  care.  Then  a  strange  prickly  coldness 
came  over  me,  and  I  seemed  to  walk  light-headed  in  an 
atmosphere  suddenly  rarefied.  I  think  I  know  now  how 
the  mouse  feels  under  the  air  pump." 

"  What's  that  ?  "  queried  Saunders. 

"  A  cruel  plot  not  worth  speaking  of,"  continued  the 
Stickit  Minister.  "  Well,  I  found  something  in  my 
throat  when  I  tried  to  thank  him.  But  I  came  my  ways 
home  to  the  Dullbarg,  and  night  and  day  I  considered 
what  was  to  be  done,  with  so  much  to  do  and  so  little 
time  to  do  it.  It  was  clear  that  both  Harry  and  me 
could  not  go  through  the  college  on  the  little  my  feither 
had  left.  So  late  one  night  I  saw  my  way  clear  to  what  I 
should  do.  Harry  must  go,  I  must  stay.  I  must  come 
home  to  the  farm,  and  be  my  own  '  man ';  then  I  could 
send  Harry  to  the  college  to  be  a  doctor,  for  he  had  no 
call  to  the  ministry  as  once  I  thought  I  had.  More  than 
that,  it  was  laid  on  me  to  tell  Jessie  Loudon  that  Rob- 
ert Fraser  was  no  better  than  a  machine  set  to  go  five 
year. 

"  Now  all  these  things  I  did,  Saunders,  but  there's  no 
use  telling  you  what  they  cost  in  the  doing.  They  were 
right  to  do,  and  they  were  done.  I  do  not  repent  any 
of  them.  I  would  do  them  all  over  again  were  they  to 
do,  but  it's  been  bitterer  than  I  thought." 

The  Stickit  Minister  took  his  head  off  his  hand  and 
eaned  wearily  back  in  his  chair 


CROKER,  JOHN  WILSON,  a  British  miscel- 
laneous writer,  born  at  Galway,  Ireland,  Decem- 
ber 20,  1780;  died  at  St.  Alban's  Bank,  England, 
August  10,  1857.  He  was  educated  at  Dublin 
College,  where  he  graduated  in  1800,  and  was 
called  to  the  Irish  bar  in  1802.  In  1807  ne  en- 
tered  Parliament  as  a  member  for  Downpatrick. 
Two  years  afterward  he  made  an  ingenious  de- 
fence of  the  Duke  of  York,  son  of  George  III., 
who  was  charged  with  gross  abuses  in  his  posi- 
tion as  commander-in-chief  of  the  army ;  and  for 
this  service  to  the  Government  he  was  rewarded 
by  being  made  Secretary  to  the  Admiralty,  a 
position  which  he  held  until  1830,  when  he  retired 
upon  a  pension  of  £1,500.  He  represented  vari- 
ous Irish  constituencies  in  Parliament,  the  last 
being  that  of  the  University  of  Dublin.  He  de- 
clared that  he  would  never  sit  in  a  Reformed 
Parliament;  and  when  the  Reform  Bill  of  1830 
was  passed,  he  threw  up  his  seat.  Previous  to 
entering  Parliament  he  published  a  number  of 
clever  satires  in  prose  and  verse.  In  1807  he  put 
forth  a  pamphlet  on  The  State  of  Ireland,  in  which 
he  advocated  Catholic  emancipation.  In  this 
pamphlet  he  pronounced  a  warm  eulogy  upon 
Swift. 
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EULOGY    UPON    SWIFT. 


On  this  gloom  one  luminary  rose,  and  Ireland  wor- 
shipped it  with  Persian  idolatry  ;  her  true  patriot — her 
first — almost  her  last.  Sagacious  and  intrepid,  he  saw 
— he  dared  ;  above  suspicion,  he  was  trusted  ;  above 
envy,  he  was  beloved  ;  above  rivalry,  he  was  obeyed. 
His  wisdom  was  practical  and  prophetic — remedial  for 
the  present,  warning  for  the  future.  He  first  taught 
Ireland  that  she  might  become  a  nation,  and  England 
that  she  must  cease  to  be  a  despot.  But  he  was  a 
Churchman  ;  his  gown  impeded  his  course,  and  entan- 
gled his  efforts.  Guiding  a  senate,  or  heading  an  army, 
he  had  been  more  than  Cromwell,  and  Ireland  not  less 
than  England.  As  it  was,  he  saved  her  by  his  courage, 
improved  her  by  his  authority,  adorned  her  by  his 
talents,  and  exalted  her  by  his  fame.  His  mission  was 
but  of  ten  years,  and  for  ten  years  only  did  his  per- 
sonal power  mitigate  the  government ;  but  though  no 
longer  feared  by  the  great,  he  was  not  forgotten  by  the 
wise  ;  his  influence,  like  his  writings,  has  survived  a 
century  ;  and  the  foundations  of  whatever  prosperity 
we  have  since  erected  are  laid  in  the  disinterested  and 
magnanimous  patriotism  of  Swift. 

Croker  wrote  a  series  of  Stories  from  the  History 
of  England  which  were  very  popular,  and  which 
suggested  to  Scott  the  Tales  of  a  Grandfather, 
dealing  in  a  similar  manner  with  the  history  of 
Scotland.  The  Quarterly  Review  was  started  in 
1809  by  Gifford,  Scott,  Croker,  Southey,  and 
others.  Croker  was  for  many  years  one  of  its 
principal  contributors,  writing  mainly  upon  polit- 
ical and  historical  subjects  ;  but  not  unfrequently 
upon  purely  literary  topics.  One  of  his  most 
noted  critiques  is  that  upon  Keats's  Endymion 
(sometimes,  however,  attributed  to  Gifford,  the 
VOL.  VII.— a 
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editor  of  the  Review),  published  in  April,  1818, 
which  is  foolishly  averred  to  have  caused  the 
death  of  Keats,  nearly  three  years  later.  The 
poet  and  his  work  are  thus  contemptuously 
treated : 

KEATS'S   ENDYMION. 

With  the  fullest  stretch  of  our  perseverance,  we  are 
forced  to  confess  that  we  have  not  been  able  to  struggle 
beyond  the  first  of  the  four  books  of  which  this  Poetic 
Romance  consists.  We  should  extremely  lament  this 
want  of  energy — or  whatever  it  may  be — on  our  part, 
were  it  not  for  one  consolation — namely,  that  we  are 
no  better  acquainted  with  the  meaning  cf  the  book 
through  which  we  have  so  painfully  toiled  than  we  are 
with  that  of  the  three  which  we  have  not  looked  into. 
It  is  not  that  Mr.  Keats  (if  that  is  his  real  name — for  we 
almost  doubt  whether  any  man  in  his  senses  would  put 
his  real  name  to  such  a  rhapsody) — it  is  not,  we  say, 
that  the  author  has  not  powers  of  language,  rays  of 
fancy,  and  gleams  of  genius  :  he  has  all  of  these,  but  he 
is  unhappily  a  disciple  of  what  has  been  somewhere 
called  Cockney  poetry,  which  may  be  denned  to  consist 
of  the  most  incongruous  ideas  in  the  most  uncouth  lan- 
guage. .  .  .  This  author  is  a  copyist  of  Mr.  Hunt ; 
but  he  is  more  unintelligible,  almost  as  rugged,  twice  as 
diffuse,  and  ten  times  more  tiresome  and  absurd  than  his 
prototype. 

Croker  wrote  several  small  works  in  prose  and 
verse  ;  edited  The  Suffolk  Papers,  Herveys  Memoirs 
of  the  Court  of  George  III.,  and  Walpole's  Letters  to 
Lord  Hertford.  His  most  noted  work  is  an  anno- 
tated edition  of  Boswell's  Life  of  Johnson  (1831) ; 
which  was  savagely  reviewed  by  Macaulay. 
Eighteen  years  later  Macaulay  put  forth  the  first 
instalment  of  his  History  of  England.  Croker 
seized  the  opportunity  of  returning,  through  the 
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Quarterly  Review,  the  blows  which  Macau  lay  had 
given  him  in  the  Edinburgh  Review.     He  writes- 

MACAULAY   AS   A    HISTORIAN. 

It  may  seem  too  epigrammatic — but  it  is,  in  our 
judgment,  strictly  true — to  say  that  his  History  seems 
to  be  a  kind  of  combination  and  exaggeration  of  the 
peculiarities  of  all  his  former  efforts.  It  is  as  full  of 
political  prejudice  and  partisan  advocacy  as  any  of  his 
parliamentary  speeches.  It  makes  the  facts  of  English 
History  as  fabulous  as  his  Lays  do  that  of  Roman  tradi- 
tion ;  and  it  is  written  with  as  captious,  as  dogmatical, 
and  as  cynical  a  spirit  as  the  bitterest  of  his  reviews. 
.  .  .  His  historical  narration  is  poisoned  with  a 
rancor  more  violent  than  even  the  passions  of  the  time. 
There  is  hardly  a  page  that  does  not  contain  something 
objectionable  either  in  substance  or  in  color  ;  and  the 
whole  of  the  brilliant,  and  at  first  captivating  narrative, 
is  perceived,  on  examination,  to  be  impregnated  to  a 
marvellous  degree  with  bad  taste,  bad  feeling,  and — we 
are  under  the  painful  necessity  of  adding — bad  faith. 
His  pages,  whatever  may  be  their  other  characteristics, 
are  as  copious  a  repertorium  of  vituperative  eloquence 
as,  we  believe,  our  language  can  produce  ;  and  especially 
agai  .st  everything  in  which  he  chooses  (whether  right 
or  wong),  to  recognize  the  shibboleth  of  Toryism.  .  .  . 

But,  we  are  sorry  to  say,  we  have  a  heavier  complaint 
against  Mr.  Macaulay.  We  accuse  him  of  a  habitual 
and  really  injurious  perversion  of  his  authorities.  This 
unfortunate  indulgence — in  whatever  juvenile  levity  it 
may  have  originated — and  through  whatever  steps  it 
may  have  grown  into  an  unconscious  habit — seems  to 
pervade  his  whole  work,  from  Alpha  to  Omega,  from 
Procopius  to  Mackintosh.  One  strong  mark  of  his 
historical  impartiality  is  to  call  anything  bigoted,  in- 
tolerant, shameless,  cruel,  by  the  comprehensive  title  of 
Tory.  .  -  .  We  are  ready  to  admit,  a  hundred  times 
over,  Mr.  Macaulay's  literary  powers — brilliant  even 
under  the  affectation  with  which  he  too  frequently  dis- 
guises them.  He  is  a  great  painter,  but  a  suspicious 
narrator ;  a  grand  proficient  in  the  picturesque,  but  a 
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very  poor  professor  of  the  historic.  These  volumes 
have  been — and  his  future  volumes  as  they  appear  will 
be — devoured  with  the  same  eagerness  that  Oliver  Twist 
or  Vanity  Fair  excite  ;  with  the  same  quality  of  zest, 
though  perhaps  with  a  higher  degree  of  it.  But  his 
pages  will  seldom,  we  think,  receive  a  second  perusal ; 
and  the  work,  we  apprehend,  will  hardly  find  a  perma- 
nent place  on  the  historical  shelf ;  nor  ever,  assuredly 
— if  continued  in  the  spirit  of  the  first  two  volumes — 
be  quoted  as  authority  on  any  question  or  point  of  the 
history  of  England. 


CROKER,  THOMAS  CROFTON,  an  Irish  legend- 
ist  and  humorist,  born  at  Cork,  January  15,  1798  ; 
died  in  London,  August  8,  1854.  He  was  appren- 
ticed to  a  trader  in  Cork,  but  at  the  age  of  twenty- 
one  he  was,  through  the  interest  of  John  Wilson 
Croker,  appointed  to  a  clerkship  in  the  Admiralty, 
at  London.  He  put  forth  from  time  to  time  vari- 
ous works  upon  the  legends,  lore,  and  antiquities 
of  Ireland.  The  principal  of  these  are  :  Researches 
in  the  South  of  Ireland  (1825) ;  Fairy  Legends  and 
Traditions  of  Ireland  (1825-27);  Legends  of  the 
Lakes  of  Killarney  (1828);  Popular  Songs  of  Ire- 
land (1839)  '•>  Historical  Songs  of  Ireland  (1841).  He 
was  a  member  of  the  Camden,  Percy,  Hakluyt, 
and  other  archaeological  societies,  for  which  he 
edited  various  old  manuscripts.  His  only  strictly 
original  works  were  the  humorous  novels  Barney 
Mahony  and  My  Village  versus  Our  Village  (1832). 

THE    LAST    OF    THE    IRISH    SERPENTS. 

"Sure,"  said  Barney,  " everybody  has  heard  tell  of 
the  blessed  St.  Patrick,  and  how  he  druve  'the  sarpints 
and  all  manner  of  venomous  things  out  of  Ireland  ;  how 
he  *  bothered  all  the  varmint '  entirely.  But  for  all  that, 
there  was  one  ould  sarpint  left  who  was  too  cunning  to 
be  talked  out  of  the  country,  or  made  to  drown  him- 
self. St.  Patrick  didn't  well  know  how  to  manage  this 
fellow,  who  was  doing  great  havoc  ;  till  at  long  last  he 
bethought  himself  and  got  a  strong  iron  chest  made 
with  nine  bouits  upon  it.  So  one  fine  morninsr  he  takes 
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a  walk  to  where  the  sarpint  used  to  keep  ;  and  the  sar- 
pint,  who  didn't  like  the  saint  in  the  least,  and  small 
blame  to  him  for  that,  began  to  hiss  and  show  his  teeth 
at  him  like  anything.  *  Oh/  says  St.  Patrick,  says  he, 
*  where's  the  use  of  making  such  a  piece  of  work  about 
a  gentleman  like  myself  coming  to  see  you  ?  'Tis  a  nice 
house  I  have  got  made  for  you  agin  the  winter  :  for 
I'm  going  to  civilize  the  whole  country,  man  and  beast,' 
says  he, 'and  you  can  come  and  look  at  it  whenever 
you  please,  and  'tis  myself  will  be  glad  to  see  you.'  The 
sarpint,  hearing  such  smooth  words,  thought  that 
though  St.  Patrick  had  druve  all  the  rest  of  the  sar- 
pints  into  the  sea,  he  meant  no  harm  to  himself  ;  so  the 
sarpint  walks  fair  and  easy  up  to  see  him  and  the  house 
he  was  speaking  about.  But  when  the  sarpint  saw  the 
nine  boults  upon  the  chest  he  thought  he  was  sould 
[betrayed],  and  was  for  making  off  with  himself  as  fast 
as  ever  he  could.  *  'Tis  a  nice  warm  house,  you  see,' 
says  St.  Patrick, 'and 'tis  a  good  friend  lam  to  you.' 
'  I  thank  you  kindly,  St.  Patrick,  for  your  civility,'  says 
the  sarpint;  '  but  I  think  it's  too  small  it  is  for  me' — 
meaning  it  for  an  excuse,  and  away  he  was  going.  '  Too 
small  !  '  says  St.  Patrick,  '  stop,  if  you  please,'  says  he  : 
'you're  out  in  that,  my  boy,  anyhow — I  am  sure  'twill  fit 
you  completely  ;  and  I'll  tell  you  what,'  says  he,  '  I'll  bet 
you  a  gallon  of  porter,'  says  he,  'that  if  you'll  only  try 
and  get  in  there'll  be  plenty  of  room  for  you.'  The 
sarpint  was  as  thirsty  as  could  be  with  his  walk  ;  and 
'twas  great  joy  to  him  the  thoughts  of  doing  St.  Patrick 
out  of  the  gallon  of  porter  ;  so,  swelling  himself  up  as 
big  as  he  could,  in  he  got  to  the  chest,  all  but  a  little 
bit  of  his  tail.  'There,  now,'  says  he  ;  'I've  won  the 
gallon,  for  you  see  the  house  is  too  small  for  me,  for  I 
can't  get  in  my  tail.'  When  what  does  St.  Patrick  do 
but  he  comes  behind  the  great  heavy  lid  of  the  chest, 
and,  putting  his  two  hands  to  it,  down  he  slaps  it  with 
a  bang  tike  thunder.  When  the  rogue  of  a  sarpint  saw 
the  lid  coming  down,  in  went  his  tail  like  a  shot,  for 
fear  of  being  whipped  off  him,  and  St.  Patrick  began  at 
once  to  boult  the  nine  iron  boults.  4  Oh,  murder  !  won't 
you  let  me  out,  St.  Patrick  ?'  says  the  sarpint  ;  'I've 
lost  the  bet  fairly,  and  I'll  pay  you  the  gallon  like  a 
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man.'  *  Let  you  out,  my  darling?'  says  St.  Patrick; 
*  to  be  sure  I  will,  by  all  manner  of  means  ;  but  you  see 
I  haven't  time  now,  so  you  must  wait  till  to-morrow.' 
And  so  he  took  the  iron  chest,  with  the  sarpint  in  it, 
and  pitches  it  into  the  lake  here,  where  it  is  to  this  hour 
for  certain  :  and  'tis  the  sarpint  struggling  down  at  the 
bottom  that  makes  the  waves  upon  it.  Many  is  the  liv- 
ing man  (continued  Picket)  besides  myself  has  heard 
the  sarpint,  crying  out  from  within  the  chest  under  the 
water:  'Is  it  to-morrow  yet? — is  it  to-morrow  yet?' 
which,  to  be  sure,  it  never  can  be.  And  that's  the  way 
St.  Patrick  settled  the  last  of  the  sarpints,  sir." 


CROLY,  GEORGE,  a  British  clergyman,  poet 
and  novelist,  born  in  Dublin,  Ireland,  in  1780 ;  died 
in  London  in  1860.  He  was  educated  at  Trinity 
College,  Dublin ;  went  to  London,  where  he  be- 
came noted  as  an  eloquent  preacher,  and  about 
1833  was  presented  by  Brougham,  then  Lord 
Chancellor,  to  the  valuable  rectorship  of  St. 
Stephens,  Walbrook,  London.  Croly's  literary 
activity  was  very  great  for  many  years,  up  nearly 
to  the  close  of  his  active  life.  Besides  Sermons 
and  other  writings  of  a  strictly  professional  char- 
acter, he  wrote  numerous  brilliant  Poems;  Pride 
shall  have  a  Fall,  a  comedy  which  was  successfully 
produced  in  1824;  Catiline,  a  tragedy  (1825);  Per- 
sonal History  of  George  IV.  (1830)  ;  Political  Life  of 
Burke  (\$>q$)\  Historical  Sketches  (1842).  He  also 
edited  the  works  of  Pope,  and  of  Jeremy  Taylor. 
He  wrote  three  novels :  Salathiel  (1827) ;  Tales  of 
the  Great  St.  Bernard,  and  Marston,  or  the  Soldier 
and  Statesman,  (1846).  The  last  of  these  is  a  story 
of  very  considerable  power;  but  Salathiel — the 
hero  and  narrator  of  which  is  no  other  than  the 
"  Wandering  Jew  " — is  a  master-piece  of  its  class, 
No  other  novelist  who  has  made  this  legend  his 
theme,  has  at  all  equalled  Croly. 

THE  COMBAT  IN  THE  ARENA. 

The  Emperor's  arrival  commenced  the  grand  display. 
He  took  his  olace  under  the  curtains  of  the  royal  pa- 
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viliori.  The  dead  were  removed,  perfumes  were  scat- 
tered through  the  air  ;  rose-water  was  sprinkled  from 
silver  tubes  upon  the  exhausted  multitude ;  music  re- 
sounded ;  incense  burned ;  and  in  the  midst  of  these 
preparations  of  luxury,  the  terrors  of  the  lion-combat 
began. 

A  portal  of  the  arena  opened,  and  the  combatant, 
with  a  mantle  thrown  over  his  face  and  figure,  was  led 
in,  surrounded  by  soldiery.  The  lion  roared,  and 
ramped  against  the  bars  of  its  den  at  the  sight.  The 
guard  put  a  sword  and  buckler  into  the  hands  of  the 
Christian,  and  he  was  left  alone.  He  drew  the  man- 
tle from  his  face,  and  bent  a  slow  and  firm  look  round 
the  amphitheatre.  His  fine  countenance  and  lofty 
bearing  raised  a  universal  sound  of  admiration.  He 
might  have  stood  for  an  Apollo  encountering  the  Python. 
His  eye  at  last  turned  on  mine.  Could  I  believe  my 
senses  ?  Constantius  was  before  me  ! 

All  my  rancor  vanished.  An  hour  past,  I  could  have 
struck  the  betrayer  to  the  heart.  I  could  have  called 
on  the  severest  vengeance  of  man  and  heaven  to  smite 
the  destroyer  of  my  child.  But  to  see  him  hopelessly 
doomed  :  the  man  whom  I  had  honored  for  his  noble 
qualities — whom  I  had  even  loved — whose  crime  was  at 
worst  but  the  crime  of  giving  way  to  the  strongest 
temptation  that  can  bewilder  the  heart  of  man  ;  to  see 
this  noble  creature  flung  to  the  savage  beast,  dying  in 
tortures,  torn  piecemeal  before  my  eyes — and  this  mis- 
ery wrought  by  me ! — I  would  have  obtested  earth  and 
heaven  to  save  him.  But  my  tongue  cleaved  to  the 
roof  of  my  mouth  ;  my  limbs  refused  to  stir.  I  would 
have  thrown  myself  at  the  feet  of  Nero :  but  I  sat  like 
a  man  of  stone,  pale,  paralyzed  ;  the  beating  of  my  pul- 
ses stopped — my  eyes  alone  alive. 

The  gate  of  the  den  was  thrown  back,  and  the  lion 
rushed  in  with  a  roar,  and  a  bound  that  bore  him  half 
across  the  arena.  I  saw  the  sword  glitter  in  the  air  ; 
when  it  waved  again,  it  was  covered  with  blood.  A  howl 
told  that  the  blow  had  been  driven  home.  The  lion, 
one  of  the  largest  from  Numidia,  and  made  furious  by 
thirst  and  hunger — an  animal  of  prodigious  power — 
couched  for  an  instance  as  if  to  make  sure  of  his  prey, 
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crept  a  few  paces  onward,  and  sprang  at  the  victim's 
throat.  He  was  met  by  a  second  wound  ;  but  his  im- 
pulse was  irresistible,  and  Constantius  was  flung  upon 
the  ground.  A  cry  of  natural  horror  rang  round  the 
amphitheatre.  The  struggle  was  now  for  instant  life  or 
death.  They  rolled  over  each  other  ;  the  lion  reared  on 
its  hind  feet,  and  with  gnashing  teeth  and  distended 
talons,  plunged  on  the  man  ;  again  they  rose  together. 
Anxiety  was  now  at  its  wildest  height.  The  sword 
swung  round  the  champion's  head  in  bloody  circles. 
They  fell  again,  covered  with  gore  and  dust.  The  hand 
of  Constantius  had  grasped  the  lion's  mane,  and  the 
furious  bounds  of  the  monster  could  not  loose  the  hold  ; 
but  his  strength  was  evidently  giving  way.  He  still 
struck  terrible  blows,  but  each  was  weaker  than  the  one 
before  ;  till,  collecting  his  whole  force  for  a  last  effort, 
he  darted  one  mighty  blow  into  the  lion's  throat,  and 
sank.  The  savage  yelled,  and  spouting  out  blood,  fled 
howling  round  the  arena.  But  the  hand  still  grasped 
the  mane — and  his  conqueror  was  dragged  whirling 
through  the  dust  at  his  heels.  A  universal  outcry  now 
arose  to  save  him,  if  he  were  not  already  dead.  But  the 
lion,  though  bleeding  from  every  vein,  was  still  too  ter- 
rible, and  all  shrank  from  the  hazard.  At  length  the 
grasp  gave  way,  and  the  body  lay  motionless  upon  the 
ground. 

What  happened  for  some  moments  after,  I  know  not. 
There  was  a  struggle  at  the  portal ;  a  female  forced  her 
way  through  the  guards,  rushed  in  alone,  and  flung  herself 
upon  the  victim.  The  sight  of  a  new  prey  roused  the 
lion ;  he  tore  the  ground  with  his  talons  ;  he  lashed  his 
streaming  sides  with  his  tail ;  he  lifted  up  his  mane, 
and  bared  his  fangs.  But  his  approach  was  no  longer 
with  a  bound  ;  he  dreaded  the  sword,  and  came  snuffing 
the  blood  on  the  sand,  and  stealing  round  the  body  in 
circles  still  diminishing. 

The  confusion  in  the  vast  assemblage  was  now  ex- 
treme. Voices  innumerable  called  for  aid.  Women 
screamed  and  fainted  ;  men  burst  out  into  indignant 
clamors  at  this  prolonged  cruelty.  Even  the  hard 
hearts  of  the  populace,  accustomed  as  they  were  to  the 
sacrifice  of  life,  were  roused  to  honest  curses.  The 
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guards  grasped  their  arms,  and  waited  but  for  a  sign 
from  the  Emperor.  But  Nero  gave  no  sign. 

I  looked  upon  the  woman's  face.  It  was  that  of 
Salome  !  I  sprang  upon  my  feet  ;  I  called  on  her  name  ; 
I  implored  her  by  every  feeling  of  nature  to  fly  from 
that  place  of  death ;  to  come  to  my  arms  ;  to  think  of 
the  agonies  of  all  that  loved  her.  She  had  raised  the 
head  of  Constantius  on  her  knee,  and  was  wiping  the 
pale  visage  with  her  hair.  At  the  sound  of  my  voice 
she  looked  up,  and  calmly  casting  back  the  locks  from 
her  forehead,  fixed  her  gaze  upon  me.  She  still  knelt ; 
one  hand  supported  the  head,  with  the  other  she 
pointed  to  it,  as  her  only  answer.  I  again  adjured  her. 
There  was  the  silence  of  death  among  the  thousands 
around  me.  A  fire  flashed  into  her  eye  ;  her  cheek 
burned.  She  waved  her  hand  with  an  air  of  superb 
sorrow. 

"  I  am  come  to  die,"  she  uttered  in  a  lofty  tone. 
"  This  bleeding  body  was  my  husband.  I  have  no 
father.  The  world  contains  to  me  but  this  clay  in  my 
arms.  Yet,"  and  she  kissed  the  ashy  lips  before  her, 
"  yet,  my  Constantius,  it  was  to  save  that  father,  that 
your  generous  heart  defied  the  peril  of  this  hour.  It 
was  to  redeem  him  from  the  hand  of  evil,  that  you 
abandoned  our  quiet  home  !  Yes,  cruel  father,  here 
lies  the  noble  being  that  threw  open  your  dungeon  ; 
that  led  you  safe  through  conflagration  ;  that  to  the  last 
moment  of  his  liberty  only  thought  how  he  might  pre- 
serve and  protect  you."  Tears  at  length  fell  in  floods 
from  her  eyes.  "  But,"  said  she,  in  a  tone  of  wild 
power,  "  he  was  betrayed  ;  and  may  the  power  whose 
thunders  avenge  the  cause  of  his  people  pour  down  just 
retribution  upon  the  head  that  dared — 

I  heard  my  own  condemnation  about  to  be  pro- 
nounced by  the  lips  of  my  child.  Wound  up  to  the  last 
degree  of  suffering,  I  tore  my  hair,  leapt  on  the  bars 
before  me,  and  plunged  into  the  arena  by  her  side. 
The  height  stunned  me  ;  I  tottered  forward  a  few  paces 
and  fell.  The  lion  gave  a  roar,  and  sprang  upon  me.  I 
lay  helpless  under  him  ;  I  felt  his  fiery  breath  ;  I  saw 
his  lurid  eye  glaring  ;  I  heard  the  gnashing  of  his  white 
fangs  above  me. — An  exulting  shout  arose.  I  saw  him 
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reel  as  if  struck  ;  gore  filled  his  jaws.  Another  mighty 
blow  was  driven  to  his  heart.  He  sprang  high  in  the 
air  with  a  howl  :  he  dropped  ;  he  was  dead.  The  am- 
phitheatre thundered  with  acclamation. 

With  Salome  clinging  to  my  bosom,  Constantius 
raised  me  from  the  ground.  The  roar  of  the  lion  had 
roused  him  from  his  swoon,  and  two  blows  saved  me. 
The  falchion  was  broken  in  the  heart  of  the  monster. 

The  whole  multitude  stood  up,  supplicating  for  our 
lives  in  the  name  of  filial  piety  and  heroism.  Nero, 
devil  as  he  was,  dared  not  resist  the  strength  of  the 
popular  feeling.  He  waved  a  signal  to  the  guards ; 
the  portal  was  opened  ;  and  my  children,  sustaining  my 
feeble  steps,  and  showered  with  garlands  and  ornaments 
from  innumerable  hands,  slowly  led  me  from  the  arena. 
—Salathiel,  Chap.  XX. 

JACOB'S  DREAM. 
[A  Painting  by  Washington  Allston,~\ 

The  sun  was  sinking  on  the  mountain  zone 
That  guards  thy  vales  of  beauty,  Palestine  ! 

And  lovely  from  the  desert  rose  the  moon, 
Yet  lingering  on  the  horizon's  purple  line, 
Like  a  pure  spirit  o'er  its  earthly  shrine. 

Up  Padan-aram's  height  abrupt  and  bare 
A  pilgrim  toiled,  and  oft  on  day's  decline 

Looked  pale,  then  paused  for  eve's  delicious  air  :—- 

The  summit  gained,  he  knelt  and  breathed  his  evening 
prayer. 

He  spread  his  cloak  and  slumbered.     Darkness  fell 
Upon  the  twilight  hills  :  a  sudden  sound 

Of  silver  trumpets  o'er  him  seemed  to  swell ; 
Clouds  heavy  with  the  tempests  gathered  round 
Yet  was  the  whirlwind  in  its  caverns  bound ; 

Still  deeper  rolled  the  darkness  from  on  high, 
Gigantic  volume  upon  volume  wound  : 

Above,  a  pillar  shooting  to  the  sky  ; 

Below,  a  mighty  sea,  that  spread  incessantly 
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Voices  are  heard — a  choir  of  golden  strings, 

Low  winds  whose  breath  is  loaded  with  the  rose ; 
Then  chariot  wheels — the  nearer  rush  of  wings  ; 

Pale  lightning  round  the  dark  pavilion  glows  ; 

It  thunders  : — the  resplendent  gates  unclose. 
Far  as  the  eye  can  glance,  on  height  o'er  height, 

Rise  fiery  waving  wings,  and  star-crowned  brows, 
Millions  on  millions,  brighter  and  more  bright, 
Till  all  is  lost  in  one  supreme,  unmingled  light. 

But,  two  beside  the  sleeping  Pilgrim  stand, 

Like  Cherub  Kings,  with  lifted,  mighty  plume, 
Fixed,  sun-bright  eyes,  and  looks  of  high  command. 

They  tell  the  Patriarch  of  his  glorious  doom  ; 

Father  of  countless  myriads  that  shall  come, 
Sweeping  the  land  like  billows  of  the  sea  ; 

Bright  as  the  stars  of  heaven  from  twilight's  gloom, 
Till  He  is  given,  whom  angels  long  to  see  ; 
And  Israel's  splendid  line  is  crowned  with  Deity. 


CROLY,  MRS.  JANE  CUNNINGHAM,  better 
known  as  "  Jenny  June,"  a  noted  American  writer 
and  journalist,  advocate  of  the  social  advance- 
ment of  women,  and  founder  of  Sorosis,  the  first 
woman's  club  in  America — organized  in  New  York 
City  in  1868 — was  born  at  Market  Harborough, 
England,  December  19,  1831,  and  came  to  this 
country  at  the  age  of  ten.  Died  in  New  York 
City,  December  23,  1901.  She  called  together 
the  Woman's  Congress  in  New  York  in  1856.  In 
1857  sne  married  David  Goodman  Croly,  a  New 
York  journalist.  In  1860  she  became  editor  of 
Demoresfs  Mirror  of  Fashion,  a  position  she  held 
for  many  years.  She  was  the  inventor  of  the  sys- 
tem of  manifold  newspaper  correspondence.  She 
was  president  of  Sorosis  for  fourteen  years.  She 
has  been  editorially  connected  with  many  quar- 
terly, monthly,  weekly,  and  daily  publications; 
and  is  author  of  Talks  on  Women  s  Topics  (1869); 
For  Better  or  Wcrse  (1875) ;  Cookery-Book  for  Young 
Housekeepers',  Knitters  and  Crochet ;  Letters  and 
Monograms  (i%%$). 

DIVORCE. 

Marriage  should  be  practically  indissoluble ;  if  it  is 
not,  it  is  not  marriage,  and  has  no  force,  no  sacredness, 
no  value.  Instead  of  creating  the  family,  which  is  the 
foundation  of  society  and  good  government,  it  creates 
tribes  of  wandering,  nomadic  existences,  bound  together 
by  no  law  of  duty,  acknowledging  no  obligation,  held  by 
no  tender  cords  of  association,  sympathy,  or  compan- 
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ionship.  To  reorganize  society  on  such  a  basis  would  be 
to  return  to  the  Fetichistic  condition  of  the  human  race, 
to  voluntarily  relinquish  all  that  has  been  gained  of 
general  moral  and  social  elevation.  Goethe  says,  "  Mar- 
riage is  the  beginning  and  end  of  all  culture,  and  must 
be  indissoluble,  because  it  brings  so  much  happiness, 
that  what  small  exceptional  unhappiness  it  may  bring 
counts  for  nothing  in  the  balance.  And  what  do  men 
mean  by  talking  of  unhappiness  ?  Impatience  it  is, 
which  from  time  to  time  comes  over  them,  and  then  they 
fancy  themselves  unhappy.  Let  them  wait  till  the  mo- 
ment has  gone  by,  and  then  they  will  bless  their  good 
fortune  that  what  has  stood  so  long  continues  standing. 
There  never  can  be  any  adequate  ground  for  separa- 
tion." 

This  last  expression,  which,  with  the  rest,  Goethe  has 
put  in  the  mouth  of  a  good  man,  is  perhaps  too  strong  ; 
the  law  which  binds  should  have  power  to  unloose,  or 
at  least  protect  from  consequences  dangerous  to  the  in- 
dividual, disastrous  to  society. 

"  Free  divorce  "  would  destroy  marriage  ;  but  com- 
pulsory divorce — in  other  words,  divorce  insisted  upon 
and  maintained  by  law  when  habitual  drunkenness  or 
other  criminal  habits  render  man  or  woman  brutal, 
dangerous,  and  unfit  to  undertake  the  parentage  of 
children — would  be  one  of  the  best  safeguards  of  mar- 
riage. The  flippancy  which  sneers  at  or  ridicules  the 
holiest  ties  may  profess  to  see  in  this  an  inducement  to 
drunkenness,  in  order  to  become  released  from  the  mar- 
riage bond.  But  the  lips  that  would  utter  such  a  senti- 
ment would  know  that  it  was  not  true.  There  are  none 
to  whom  it  is  more  important,  none  who  feel  that  it  is 
so,  more  than  the  very  poor,  to  whom  it  is  the  link  that 
unites  them  with  their  kind,  that  makes  them  sharers 
in  the  common  humanity.  If  the  very  poor  were  not 
husbands  and  wives,  fathers  and  mothers,  they  would 
be  brutes,  with  hardly  a  thought,  a  feeling,  or  habit,  in 
common  with  the  rest  of  the  world. 

The  knowledge  that  the  law  took  cognizance  of  the 
loss  of  individual  character  and  self-respect,  and  inter- 
fered summarily  to  protect  individuals  and  society  from 
dangers  and  additional  burdens,  would  exercise  an  in- 
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calculable  influence  in  deterring  men  and  women  from 
the  excessive  indulgence  of  their  appetites  and  pas- 
sions. 

The  one  cause  for  which  divorces  are  principally 
granted  is  a  matter  which  is  even  now  settled  mainly 
by  the  parties  themselves,  the  action  for  damages  re- 
cently entered  by  a  contestant  in  a  celebrated  case  be- 
ing almost  the  first  in  which  such  an  appeal  has  been 
made  to  the  laws  in  this  country. 

Under  a  system  which  gives  a  wife  no  right  in  the 
income  or  accumulated  property  until  after  her  hus- 
band's death,  a  woman  cannot  apply  for  a  divorce  be- 
cause she  has  no  money — because  marriage  has  de- 
prived her  of  her  means  of  maintenance,  and  given  her 
children,  whom  she  is  bound  to  take  care  of.  Its  pro- 
tection, therefore,  and  championship  of  her  rights,  is 
the  merest  pretence,  as  is  proved  by  the  fact  that  to  one 
who  appeals  to  the  law,  ten  patiently  sit  down  and  en- 
dure their  woes. 

It  is  here,  however,  in  America,  where  human  rights 
are  professedly  held  sacred,  where  social  conditions 
are  more  favorable  than  elsewhere  to  the  highest  form 
of  social  morality,  that  marriage  should  be  placed  upon 
an  authoritative  and  universally  acknowledged  basis. 
It  is  the  extreme  of  childishness  and  folly  to  make  a 
law  for  one  State,  touching  so  important  a  matter  as 
this,  which  underlies  all  social  and  govermental  life,  to 
be  set  aside  by  simply  stepping  over  the  boundaries  into 
another  State.  This  purely  human  interest  is  above 
sect  or  party,  and  should  be  treated  from  the  broad 
stand-point  of  a  universal  humanity. 


CROSBY,  HOWARD,  an  American  clergyman 
and  religious  writer,  born  in  New  York,  February 
27,  1826;  died,  March  29,  1891.  A  graduate  of 
the  University  of  New  York,  he  became  Professor 
of  Greek  in  that  institution  in  1851,  and  in  1859 
was  appointed  to  the  same  chair  in  Rutgers  Col- 
lege. His  first  pastorate  was  at  New  Brunswick, 
N.  J.,  and  in  1863  he  became  pastor  of  a  Presby- 
terian Church  in  New  York,  and  in  1870  was 
chosen  Chancellor  of  the  University  of  that  city. 
He  was  a  member  of  the  American  committee  for 
the  revision  of  the  New  Testament.  He  was  one 
of  the  prime  movers  in  the  organization  in  1877 
of  the  Society  for  the  Prevention  of  Crime,  of 
which  he  became  president.  Among  his  many 
works  are  The  Lands  of  the  Moslem  (1850)  ;  A  Bible 
Manual  (1870)  ;  Jesus,  his  Life  and  Works,  as  Nar- 
rated by  the  Four  Evangelists  (1870);  The  Healthy 
Christian  (1872) ;  Thoughts  on  the  Decalogue  (1873); 
The  Christian  Preacher  (1880)  ;  True  Humanity  of 
Christ  (1881);  Bible  View  of  the  Jeivish  Church 
(1888);  The  Seven  Churches  of  Asia  (1890);  Sermons 
(1891). 

THE    PREACHER    OF    THE    DESERT. 

At  length  the  time  arrived  for  the  Nazarite  to  begin 

his  public  work.  His  old  parents  were,  it  is  likely,  dead  ; 

and  without  immediate  relatives  or  social  ties  to  bind 

him,  he  is  led  by  the  Spirit  of  God  to  summon  the  people 
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to  the  limestone  wastes  that  incline,  full  of  fissures, 
crags,  and  ravines,  from  the  cultivated  highlands  of 
Judea  to  the  Dead  Sea,  and  there  to  proclaim  to  them 
the  speedy  coming  of  the  Messiah.  It  was  this  preach- 
ing of  John  which  excited  the  whole  nation.  The  people, 
weary  of  the  Roman  yoke,  were  ready  to  listen  to  the 
story  of  a  deliverer  ;  and  a  strange  mingling  of  religious 
and  patriotic  interests  led  them  out  in  multitudes  to  the 
wilderness  to  hear  the  eloquent  Nazarite.  John's  very 
appearance  would  suggest  Elijah  to  the  crowds  of  Israel. 
As  we  have  an  ideal  figure  of  Napoleon  or  of  Washing- 
ton, so  there  was  a  conventional  figure  of  Elijah  among 
the  Jews.  The  garment  of  coarse  hair  and  the  girdle  of 
leather  were  the  distinctive  features  of  this  ideal.  The 
rugged  appearance  of  the  unshorn  prophet  was  appro- 
priate to  the  bleak  rocks  of  conies  and  wild  goats, 
among  which  he  lifted  up  his  voice  of  promise  and 
warning,  and  his  mode  of  life  was  conformed  to  the 
general  wilderness  model.  The  locusts,  which  are  now  a 
favorite  food  of  the  poorer  classes  in  the  East,  and  the 
wild  honey  found  amid  the  crags  of  the  desert,  formed 
the  staple  of  his  daily  sustenance. 

His  manner  of  life  and  his  personal  appearance  com- 
bined to  impress  the  mind:  of  the  people,  and  to  deepen 
the  effect  of  his  preaching.  This  preaching  had  two 
sides  :  the  one  to  announce  the  near  coming  of  the  long- 
expected  Messiah,  the  other  to  demand  of  the  people  a 
new  personal  life  of  godliness  as  the  only  due  prepara 
tion  for  his  coming,  by  which  they  could  alone  appre- 
ciate his  character,  and  receive  the  benefits  of  his  ap- 
pearance. It  was  no  ceremonial  cleanness  that  John 
inculcated,  nor  was  it  any  mere  betterment  of  the  out- 
ward life.  His  preaching  sought  the  inmost  citadel  of 
the  heart,  and  demanded  a  change  there  radical  and 
eternal.  A  change  of  the  soul's  purpose  was  insisted 
on  as  necessary  in  order  to  see  the  glory  of  the  king- 
dom of  God.  This  was  the  burden  of  those  ener- 
getic harangues  which  shook  all  Judea,  and  which  are 
condensed  into  the  formula,  "  Repent,  for  the  kingdom 
of  heaven  is  at  hand."  In  this  preaching,  John  was 
conscious  of  his  authoritative  position.  He  pointed  to 
Isaiah's  prophecy,  and  declared  himself  to  be  the  voice 
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in  the  wilderness  that  was  there  predicted.  Conviction 
fastened  upon  the  Jewish  mind  ;  and  as  the  multitudes 
publicly  confessed  their  sins  under  the  arousing  words 
of  John,  he  led  them  down  to  the  Jordan  valley,  and 
there,  in  an  eddy  of  that  swift  stream,  he  applied  to 
them  an  outward  emblem  of  purification,  with  which  the 
nation  was  perfectly  familiar  in  the  many  washings  from 
ceremonial  defilement  which  marked  the  Jewish  ritual. 
It  was  an  outward  sign  of  the  purity  they  professed  to 
lay  hold  of  in  turning  to  God,  and  would,  in  the  Oriental 
mind,  serve  to  deepen  the  impression  of  the  truth  illus- 
trated, as  well  as  strengthen  the  life  by  an  act  of  open 
committal.  John  was  careful  to  insist,  before  his  dis- 
ciples and  the  multitude,  upon  the  merely  symbolic 
character  of  his  baptism.  "  I,  indeed,"  he  said,  "  baptize 
you  with  water  with  regard  to  your  renewed  life  ;  but 
He  that  cometh  after  me  is  mightier  than  I,  whose  shoes 
I  am  not  worthy  to  bear,  and  the  latchet  of  Whose  shoes  1 
am  not  worthy  to  stoop  down  and  unloose  ;  He  shah 
baptize  you  with  the  Holy  Ghost  and  with  fire."  .  .  . 
Such  a  preaching  and  baptism  from  so  remarkable  ^ 
man  agitated  the  whole  land.  The  work  of  John  was 
accomplished.  He  turned  many  of  the  children  ot 
Israel  to  the  Lord  their  God,  and,  with  the  spirit  and 
power  of  Eliiah.  he  turned  the  hearts  of  the  people  from 
selfishness  to  domestic  and  social  virtues,  and  thus 
made  ready  the  way  for  the  Messiah. — Jesus :  his  Life 
2nd  Work. 


CROWE,  CATHARINE  ANN,  an  English  writer, 
was  born  at  Borough  Green,  Kent,  about  1800: 
died  in  1876.  Her  maiden  name  was  Stevens. 
She  appears  to  have  resided  principally  in  Ed- 
inburgh ;  and  in  her  tract  on  Spiritualism  she 
speaks  of  herself  as  having  been  a  disciple  of 
George  Combe.  Her  first  literary  work  was  a 
tragedy,  Aristodemus  (1838),  published  anony- 
mously; then  followed  Manorial  Rights  (1839),  a 
novel ;  and  Susan  Hopley  (1841),  her  most  success- 
ful work  of  fiction.  The  Vestiges  of  Creation  was 
pronounced  by  certain  critics  to  be  the  work  of  a 
woman ;  and  when  the  public  said  she  wrote  it 
she  let  them  say  so.  She  was  at  that  time  (1844), 
however,  engaged  in  translating  KernersSeeressof 
Prevorst,  and  in  preparing  her  Night  Side  of  Nature  ; 
which  appeared,  respectively,  in  1845  aud  1848  ; 
and  of  which  the  former  is  one  of  the  best  collec- 
tions of  supernatural  stories  in  our  language,  the 
energy  of  the  writer's  own  belief  lending  anima- 
tion to  her  narrative.  Then  appeared  her  Lilly 
Dawson(l&4f) ;  Adventures  of  a  Beauty  (1^2) ;  LigJit 
and  Darkness  (1852)  ;  Linny  Lockwood '(1854)  ;  a  trag- 
edy entitled  The  Cruel  Kindness  (1853);  and  an 
abridged  Uncle  Toms  Cabin  for  children.  She  also 
contributed  very  effective  stories  to  periodicals. 
In  1859  sne  published  Spiritualism  and  the  Age  We 
Live  In.  This  book  only  slightly  referred  to  the 
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subjects  of  its  title,  and  evinced  a  morbid  and 
desponding  turn  of  mind.  She  soon  became  vio- 
lently insane;  and  after  her  recovery  she  wrote 
very  little. 

Dr.  Garnett,  writing  for  Stephen's  National  Biog- 
raphy, says  :  "  Mrs.  Crowe  will  probably  best  be  re- 
membered by  her  Nig/it  Side  of  Nature ;  but  her 
novels  are  by  no  means  devoid  of  merit.  They  are  a 
curious  and  not  unpleasing  mixture  of  imagination 
and  matter  of  fact.  The  ingenuity  of  the  plot  and 
the  romantic  nature  of  the  incidents  contrast  forci- 
bly with  the  prosaic  character  of  the  personages 
and  the  unimpassioned  homeliness  of  the  diction. 
Curiosity  and  sympathy  are  deeply  excited,  and 
much  skill  is  shown  in  maintaining  the  interest  to 
the  last." 

AN    OPPORTUNE   ESCAPE. 

We  will  not  attempt  to  depict  poor  Lilly's  terror  and 
amazement  whilst,  crouching  beneath  the  hedge  within 
three  yards  of  the  speakers,  afraid  to  breathe  lest  they 
should  discover  her,  she  listened  to  this  conversation. 
She  was  actually  paralyzed  with  fear  ;  and  for  some  time 
after  they  had  passed  on  she  remained  as  motionless  as 
if  she  had  been  turned  into  stone.  It  was  not  till  the 
echo  of  their  voices  had  long  died  away  that  she  vent- 
ured to  creep  out  of  her  hiding-place,  and  take  a  side- 
peep  at  the  gate,  where  she  almost  feared  she  should 
still  see  them  standing.  But  the  faint  beams  of  the 
waning  moon  showing  her  that  there  was  no  one  there, 
she  ventured,  with  as  little  noise  as  possible,  to  rise  to 
her  feet  ;  and,  after  cautiously  listening,  for  the  pur- 
pose of  making  sure  that  her  enemies  were  not  return- 
ing, she  climbed  over  the  wicket  again  into  the  road. 
All  she  thought  of  was  immediate  escape  ;  and,  without 
considering  where  she  was  to  go,  or  reflecting  on  the 
probable  consequences  of  setting  out  alone,  in  the  mid- 
dle of  the  night,  on  a  journey  which  might  conduct  her 
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to  greater  perils  than  those  she  was  fljing  from,  she 
took  to  her  heels  and  ran  along  the  road  in  an  opposite 
direction  to  the  town  till  she  Tva's  fairly  out  of  breath 
and  obliged  to  relax  her  speed  for  the  want  of  it. 

The  night  was  very  fine,  and  it  was  not  long  before 
the  forlorn  traveller  was  cheered  by  the  dawn  of  the 
morning,  and  then  she  could  venture  to  sit  down  by  the 
wayside  to  take  a  little  rest.  But  the  voices  or  some 
men  approaching  started  her  to  her  feet ;  for  she  could 
not  divest  herself  of  the  apprehension  of  being  pursued, 
and  she  fled  forward  again,  with  somewhat  of  her  former 
speed,  till  she  reached  a  village  ;  and  as  she  was  very 
hungry  and  had  plenty  of  money  in  her  pocket,  she 
would  have  very  gladly  purchased  some  food  ;  but  the 
shops  were  not  yet  opened  ;  and,  afraid,  to  linger,  she 
walked  through.  And  now  the  early  travellers  and  the 
laborers  in  the  fields  began  to  be  afoot,  and  ever  and 
anon  she  was  saluted  by  the  observation  that  it  was  a 
fine  morning,  or  with  a  rustic  compliment  upon  her 
early  rising ;  and  thus  she  proceeded  without  any  par- 
ticular adventure,  till,  exhausted  by  hunger  and  fatigue, 
she  seated  herself  on  a  low  stone  post,  which  stood  at 
the  gate  of  a  neat  little  villa,  enclosed  in  a  garden. 
She  had  sat  there  about  half  an  hour,  with  somewhat 
of  the  feelings  of  a  hunted  hare,  alarmed  at  every  foot 
she  heard  approaching  from  the  west,  and  so  confused 
and  perplexed  with  the  strangeness  of  her  situation, 
that  she  was  entirely  incapable  of  determining  on  any 
step  that  might  diminish  her  difficulties,  when  she 
heard,  first,  the  door  of  the  house,  and  next  the  gate, 
unlocked  behind  her ;  and  presently  a  man  came  outf 
bearing  in  his  hands  a  small  trunk  and  a  large  blue 
bandbox,  which  he  set  down  on  the  pathway,  and  then 
retreated  into  the  house,  leaving  the  gate  ajar.  On  the 
trunk  were  the  letters  A.  T.  in  brass  nails,  and  on  the 
bandbox  was  inscribed  "Mrs.  Treadgold,  passenger." 
Presently  the  man  came  out  again  and  looked  down 
the  road,  as  if  expecting  something.  Then  he  looked 
at  Lilly,  and  seemed  about  to  address  her ;  when  a 
voice  within,  calling  "James  !  "  caused  him  suddenly  to 
re-enter  the  gate.  A  third  time  he  made  his  appear- 
ance ;  and  now,  after  listening  for  a  moment,  Lilly 
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heard  him  say,  "I  think  she's  coming  now !  "  and  then, 
turning  toward  her,  where  she  was  still  sitting  on  the 
post,  he  added,  "  You're  waiting  for  her,  too,  I  suppose." 

*  Sir?"  said  Lilly,  not  understanding  what  he  meant. 

"James,"  cried  a  voice  from  within,  "isn't  that  the 
coach  ? " 

"Yes,  ma'am  ;  she's  coming  up  now," answered  James, 
re-entering  the  gate  ;  out  of  which  he  presently  issued 
again,  accompanied  by  a  lady  ;  upon  whose  appearance 
Lilly  rose  from  her  seat,  and  at  the  same  moment  the 
coach  swept  round  a  curve  in  the  road,  and  dashed  up 
to  the  gate.  In  a  moment,  the  coachman  was  off  his 
box,  arranging  the  luggage  in  the  boot,  whilst  James 
opened  the  coach-door,  and  handed  in  the  lady. 

"  Now,  my  dear,"  said  the  coachman,  taking  hold  of 
Lilly's  arm,  and  drawing  her  to  the  coach,  "Come, 
come,  don't  be  frightened — put  your  foot  there — the 
other  there — that's  right ! "  and,  before  she  knew  where 
she  was,  Lilly  found  herself  at  the  top  of  the  London 
coach,  spanking  away  at  the  rate  of  ten  miles  an  hour. 
— Lilly  Dawson. 

PROPHETIC   DREAMS. 

A  farmer  in  Worcestershire  dreampt  that  his  little 
boy  of  twelve  years  old  had  fallen  from  the  wagon  and 
was  killed.  The  dream  recurred  three  times  in  one 
night ;  but,  unwilling  to  yield  to  superstitious  fears,  he 
allowed  the  child  to  accompany  the  wagoner  to  Kidder- 
minster fair.  The  driver  was  very  fond  of  the  boy,  and 
he  felt  assured  would  take  care  of  him  ;  but  having  oc- 
casion to  go  a  little  out  of  the  road  to  leave  a  parcel, 
the  man  bade  the  child  walk  on  with  the  wagon,  and  he 
would  meet  him  at  a  certain  spot.  On  arriving  there,  the 
horses  were  coming  quietly  forward,  but  the  boy  was 
not  with  them ;  and  on  retracing  the  road,  he  was 
found  dead,  having,  apparently,  fallen  from  the  shafts 
and  been  crushed  by  the  wheels. 

A  gentleman  who  resided  near  one  of  the  Scottish 
lakes  dreampt  that  he  saw  a  number  of  persons  sur- 
rounding a  body  which  had  just  been  drawn  out  of 
the  water.  On  approaching  the  spot,  he  perceives  that 
it  is  himself,  and  the  assistants  are  his  own  friends  and 
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retainers.  Alarmed  at  the  life-like  reality  of  the  vision, 
he  resolved  to  elude  the  threatened  destiny  by  never 
venturing  on  the  lake  again.  On  one  occasion,  how- 
ever, it  became  quite  indispensable  that  he  should  do 
so  ;  and,  as  the  day  was  quite  calm,  he  yielded  to  the 
necessity,  on  condition  that  he  should  be  put  ashore  at 
once  on  the  opposite  side,  whilst  the  rest  of  the  party 
proceeded  to  their  destination,  where  he  would  meet 
them.  This  was  accordingly  done  ;  the  boat  skimmed 
gayly  over  the  smooth  waters,  and  arrived  safely  at  the 
rendezvous,  the  gentlemen  laughing  at  the  superstition 
of  their  companion,  whilst  he  stood  smiling  on  the  bank 
to  receive  them.  But  alas  !  the  fates  were  inexorable  ; 
the  little  promontory  that  supported  him  had  been  un- 
dermined by  the  water ;  it  gave  way  beneath  his  feet, 
and  life  was  extinct  before  he  could  be  rescued  from 
the  waves. — The  Night  Side  of  Nature. 


CRUDEN,  ALEXANDER,  author  oi  the  Bible 
Concordance,  was  born  at  Aberdeen,  Scotland, 
May  31,  1701  ;  died  at  Islington,  London,  Novem- 
ber i,  1770.  He  was  educated  at  the  Aberdeen 
Grammar  School  and  at  Marischal  College,  where 
he  took  the  degree  of  M.  A.  It  was  his  inten- 
tion to  enter  the  Church,  but  before  he  had  finished 
his  studies  for  this  purpose  he  became  insane,  and 
for  a  time  was  in  confinement.  After  his  release 
he  left  Aberdeen  and  went  to  London,  where,  for 
a  number  of  years,  he  was  engaged  as  a  tutor. 
In  1732  he  opened  a  bookseller's  store,  and  soon 
after  began  work  on  the  Concordance.  The  first 
edition  of  this  appeared  in  1737.  This  was  dedi- 
cated to  Queen  Caroline  and  was  presented  to 
her  November  3d,  but  she  died  a  few  days  later, 
and  he  never  received  the  acknowledgment  he 
had  reason  to  expect  Between  the  publication 
of  the  first  and  second  editions  (1761)  he  was 
twice  confined  in  an  asylum.  He  published  a 
third  edition  in  1769,  shortly  before  his  death. 
He  died  suddenly  at  his  lodgings,  and  when  found 
was  on  his  knees,  as  if  in  prayer.  Besides  the 
Concordance  he  prepared  a  number  of  other  works, 
among  them  a  Brief  Compendium  of  the  Bible.  His 
Concordance,  "  a  laborious,  comprehensive,  and  ac- 
curate work,"  has  been  invaluable  to  Bible  stu- 
dents. 

(i55) 


I56  ALEXANDER   CRUDER 


TO  GEORGE  THE  THIRD. 
SIRE  : 

This  CONCORDANCE  was  begun  with  a  design  to  pro- 
mote the  study  and  knowledge  of  the  Holy  Scriptures, 
and  the  method  taken  therein  is  deemed  by  competent 
judges  to  be  the  best  toward  a  complete  Concordance 
that  hath  hitherto  appeared  in  our  language.  It  is  ac- 
knowledged to  be  a  useful  book  to  private  Christians 
who  search  the  Scriptures,  and  to  be  very  necessary  for 
all  the  Preachers  of  the  Gospel.  Therefore,  to  whom 
can  this  new  edition  be  more  properly  offered  than  to 
your  Majesty,  now  in  the  beginning  of  your  reign, 
having  already  manifested  a  great  regard  to  religion, 
and  an  earnest  concern  for  promoting  it  among  your 
subjects? 

All  other  books  are  of  little  or  no  importance  in  com- 
parison of  the  Holy  Scriptures,  which  are  a  revelation 
from  God,  and  are  given  as  the  only  rule  of  faith  and 
practice.  If  the  kings  of  Israel  were  required  not  only 
"  to  read  the  law  of  Moses  all  the  days  of  their  life,  but 
also  to  write  out  a  copy  of  it  with  their  own  hand,  that 
they  might  learn  to  fear  the  Lord  their  God,  and  keep 
all  the  words  of  His  law,  "  it  may  be  reasonably  ex- 
pected that  Christian  Princes  should  make  the  glorious 
Gospel  of  our  Lord  and  Saviour  Jesus  Christ  their  daily 
study,  that  it  may  become  their  constant  guide  and  rule 
for  the  government  of  their  people,  as  well  as  for  their 
own  salvation. 

It  has  been  often  observed  that  the  most  effectual 
way  to  a  general  external  reformation  is  "  to  make  Re- 
ligion a  step  to  preferment,  and  Irreligion  a  bar  to  it ;  " 
because  example  has  a  more  powerful  influence  over  the 
minds  of  men  than  precept  or  even  than  punishment. 
The  early  declarations  and  strong  resolutions  which 
your  Majesty  was  pleased  to  make  at  your  coming  to 
the  throne,  "  That  you  would  encourage  those  who  are 
religious,  and  discourage  those  that  are  otherwise,"  re- 
joiced the  hearts  of  all  who  earnestly  desire  the  revival 
of  Vital  and  practical  religion,  and  to  see  your  Majesty's 
subjects  a  holy  and  happy  people. 

True  piety  has  been  in  all  ages  accounted  the  truest 
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honor;  for  religion  diffuses  the  greatest  gloiy  around 
a  human  character,  and  sweetens  and  embalms  the 
memory  of  Princes.  A  pious  Prince,  who  has  shown  a 
hearty  concern  for  the  eternal  happiness  of  his  people, 
as  well  as  for  their  present  protection,  will  be  remem- 
bered with  great  esteem  and  honor  ;  for  the  Scripture 
says,  that  "  the  memory  of  the  just  is  blessed."  When 
they  are  spoken  of,  it  is  with  praise  and  commendation 
by  all  good  men.  All  other  accomplishments,  without 
true  grace  and  real  religion,  cannot  make  the  children 
of  men  happy,  who  must  all  die  and  rise  again,  "and  ap- 
pear before  the  judgment-seat  of  Christ,  to  receive  ac- 
cording to  what  they  have  done  in  the  body,  whether 
good  or  bad." 

The  memory  of  Hezekiah,  the  religious  king  of  Judak, 
is  precious  :  he  hath  been  celebrated  in  all  ages  of  the 
Church  for  his  pious  zeal  in  the  reformation  of  his  peo- 
ple at  the  beginning  of  his  reign  ;  for  "  God  honors 
those  who  honor  Him,  and  they  who  despise  Him  shaU 
be  lightly  esteemed."  It  is  said  of  that  pious  King, 
that  "  he  trusted  in  the  Lord  God  of  Israel,  so  that  after 
him  there  was  none  like  him  among  all  the  Kings  of 
Judah,  nor  any  that  were  before  him  :  for  he  clave  to 
the  Lord,  and  departed  not  from  following  him,  but 
kept  His  commandments,  which  the  Lord  commanded 
Moses."  Ifezekiah,  like  your  Majesty,  began  his  reign 
in  his  youth,  yet  his  zeal  for  the  worship  of  God,  and 
for  promoting  religion  among  his  subjects,  carried  him 
through  the  great  difficulties  of  reforming  a  people  who 
had  so  much  degenerated  into  gross  idolatry.  May  the 
great  God  be  the  guide  of  your  life  and  direct  and  pros- 
per you,  that  it  may  be  said  by  the  present  and  future 
ages,  that  KING  GEORGE  THE  THIRD  hath  been  an  HEZ- 
EKIAH  to  our  British  Israel. — From  the  Dedication  of  A 
Complete  Concordance. 


CUDLIP,  ANNIE  HALL  (THOMAS),  an  English 
novelist,  born  at  Aldborough,  Suffolk,  October 
25,  1838.  In  1867  she  was  married  to  the  Rev. 
Fender  Cudlip,  then  curate  of  Yealmpton,  later 
vicar  of  Sparkwell,  Devonshire.  She  was  a  pro- 
lific writer  and  her  novels  obtained  a  wide  popu- 
larity both  in  England  and  the  United  States. 
Her  first  novel,  The  Cross  of  Honor,  was  published 
in  1863.  She  has  since  published  Sir  Victor  s  Choice, 
Denis  Donne,  A  Dangerous  Secret,  The  House  in 
Piccadilly,  and  Philip  Morton  (1864) ;  Barry  O1  Byrne, 
Theo.  Leigh,  and  On  Guard  (1865) ;  Played  Out  and 
Walter  Goring  (1866);  Called  to  Account  (1867) ;  A 
Noble  Aim,  High  Stakes,  and  The  Dower  House 
(1868);  Only  Herself  and  False  Colors  (1869);  The 
Dream  and  the  Waking (\%7<$) ;  A  Passion  in  Tatters 
(1872);  The  Two  Widows,  and  "He  Cometh  Not" 
She  Said  (\%T$)\  No  Alternative  (1874);  A  Narrow 
Escape  and  The  Maskelynes  (1875);  Blotted  Out 
(1876) ;  A  Laggard  in  Love  (1877);  Mrs.  Cardigan, 
A  London  Season,  and  Stray  Sheep  (1879);  Fashions 
Gay  Mart,  County  People,  and  Society's  Verdict 
(1880)  ;  Eyre  of  Blendon  and  Our  Set  (1881)  ;  Alter- 
ton  Towers  (1882);  Maud  Mohun,  and  Playing  for 
High  Stakes. 

CLEVER   MISS   CONWAY. 

A  cleverer  woman  than  Miss  Smith  was  required  to 
defeat  Fanny  Conway,  a  sharper  one  than  Mrs.  PricU 
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ham  to  detect  her  discomfiture.  She  was  kneeling  down 
before  a  large  black  box  full  of  clothes  when  the  board- 
ing-house mistress  came  into  her  room  after  knocking 
and  being  told  to  enter.  Her  dress  was  off,  but  the  fine 
linen,  and  insertion,  and  lace  edging,  and  delicate  em- 
broidery of  the  bodice  rather  staggered  Mrs.  Pridham 
in  the  resolutions  she  had  formed  of  talking  to  Miss 
Conway  as  if  the  latter  were  a  reprehensible  pauper.  A 
young  lady  whose  "fine  linning,"  as  she  termed  it,  was 
so  exquisitely  fine  and  correct  could  not  be  desperately, 
dangerously,  poor  yet. 

"  You'll  excuse  my  intruding  upon  you  again,  Miss 
Conway,  but  I  have  something  unpleasant  to  say." 

Fanny  rose,  and  seated  herself  on  the  side  of  her  bed. 

"What  is  the  matter?"  she  asked  ;  "has  the  Count 
bolted  with  the  spoons,  or  the  Baron  with  Miss  Smith  ? " 

"  Neither,  Miss  Conway.  I  trust,  at  least,  that  they 
are  not  adventurers  ;  but,  to  my  horror,  this  has  been 
found  on  my  virtuous  hearth,  and  it  can  only  belong  to 
you."  And  as  she  wound  up  her  peroration  she  handed 
the  tell-tale  ticket  to  Fanny,  who  took  it  with  the  faint- 
est surprise  and  without  the  faintest  confusion. 

"  A  little  pawn  ticket,  funny  little  thing  ;  well  ?  what 
else?" 

"Miss  Smith  picked  it  up,  and  at  once  concluded,  as 
every  one  else  in  the  house  would,  that  you  have  pawned 
your  bracelet.  Oh  !  Miss  Conway,  this  is  shocking, 
and  you  have  always  led  me  to  believe  that  you  are 
well  off." 

Fanny  Conway  looked  at  her  for  a  moment,  and  then 
threw  her  head  back  and  laughed  merrily  and  long  ; 
presently  she  checked  her  mirth  and  said  : 

"  Dear  old,  amiable  lady  !  so  it  was  the  thought  that 
she  had  found  me  out  in  pawning  and  penury  that  made 
her  want  to  compare  the  emeralds  ?  Well,  I'll  trust  her 
with  the  bracelet  unguarded  by  my  presence,  though  she 
has  tried  to  commit  one  larceny  to-night,  and  filch  my 
good  name.  Here,"  she  continued,  going  to  a  drawer 
and  taking  out  a  bracelet,  a  broad  gold  band  studded 
with  emeralds,  "  take  this  down,  Mrs.  Pridham,  and 
show  them  that  I  wasn't  the  '  Miss  Jones '  (that  was  the 
name  on  the  ticket,  wasn't  it  ?)  who  pledged  a  jewel  that 
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happens  to  read  something  like  the  one  she's  seen  me 
wear.     Let  me  look  at  the  ticket  again,  will  you  ? " 

Mrs.  Pridham,  completely  abashed  by  the  production 
of  the  bracelet,  could  only  apologize  vehemently  for  her 
suspicions.  "But  you  have  the  ticket,  I  think,"  she 
said. 

"  No,  I  haven't,"  Fanny  answered  ;  "  I  gave  it  back  to 
you." 

Mrs.  Pridham  looked  about  a  little,  but  not  finding 
it,  said  it  was  of  no  consequence,  it  would  be  found 
when  Miss  Conway's  room  was  "done"  in  the  morning 
and  Fanny  said,  "Oh  !  yes,  or  if  it  wasn't  it  would  be 
no  matter,  for  it  was  evidently  an  old  ticket."  She  took 
good  care  that  it  should  not  be  found  in  the  morning, 
for  as  soon  as  Mrs.  Pridham  had  descended,  to  triumph- 
antly refute  the  aspersions  on  her  pet  boarder's  charac 
ter,  Fanny  locked  the  little  ticket  carefully  away  in  a 
drawer. 

"  Stupid  old  woman  !  "  she  cried  performing  a  pas  of 
joy  about  the  room,  "/saw  her  pick  it  up,  I  knew  it 
would  be  no  use  to  ask  her  for  it,  but  I  didn't  think  I'd 
have  got  it  into  my  hands  again.  I'd  have  lost  the 
bracelet  rather  than  have  been  found  out.  Ah  !  the 
malicious  old  cat,  she  little  thought  I  had  a  pair  of 
them." — Denis  Donne. 


CUDWORTH,  RALPH,  an  English  philosopher 
and  divine,  born  at  Aller,  Somerset,  in  1617  ;  died 
at  Cambridge,  England,  June  26,  1688.  He  was 
educated  at  Emmanuel  College,  Cambridge,  in 
which  he  came  to  be  Fellow  and  Tutor.  He  was 
one  of  the  chiefs  of  those  who  were  called  "  Lati- 
tudinarians"  in  divinity.  In  1645  he  was  ap- 
pointed Regius  Professor  of  Hebrew,  a  posi- 
tion he  held  for  thirty  years;  and  in  1654  he 
was  elected  Master  of  Christ's  College.  In  1659 
he  engaged  in  discourses  in  defense  of  Christi- 
anity against  Judaism.  He  also  received  from 
time  to  time  several  valuable  preferments  in  the 
Church.  In  consequence  of  his  knowledge  of 
Hebrew  literature  and  antiquities,  he  was  con- 
sulted by  a  committee  of  Parliament  concerning 
a  new  translation  of  the  Bible.  Cudworth's  writ- 
ings are  voluminous.  His  principal  work  is  The 
True  Intellectual  System  of  the  Universe,  in  which, 
as  the  author  claims,  "  all  the  reason  and  philoso- 
phy of  atheism  is  refuted,  and  its  impossibility 
demonstrated."  This  work,  which  first  appeared 
in  1678,  was  republished  in  1743,  1820,  and  1845. 
This  marvellous  book  was  the  work  of  the  au- 
thor's life-time,  and  was  never  really  finished.  It 
was  the  author's  intention  to  publish  it  in  three 
parts  —  the  Treatise  on  Eternal  and  Immutable 
Morality,  published  in  1731,  by  Bishop  Chandler, 
(161) 
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and  a  Discourse  on  Liberty  and  Necessity,  belonging 
to  the  original  work.  As  the  first  chapters  in  the 
book  were  directed  against  the  atheistical  opin- 
ions of  Hobbes,  who  was  then  in  much  favor  at 
court,  Cudworth  experienced  considerable  dif- 
ficulty and  delay  in  getting  his  book  into  print. 
He  was  also  severely  criticised  by  many  orthodox 
Christians  for  the  candid  statement  of  the  views 
of  his  opponents,  which  he  fearlessly  stated  in 
their  most  formidable  form  before  proceeding  to 
dissect. 

Sir  James  Mackintosh  says  of  the  Intellectual 
System :  "  It  is  a  work  of  stupendous  erudition, 
of  much  more  acuteness  than  at  first  appears, 
.  .  .  and  is  distinguished,  perhaps,  beyond  any 
other  volume  of  controversy,  by  that  best  proof 
of  the  deepest  conviction  of  the  truth  of  a  man's 
principles — a  fearless  statement  of  most  formida- 
ble objections  to  them,  a  fairness  rarely  practised 
but  by  him  who  is  conscious  of  his  power  to  an- 
swer them."  Dugald  Stuart  says:  "  The  Intellect- 
ual System  will  forever  remain  a  precious  mine 
of  information  to  those  whose  curiosity  may  lead 
them  to  study  the  spirit  of  the  ancient  theories." 

Several  editions  of  his  Complete  Works  have 
been  published  in  the  United  States. 

GOD,    THOUGH    INCOMPREHENSIBLE,    NOT    INCONCEIVABLE. 

It  doth  not  at  all  follow,  because  God  is  incomprehen- 
sible to  our  finite  and  narrow  understandings,  that  he 
is  utterly  inconceivable  by  them,  so  that  they  cannot 
frame  any  idea  of  Him  at  all,  and  He  may  therefore  be 
concluded  to  be  a  nonentity.  For  it  is  certain  that  we 
cannot  comprehend  ourselves,  and  that  we  have  not  such 
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an  adequate  and  comprehensive  knowledge  of  the  essence 
of  any  substantial  thing  as  that  we  can  perfectly  master 
and  conquer  it.  ...  For  even  body  itself,  which  the 
atheists  think  themselves  so  well  acquainted  with,  be- 
cause they  can  feel  it  with  their  fingers,  and  which  is 
the  only  substance  that  they  acknowledge,  either  in 
themselves  or  in  the  universe,  hath  such  puzzling  diffi- 
culties and  entanglements  in  the  speculation  of  it  that 
they  can  never  be  able  to  extricate  themselves  from. 
We  might  instance,  also,  in  some  accidental  things — as 
time  and  motion.  Truth  is  bigger  than  our  minds,  and 
we  are  not  the  same  with  it,  but  have  a  lower  partici- 
pation only  of  the  intellectual  nature,  and  are  rather 
apprehenders  than  comprehenders  thereof.  This  is,  in- 
deed, one  badge  of  our  creaturely  state,  that  we  have  not 
a  perfectly  comprehensive  knowledge,  or  such  as  is  ade- 
quate and  commensurate  to  the  essences  of  things ; 
from  whence  we  ought  to  be  led  to  this  acknowledg- 
ment, that  there  is  another  Perfect  Mind  or  Under- 
standing Being  above  us  in  the  universe,  from  which 
our  imperfect  minds  were  derived,  and  upon  which 
they  do  depend. 

Wherefore,  if  we  can  have  no  idea  of  conception  or 
anything  whereof  we  have  not  a  full  and  perfect  com- 
prehension, then  can  we  not  have  an  idea  or  conception 
of  the  nature  of  any  substance.  But  though  we  do  not 
comprehend  all  truth  as  if  our  mind  were  above  it  or 
master  of  it,  and  cannot  penetrate  into  and  look  quite 
through  the  nature  of  everything,  yet  may  rational 
souls  frame  certain  ideas  and  conceptions  of  whatsoever 
is  in  the  orb  of  being  proportionate  to  their  own  nature, 
and  sufficient  for  their  purpose.  And  though  we  can- 
not fully  comprehend  the  Deity,  nor  exhaust  the  infi- 
niteness  of  His  perfection,  yet  may  we  have  an  idea 
of  a  Being  absolutely  perfect ;  such  a  one  as  is  nostro 
modulo  conformis,  agreeable  and  proportionate  to  our 
measure  and  scantling ;  as  we  may  approach  near  to  a 
mountain,  and  touch  it  with  our  hands,  though  we  can- 
not encompass  it  all  round,  and  enclasp  it  within  our 
arms.  Whatsoever  is  in  its  own  nature  absolutely  un- 
conceivable is  nothing ;  but  not  whatsoever  is  not 
fully  comprehensible  by  our  imperfect  understandings. 
VOL.  VII.— ii 
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It  is  true,  indeed,  that  the  Deity  is  more  incompre- 
hensible to  us  than  anything  else  whatsoever,  which 
proceeds  from  the  fulness  of  its  being  and  perfection, 
and  from  the  transcendency  of  its  brightness  ;  but  for 
the  very  same  reason  may  it  be  said  also,  in  some  sense, 
that  it  is  more  knowable  and  conceivable  than  anything. 
As  the  sun,  though  by  reason  of  its  excessive  splendor  it 
dazzles  our  weak  sight,  yet  is  it,  notwithstanding,  far  more 
visible,  also,  than  any  of  the  nebulostz  stella — the  small, 
misty  stars.  Where  there  is  more  of  light  there  is  more 
visibility  ;  so,  where  there  is  more  of  entity,  reality,  and 
perfection,  there  is  more  of  conceptibility  and  cognos- 
cibility  ;  such  a  thing  filling  up  the  mind  more,  and 
acting  more  strongly  upon  it.  Nevertheless,  because 
our  weak  and  imperfect  minds  are  lost  in  the  vast  im- 
mensity and  redundancy  of  the  Deity,  and  overcome 
with  its  transcendent  light  and  dazzling  brightness, 
therefore  hath  it  to  us  an  appearance  of  darkness  and 
incomprehensibility  ;  as  the  unbounded  expansion  of 
Jight  in  the  clear,  transparent  ether  hath  to  us  the  ap- 
parition of  an  azure  obscurity  ;  which  yet  is  not  an  ab- 
solute thing  in  itself,  but  only  relative  to  our  sense,  and 
a  mere  fancy  in  us. 

The  incomprehensibility  of  the  Deity  is  so  far  from 
being  an  argument  against  the  reality  of  its  existence 
as  that  is  most  certain,  on  the  contrary,  that  were 
there  nothing  incomprehensible  to  us,  who  are  but  con- 
temptible pieces,  and  small  atoms  of  the  universe  ; 
were  there  no  other  being  in  the  world  but  what  our 
finite  understandings  could  span  or  fathom,  and  encom- 
pass round  about,  look  through  and  through,  have  a 
commanding  view  of,  and  perfectly  conquer  and  subdue 
under  them,  then  could  there  be  nothing  absolutely 
and  infinitely  perfect — that  is,  no  God.  .  .  . 

And  nature  itself  plainly  intimates  to  us  that  there 
is  some  such  absolutely  perfect  Being,  which,  though 
not  inconceivable,  yet  is  incomprehensible  to  our  finite 
understandings,  by  certain  passions  which  it  hath  im- 
planted in  us  that  otherwise  would  want  an  object  to 
display  themselves  upon  ;  namely,  those  of  devout  ven- 
eration, adoration,  and  admiration,  together  with  a  kind 
of  ecstacy  and  pleasing  horror  ;  which,  in  the  silent  Ian- 
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guage  of  nature,  seem  to  speak  thus  much  to  us,  that 
there  is  some  object  in  the  world  so  much  bigger  and 
vaster  than  our  mind  and  thoughts  that  it  is  the  very 
same  to  them  that  the  ocean  is  to  narrow  vessels  ;  so 
that,  \vhen  they  have  taken  into  themselves  as  much  as 
they  can  thereof  by  contemplation,  and  filled  up  all  their 
capacity,  there  is  still  an  immensity  of  it  left  without, 
which  cannot  enter  in,  for  want  of  room  to  receive  it, 
and  therefore  must  be  apprehended  after  some  other 
strange  and  more  mysterious  manner — namely,  by  their 
being  plunged  into  it,  and  swallowed  up  or  lost  in  it. 
To  conclude,  the  Deity  is,  indeed,  incomprehensible  to 
our  finite  and  imperfect  understandings,  but  not  in- 
conceivable ;  and  therefore  there  is  no  ground  at  all 
for  this  atheistic  pretence  to  make  it  a  nonentity. 

CREATION. 

Because  it  is  undeniably  certain,  concerning  ourselves 
and  all  imperfect  beings,  that  none  of  these  can  create 
any  new  substance,  men  are  apt  to  measure  all  things 
by  their  own  scantling,  and  to  suppose  it  universally 
impossible  for  any  power  whatever  thus  to  create.  But 
since  it  is  certain  that  imperfect  beings  can  themselves 
produce  some  things  out  of  nothing  pre-existing,  as  new 
cogitations,  new  local  motion,  and  new  modifications  of 
things  corporeal,  it  is  surely  reasonable  to  think  that 
an  absolutely  perfect  Being  can  do  something  more  ; 
that  is,  create  new  substances,  or  give  them  their  whole 
being.  And  it  may  well  be  thought  as  easy  for  God,  or 
an  Omnipotent  Being,  to  make  a  whole  world,  matter 
and  all,  as  it  is  for  us  to  create  a  thought  or  to  move  a 
finger,  or  for  the  sun  to  send  out  rays,  or  a  candle 
light ;  or,  lastly,  for  an  opaque  body  to  produce  an  im- 
age of  itself  in  a  glass  of  water,  or  to  project  a  shadow  ; 
all  these  imperfect  things  being  but  the  energies,  rays, 
images,  or  shadows  of  the  Deity.  For  a  substance  to  be 
made  out  of  nothing  by  God,  or  a  Being  infinitely  per- 
fect, is  not  for  it  to  be  made  out  of  nothing  in  the  im- 
possible sense,  because  it  comes  from  Him  who  is  all. 
Nor  can  it  be  said  to  be  impossible  for  anything  what- 
ever to  be  made  by  that  which  hath  not  only  infinitely 
greater  perfection,  but  also  infinite  active  power.  It  is, 


166 


RALPH  CUDWORTH 


indeed,  true  that  infinite  power  itself  cannot  do  things 
in  their  own  nature  impossible  ;  and,  therefore,  those 
who  deny  creation  ought  to  prove  that  it  is  absolutely 
impossible  for  a  substance,  though  not  for  an  accident 
or  modification,  to  be  brought  from  non-existence  into 
being.  But  nothing  is  in  itself  impossible  which  does 
not  imply  contradiction  ;  and,  though  it  be  a  contradic- 
tion to  be  and  not  to  be  at  the  same  time,  there  is 
surely  no  contradiction,  in  conceiving  an  imperfect  be- 
ing, which  before  was  not,  afterwards  to  be. 
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ley.  He  was  educated  at  Westminster  and  at 
Trinity  College.  About  1750  he  became  private 
secretary  to  the  Earl  of  Halifax,  whom  he  accom- 
panied to  Ireland,  and  who  afterward  obtained  for 
him  an  appointment  as  crown  agent  for  Nova 
Scotia.  In  1775  he  was  made  Secretary  of  the 
Board  of  Trade.  Five  years  afterward  he  was 
sent  on  a  secret  mission  to  Spain,  to  negotiate  a 
treaty  of  peace  with  that  kingdom  ;  but  at  the  end 
of  a  year  he  was  recalled,  and  was  refused  repay- 
ment of  his  drafts.  This  so  impoverished  him 
that  he  was  obliged  to  sell  his  estate,  and  retire  to 
private  life.  He  was  already  the  author  of  several 
successful  comedies.  He  now  betook  himself  to 
writing  as  a  means  of  support,  and  produced 
numerous  dramas,  poems,  essays,  three  novels,  and 
his  own  Memoirs,  published  in  1806.  Cumberland 
wrote  forty  dramatic  pieces,  the  best  of  which  are 
The  West  Indian  (1771);  The  Jew  (1794);  and  The 
Wheel  of  Fortune  (1795).  Among  his  other  plays 
are  The  Brothers  (1769);  The  Fashionable  Lover 
(1772);  The  Choleric  Man  (177$);  The  Battle  of  Has* 
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tings  (1778) ;  The  Carmelite  (1784)  ;  The  Natural  Son 
(1785);  The  Walloons  (1782);  Confession  (1796) ;  and 
False  Impressions  (1797).  Among  his  other  works 
are  The  Observer,  a  collection  of  essays  published 
in  1785;  Anecdotes  of  Eminent  Painters  in  Spain 
(1782);  Arundel,  a  novel  (1789);  Calvary,  or  the 
Death  of  Christ,  an  epic  poem  (1792);  another 
novel,  Henry  (1795),  and  his  last  poem,  Retrospec- 
tion (1811). 

FROM    THE    WEST    INDIAN. 

Stockwell. — [Reading  a  letter.'}  "  Sir — I  write  to  you 
under  the  hands  of  the  hair-dresser.  As  soon  as  I  have 
made  myself  decent,  and  slipped  on  some  fresh  clothes, 
I  will  have  the  honor  of  paying  you  my  devoirs.  Yours, 
Belcour."  He  writes  at  his  ease  ;  for  he's  unconscious 
to  whom  his  letter  is  addressed ;  but  what  a  palpita- 
tion does  it  throw  my  heart  into — a  father's  heart  ! 
Tis  an  affecting  interview.  When  my  eyes  meet  a  son 
whom  yet  they  never  saw,  where  shall  I  find  constancy 
to  support  it?  Should  he  resemble  his  mother,  I  am 
overthrown.  All  the  letters  I  have  had  from  him  (for 
I  industriously  drew  him  into  a  correspondence  with 
me)  bespeak  him  of  quick  and  ready  understanding. 
All  the  reports  I  ever  received  give  me  a  favorable  im- 
pression of  his  character  ;  wild,  perhaps,  as  the  manner 
of  his  country  is  ;  but,  I  trust,  not  frantic  or  un- 
principled. 

[Enter  Servant^ 

Serv. — Sir,  the  foreign  gentleman  is  come. 
[Enter  Belcour  I\ 

Stock. — Mr.  Belcour,  I  am  rejoiced  to  see  you  ;  you 
are  welcome  to  England  ! 

JBel. — I  thank  you  heartily,  good  Mr.  Stockwell.  You 
and  I  have  long  conversed  at  a  distance  ;  now  we  are 
met ;  and  the  pleasure  this  meeting  gives  me  amply  com- 
pensates for  the  perils  I  have  run  through  in  accom- 
plishing it. 
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Stock. — What  perils,  Mr.  Belcour  ?  I  could  not  have 
thought  you  would  have  made  a  bad  passage  at  this  time 
o'  year. 

Bel. — Nor  did  we  :  courier-like,  we  came  posting  to 
your  shores  upon  the  pinions  of  the  swiftest  gales  that 
ever  blew  ;  'tis  upon  English  ground  all  my  difficulties 
have  arisen  ;  'tis  the  passage  from  the  river-side  I  com* 
plain  of. 

Stock. — Ay,  indeed  !  What  obstructions  can  you  have 
met  between  this  and  the  river  side  ? 

Bel. — Innumerable  !  Your  town  is  as  full  of  defiles 
as  the  island  of  Corsica  ;  and,  I  believe,  they  are  as  or> 
stinately  defended  :  so  much  hurry,  bustle,  and  confusion 
on  your  quays  ;  so  many  sugar-casks,  porter-butts,  and 
common-councilmen  in  your  streets,  that  unless  a  man 
marched  with  artillery  in  his  front,  'tis  more  than  the 
labor  of  Hercules  can  effect  to  make  any  tolerable  way 
through  your  town. 

Stock. — I  am  sorry  you  have  been  so  incommoded. 

Bel. — Why,  'faith,  'twas  all  my  own  fault.  Accustomed 
to  a  land  of  slaves,  and  out  of  patience  with  the  whole 
tribe  of  custom-house  extortioners,  boat-men,  tide-wait- 
ers, and  water-bailiffs,  that  beset  me  on  all  sides,  worse 
than  a  swarm  of  mosquitoes,  I  proceeded  a  little  too 
roughly  to  brush  them  away  with  my  rattan.  The  sturdy 
rogues  took  this  in  dudgeon,  and,  beginning  to  rebel,  the 
mob  chose  different  sides,  and  a  furious  scuffle  ensued  ; 
in  the  course  of  which  my  person  and  apparel  suffered 
so  much  that  I  was  obliged  to  step  into  the  first  tavern 
to  refit  before  I  could  make  my  approaches  in  any  de- 
cent trim. 

Stock. — All  without  is  as  I  wish  :  dear  Nature,  add  the 
rest,  and  I  am  happy  (Aside].  Well,  Mr.  Belcour,  'tis  a 
rough  sample  you  have  had  of  my  countrymen's  spirit: 
but,  I  trust,  you  '11  not  think  the  worse  of  them  foi 
it. 

Bel. — Not  at  all,  not  at  all  ;  I  like  them  the  better 
Were  I  only  a  visitor,  I  might,  perhaps,  wish  them  a  little 
more  tractable  ;  but  as  a  fellow-subject,  and  a  sharer  in 
their  freedom,  I  applaud  their  spirit,  though  I  feel  th£ 
effects  of  it  in  every  bone  of  my  skin. 

.— -That's  well ;   I  like  that  well.      How  gladly 
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I   could    fall    upon   his    neck,   and    own    myself    his 
father !  (Aside.) 

—Act  I. 

\Enter  Lady  Rusport,  leaning  on  Major  O' Flaherty*  s  arm.] 

O'Fla. — Rest  yourself  on  my  arm  ;  never  spare  it !  'tis 
strong  enough  ;  it  has  stood  harder  service  than  you 
can  put  it  to. 

Lucy. — Mercy  upon  me,  what  is  the  matter  ?  I  am 
frightened  out  of  my  wits.  Has  your  ladyship  had  an 
accident  ? 

Lady  R. — O  Lucy,  the  most  untoward  one  in  nature  : 
I  know  not  how  I  shall  repair  it. 

O'Fla. — Never  go  about  to  repair  it,  my  lady  ;  even 
build  a  new  one,  'tis  but  a  crazy  piece  of  business  at 
best. 

Lucy. — Bless  me  !  is  the  old  chariot  broke  down  with 
you  again  ? 

Lady  R. — Broke,  child  !  I  don't  know  what  might 
have  been  broke,  if,  by  great  good  fortune,  this  obliging 
gentleman  had  not  been  at  hand  to  assist  me. 

Lucy. — Dear  madam,  let  me  run  and  fetch  you  a  cup 
of  the  cordial  drops. 

Lady  R. — Do,  Lucy.  [Exit  Lucy} .  Alas,  sir,  ever  since 
I  lost  my  husband,  my  poor  nerves  have  been  shook  to 
pieces: — There  hangs  his  beloved  picture:  that  precious 
relic,  and  a  plentiful  jointure,  is  all  that  remains  to  con- 
sole me  for  the  best  of  men. 

O'Fla. — Let  me  see.  I'  faith,  a  comely  personage ! 
By  his  fur  cloak,  I  suppose  he  was  in  the  Russian  ser- 
vice :  and  by  the  gold  chain  round  his  neck  I  should 
guess  he  had  been  honored  with  the  Order  of  St.  Cath- 
arine. 

Lady  R. — No,  no  ;  he  meddled  with  no  St.  Catharines 
— that's  the  habit  he  wore  in  his  mayoralty  ;  St.  Stephen 
was  Lord  Mayor  of  London — but  he  is  gone,  and  has  left 
me  a  poor,  weak,  solitary  widow  behind  him.  \She  affects 
to  cry  ;  then  throws  out  her  hand  to  the  Major,  which  he 
kisses^ 

O'Fla. — By  all  means,  then,  take  a  strong,  able,  hearty 
man  to  repair  his  loss : — If  such  a  plain  fellow  as  one 
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Dennis  O'Flaherty  can  please  you,  I  think  I  may  venture 
to  say,  without  any  disparagement  to  the  gentleman  in 
the  fur  gown  there — 

Lady  R. — What  are  you  going  to  say  ?  Don't  shock 
my  ears  with  any  comparisons,  I  desire. 

O'Fla. — Not  I,  by  my  soul  ;  I  don't  believe  there's  any 
comparison  in  the  case. 

[Enter  Lucy.'] 

Lady  R. — Oh,  are  you  come  ?  Give  me  the  drops — 
I'm  all  in  a  flutter. 

O'Fla. — Hark  ye,  sweetheart  ;  what  are  those  same 
drops  ?  Have  you  any  more  left  in  the  bottle  ?  I  didn't 
care  if  I  took  a  little  sip  of  them  myself. 

Lucy. — Oh,  sir,  they  are  called  the  cordial  restorative 
elixir,  or  the  nervous  golden  drops ;  they  are  only  for 
ladies'  cases. 

O'Fla. — Yes,  yes,  my  dear,  there  are  gentlemen,  as  welf 
as  ladies,  that  stand  in  need  of  those  same  golden 
drops  ;  they'd  suit  my  case  to  a  tittle. 

[Overtakes  Lucy,  and  prevails  on  her  to  give  him  a  glass. 
Returns  to  Lady  R.~\ 

Lady  R. — Well,  Major,  did  you  give  old  Dudley  my 
letter,  and  will  the  silly  man  do  as  I  bid  him,  and  be 
gone  ? 

O'Fla. — You  are  obeyed — he's  on  his  march. 

Lady  R. — That's  well  ;  you  have  managed  this  matter 
to  perfection.  I  didn't  think  he  would  have  been  so 
easily  prevailed  upon. 

O'Fla. — At  the  first  word  ;  no  difficulty  in  life  ;  'twas 
the  very  thing  he  was  determined  to  do  before  I  came. 
I  never  met  a  more  obliging  gentleman. 

Lady  R. — Well,  'tis  no  matter,  so  I  am  but  rid  of  him 
and  his  distresses.  Would  you  believe  it,  Major  O'Fla- 
herty, it  was  but  this  morning  he  sent  a-begging  to  me 
for  money  to  fit  him  out  upon  some  wild-goose  expedi- 
tion to  the  coast  of  Africa,  I  know  not  where  ? 

O'Fla. — Well,  you  sent  him  what  he  wanted  ? 

Lady  R. — I  sent  him  what  he  deserved — a  flat  refusal, 

O'Fla. — You  refused  him  ? 

Lady  R. — Most  undoubtedly. 
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O' Fla. — You  sent  him  nothing? 

Lady  R. — Not  a  shilling. 

O'Fla. — Good-morning  to  you — your  servant — 

Lady  R. — Hey-dey!  what  ails  the  man?  Where  are 
you  going  ? 

O'Fla. — Out  of  your  house  before  the  roof  falls  on 
my  head — to  poor  Dudley,  to  share  the  little  modicum 
that  thirty  years'  hard  service  has  left  me  ;  I  wish  it  was 
more,  for  his  sake. 

Lady  R. — Very  well,  sir  ;  take  your  course  ;  I  shan't 
attempt  to  stop  you  ;  I  shall  survive  it  ;  it  will  not  break 
my  heart,  if  I  never  see  you  more. 

O'Fla. — Break  your  heart  !  No,  o'  my  conscience, 
will  it  not.  You  preach,  and  you  pray,  and  you  turn  up 
your  eyes,  and  all  the  while  you  are  as  hard-hearted  as 
a  hyena — A  hyena,  truly  !  by  my  soul,  there  isn't  in  the 
whole  creation  so  savage  an  animal  as  a  human  creature 
without  pity !  [Exit.~\ 

Lady  R.— A  hyena,  truly  !     [Exit.] 

—Act  IV. 

AN    ACT    OF    CHARITY. 

Splendida,  in  one  of  her  morning  airings,  was  solicited 
for  charity  by  a  poor  woman  with  an  infant  in  her  arms. 
"  It  is  not  for  myself,  Madame,"  said  the  wretched  creat- 
ure ;  "  it  is  for  my  husband,  who  lies  under  that  hedge- 
tormented  with  a  fever,  and  dying  for  want  of  relief." 
Splendida  directed  her  eyes  toward  the  spot,  and  saw  a 
sickly  object  stretched  upon  the  ground,  clad  in  the  tat- 
tered regimental  of  a  foot  soldier.  Her  heart  was 
touched,  and  she  drew  out  her  purse,  which  was  full  of 
guineas  :  the  blood  rushed  into  the  beggar's  meagre 
visage  at  the  sight ;  Splendida  turned  over  the  gold  ; 
her  hand  delayed  for  a  moment,  and  the  impulse  was 
lost  ;  unhappily  for  the  suppliant,  Splendida  was  alone, 
and  without  a  witness  :  she  put  her  hand  once  more  into 
her  pocket,  and,  taking  out  a  solitary  shilling,  dropped 
it  into  the  shrivelled  hand  that  was  stretched  out  to  re- 
ceive it,  and  drove  on. 

Splendida  returned  home,  dressed  herself,  and  went  to 
a  certain  great  lady's  assembly  ;  a  subscription  was  put 
about  for  the  benefit  of  a  celebrated  actress  ;  the  lady 
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condescended  to  receive  subscriptions  in  person,  and 
delivered  a  ticket  to  each  contributor.  Splendida  drew 
forth  the  same  purse,  and,  wrapping  twenty  guineas  in  a 
paper,  put  them  into  the  hand  of  the  noble  beggar  : 
the  room  rang  with  applause  of  her  charity.  "  I  give 
it,"  says  she,  "  to  her  virtues  rather  than  to  her  talents  : 
I  bestow  it  on  the  wife  and  mother,  not  upon  the  ac- 
tress." 

Splendida  on  her  return  home  took  out  her  account 
book,  and  set  down  twenty-one  pounds  one  shilling  to 
the  article  of  charity  ;  the  shilling,  indeed,  Heaven  au- 
dited on  the  score  of  alms,  the  pounds  were  posted  to 
the  account  of  vanity. —  The  Observer. 


GUMMING,  JOHN,  a  Scotch  theologian,  born 
in  Aberdeenshire,  in  1807;  died  July  5,  1881.  He 
was  educated  at  King's  College,  Aberdeen,  and 
in  1833  became  minister  in  the  Scotch  Church, 
Covent  Garden,  London.  He  opposed  the  sep- 
aration of  the  Free  Church  in  1843,  and  was  a 
vigorous  adversary  of  Roman  Catholicism.  His 
sermons,  many  of  which  were  upon  the  Prophe- 
cies, attracted  a  large  congregation.  Among  his 
numerous  publications  are  Apocalyptic  Sketches, 
Lectures  on  Christ1  s  Miracles,  Lectures  on  the  Para- 
bles, Lectures  on  Daniel,  Clirist  Our  Passover,  The 
Comforter,  Voices  of  the  Night,  Voices  of  the  Day, 
Voices  of  the  Dead,  The  Great  Consummation,  The 
Great  Tribulation,  Benedictions,  Lectures  for  the 
Times,  Christian  Patriotism,  The  Great  Sacrifice, 
The  Seventh  Vial,  and  God  in  History. 

Upon  the  appearance  of  The  End,  the  works  of 
Dr.  Gumming  were  handled  by  the  reviewers 
somewhat  interrogatively.  "  In  what  light,"  asked 
The  Press,  "  are  we  to  regard  him  ?  As  an  ortho- 
dox expounder  of  prophesy,  or  as  a  mere  showy 
lecturer?  Is  he  a  thoughtful,  learned  divine, 
seeking  after  truth,  and  earnestly  studying  his 
Bible  to  find  it,  or  is  he  a  kind  of  pulpit  Barnum, 
solely  anxious  to  collect  a  large  audience,  and  to 
excite  speculation  and  wonder  among  the  crowd  ?  " 
And  the  Westminster  Revieiv  began  a  long  article 
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on  eight  of  his  books  in  these  words :  "  Given  a 
man  of  moderate  intellect,  a  moral  standard  not 
higher  than  the  average,  some  rhetorical  affluence 
and  great  glibness  of  speech,  what  is  the  career 
in  which,  without  the  aid  of  birth  or  money,  he 
may  most  easily  attain  power  and  reputation  in 
English  society  ?  Where  is  that  Goshen  of  medi- 
ocrity in  which  a  smattering  of  science  and  learn- 
ing will  pass  for  profound  instruction,  where 
platitudes  will  be  accepted  as  wisdom,  bigoted 
narrowness  as  holy  zeal,  and  unctuous  egotism  as 
God-given  piety  ?  " 

PRETENSION. 

I  have  seen  the  mountain  eagle  almost  beating  the 
blue  firmament  with  his  outspread  wings,  and  I  have 
thought,  as  I  gazed  at  his  magnificent  ascent,  that  he 
was  soaring  toward  the  sky  and  the  realms  of  purer  and 
brighter  day  ;  but  I  had  only  to  wait  a  little  to  find  out 
that,  though  he  seemed  to  soar  so  high  and  aspire  so 
purely,  his  bright  eye  was  upon  the  quarry  all  the  while 
that  was  on  the  ground  below.  So  it  is  with  many  a 
one  with  loud  pretensions,  high-sounding  profession, 
great  Christian  aims  avowed  and  declared,  while  he 
seems  to  be  soaring  upward  with  his  outspread  wings, 
and  seeking  a  loftier  sphere  and  a  nobler  land,  he  is 
really  looking  down  at  what  will  bring  the  greatest 
profit  to  his  purse,  or  the  noblest  credit  to  his  name. 

TfHERE    DWELLETH    RIGHTEOUSNESS. 

/n  that  blessed  state  wherein  dwelleth  righteousness 
there  shall  be  no  more  misunderstanding  and  misinter- 
pretation of  each  other.  The  worst  wars  that  have 
convulsed  the  earth,  and  scourged  the  nations,  have 
arisen  from  misunderstanding.  There  shall  be  there  no 
uncharitableness  to  desire  to  misinterpret ;  there  will  be 
no  shadow  of  ill-will  upon  a  single  brow ;  there  shall  be 
no  ripple  of  ill-feeling  rushing  through  the  channels  of 
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a  single  heart ;  they  shall  all  be  righteous,  saith  the 
Lord.  There  shall  be  no  ignorance  in  that  day  to  lead 
to  misapprehensions.  We  now  see  through  a  glass 
darkly.  I  believe  if  two  people  that  heartily  hate  each 
other — and  such  phenomena  do  occur — were  to  see 
each  other  as  they  are,  they  would  shake  hands  and 
embrace  each  other,  and  marvel  at  the  misunderstand- 
ing that  has  led  to  their  discords,  their  divisions  and 
disputes.  It  is  by  seeing  bits  of  each  other  that  we 
misinterpret  each  other  ;  and  it  is  by  putting  hasty 
constructions  upon  each  other's  words,  and  deeds,  and 
features,  and  manner,  that  we  come  often  to  uncharit- 
able and  unrighteous  inferences  respecting  each  other. 
In  that  blessed  state  there  shall  be  no  crime  to  stain 
the  calendars  of  the  world,  or  to  vex  the  souls  of  the 
people  of  God.  Each  heart  shall  be  the  holy  chancel 
in  which  God  dwells  :  each  spirit  shall  be  the  seat  of 
the  very  Shechinah,  and  be  consecrated  as  the  Holy  of 
Holies  itself.  .  .  .  Every  word  shall  be  true,  every 
feeling  shall  be  just,  every  affection  love,  every  act 
shall  be  righteous,  as  measured  by  the  standard  of 
heaven  ;  every  thought  shall  be  pure,  as  weighed  in 
the  sanctuary  of  the  Eternal ;  righteousness  shall  dwell 
in  every  heart,  its  illumination  ;  in  every  affection,  its 
warmth  ;  in  every  imagination,  its  inspiration  ;  in  every 
word,  its  music  ;  in  every  deed,  its  coloring,  its  frag- 
rance, and  its  glory  ;  the  whole  soul,  body,  and  spirit 
shall  be  inlaid  with  the  exquisite  and  imperishable 
mosaic  of  righteousness,  and  love,  and  peace,  and  joy  : 
and  no  tides  of  change  or  streams  of  trouble  shall  pass 
one  ripple  or  cast  one  shadow  over  that  brilliant  and 
beautiful  economy  in  which  dwelleth  righteousness. — 
The  Great  Consummation. 


GUMMING,  ROUALEYN  GORDON,  a  Scottish 
sportsman  and  traveller,  born  March  15,  1820; 
died  1866.  In  his  early  years  a  strong  love  for 
nature  in  her  wildest  forms  and  a  passion  for 
sport  displayed  themselves  in  him,  at  once  fore- 
shadowing and  determining  his  future  career. 
He  was  educated  at  Eton,  and  at  the  age  of  eigh- 
teen passed  the  examination  at  Addiscombe  and 
entered  the  Madras  Guards  of  the  Indian  Army. 
After  some  years  of  military  service  in  India  and 
the  Cape  of  Good  Hope,  he  left  the  army  in  1843, 
and  during  the  next  five  years  made  several  hunt- 
ing expeditions  into  South  Africa,  of  which  he 
has  left  a  record  in  his  Hunter  s  Life  in  South 
Africa,  published  in  1850.  He  was  about  the 
earliest  describer  of  lion  and  elephant  hunting  in 
Africa  ;  and  many  believe  that  for  his  almost  in- 
numerable adventures  he  is  more  indebted  to 
fancy  than  to  fact.  He  made  a  great  collection  of 
the  spoils  of  the  chase  at  Fort  Augustus,  Scotland, 
where  he  died. 

THE    VOICE    OF    THE    LION. 

One  of  the  most  striking  things  connected  with  the 
lion  is  his  voice,  which  is  extremely  grand  and  pecu- 
liarly striking.  It  consists  at  times  of  a  low,  deep 
moaning,  repeated  five  or  six  times,  ending  in  faintly 
audible  sighs  ;  at  other  times  he  startles  the  forest 
with  loud,  deep-toned,  solemn  roars,  repeated  five  or 
six  times  in  quick  succession,  each  increasing  in  loud- 
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ness  to  the  third  or  fourth,  when  his  voice  dies  away  in 
five  or  six  low,  muffled  sounds,  very  much  resembling 
distant  thunder.  At  times,  and  not  unfrequently,  a 
troop  may  be  heard  roaring  in  concert,  one  assuming 
the  lead,  and  two,  three  or  four  more  regularly  taking 
up  their  parts,  like  persons  singing  a  catch.  They  roar 
loudest  in  cold,  frosty  nights  ;  but  on  no  occasions  are 
their  voices  to  be  heard  in  such  perfection,  or  so  in- 
tensely powerful,  as  when  two  or  three  strange  troops 
of  lions  approach  a  fountain  to  drink  at  the  same  time. 
When  this  occurs,  every  member  of  each  troop  sounds 
a  bold  roar  of  defiance  at  the  opposite  parties ;  and 
when  one  roars,  all  roar  together,  and  each  seems  to 
vie  with  his  comrades  in  the  intensity  and  power  of  his 
voice.  The  power  and  grandeur  of  these  nocturnal 
forest  concerts  is  inconceivably  striking  and  pleasing 
to  the  hunter's  ear.  ...  As  a  general  rule,  lions 
roar  during  the  night ;  their  sighing  moans  commenc- 
ing as  the  shades  of  evening  envelop  the  forest,  and 
continuing  at  intervals  throughout  the  night.  In  dis- 
tant and  secluded  regions,  however,  I  have  constantly 
heard  them  roaring  loudly  as  late  as  nine  and  ten 
o'clock  on  a  bright,  sunny  morning.  In  hazy  and  rainy 
weather  they  are  to  be  heard  at  every  hour  of  the  day, 
but  their  roar  is  subdued. — A  Hunter's  Life  in  South 
Africa. 


CUMMTNS,  MARIA  SUSANNA,  an  American 
novelist,  was  born  at  Salem,  Mass.,  April  9,  1827; 
died  at  Dorchester,  October  i,  1866.  She  was 
educated  at  Lenox,  and  turned  her  attention  to 
literature  very  early  in  life.  She  became  a  con- 
tributor to  the  Atlantic  and  other  monthlies  ;  and 
in  1854  she  issued  her  first  novel,  The  Lamplighter, 
the  work  upon  which  her  literary  fame  chiefly 
rests.  So  great  was  the  popularity  of  this  book 
that  in  eight  weeks  no  less  than  40,000  copies  were 
sold,  and  during  the  first  year  70,000  had  been 
disposed  of;  nor  did  the  furor  cease  until  the  sale 
had  reached  119,000  copies.  Mabel  Vang/in,  a 
novel  which  is  said  by  some  critics  to  be  superior 
to  its  predecessor,  appeared  in  1857.  "A  charm- 
ing story,"  says  one  writer,  "  which,  considered 
as  a  piece  of  literary  mechanism,  is  more  finished 
and  better  sustained  than  The  Lamplighter.  El 
Furcidis,  a  story  of  the  East,  containing  "graphic 
and  truthful  pictures  of  life  and  scenes  in  Pales- 
tine, which  the  author  had  never  visited,"  was 
published  in  1866;  and  in  1863  appeared  her 
Haunted  Hearts.  In  1856  a  German  translation  of 
The  Lamplighter  was  published  at  Leipsic  ;  and  in 
France  two  translations  appeared:  L Allumeur  de 
Rtfverbcres  and  Gerty — the  latter  version  named 
from  the  heroine. 

"  There  is  to  us  a  charm  about  this  story,"  said 
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Norton  s  Literary  Gazette,  "  which  we  cannot  fully 
express.  We  thank  Miss  Cummins  heartily  for 
the  pleasure  she  has  given,  and  is  yet  to  give,  to 
thousands  of  readers."  "  Miss  Cummins,"  says 
a  recent  writer  in  Appleton's  American  Biography, 
"  was  a  writer  of  great  power ;  her  characters 
were  drawn  with  skill,  and  there  was  always  a 
motive  in  her  productions  aside  from  their  gen- 
eral  interest." 

GERTY    REASSURED. 

When  Gerty  awoke,  she  found  herself  the  subject  of 
conversation.  Of  course  she  soon  became  deeply  in- 
terested. "  Where,"  said  Mr.  Cooper,  "  did  you  say  you 
picked  her  up  ? " 

"  At  Nan  Grant's,"  said  True.  "  Don't  you  remem- 
ber her  ?  She's  the  same  woman  whose  son  you  were 
called  up  to  witness  against  at  the  time  the  church- 
windows  were  broken,  the  night  afore  the  4th  of  July. 
You  can't  have  forgotten  her  at  the  trial,  Cooper  ;  for 
she  blew  you  up  with  a  vengeance,  and  didn't  spare  his 
Honor  the  Judge,  either.  Well,  'twas  just  such  a  rage 
she  was  in  with  this  'ere  child,  the  first  time  I  saw  her ; 
and  the  second  time  she'd  just  turned  her  out  o'  doors." 

"  Ah,  yes,  I  remember  the  she-bear  ;  I  shouldn't  sup- 
pose she'd  be  any  too  gentle  to  her  own  child,  much 
less  a  stranger's  ;  but  what  are  you  going  to  do  with 
the  foundling,  Flint  ?  " 

"  Do  with  her  ? — Keep  her,  to  be  sure,  and  take  care 
on  her." 

Cooper  laughed  rather  sarcastically. 

"  Well,  now,  I  s'pose,  neighbor,  you  think  it's  rather 
freakish  in  me  to  be  adoptin'  a  child  at  my  time  o'  life  ; 
and  p'r'aps  it  is  ;  but  I'll  explain  to  you  just  how  'twas. 
She'd  a-died  that  night  I  tell  ye  on,  if  I  hadn't  brought 
her  home  with  me  ;  and  a  good  many  times  since,  what's 
more,  if  I,  with  the  help  o'  your  darter,  hadn't  took 
mighty  good  care  on  her.  Well,  she  took  on  so  in  her 
sleep  the  first  night  ever  she  came,  and  cried  out  to 
me  all  as  if  she  never  had  a  friend  befoie  (and  I  doubt 
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me  she  never  had),  that  I  made  up  my  mind  then  she 
should  stay,  at  any  rate,  and  I'd  take  care  on  her,  and 
share  my  last  crust  with  the  wee  thing,  come  what 
might.  The  Lord's  been  very  marciful  to  me,  Mr. 
Cooper,  very  marciful.  He's  raised  me  up  friends  in 
my  deep  distress.  I  knew,  when  I  was  a  little  shaver, 
what  a  lonesome  thing  it  was  to  be  fatherless  and 
motherless  ;  and  when  I  see  this  little  sufferin*  human 
bein',  I  felt  as  if,  all  friendless  as  she  seemed,  she  was 
more  partickerly  the  Lord's,  and  as  if  I  could  not  sarve 
Him  more,  and  ought  not  to  sarve  Him  less,  than  to  share 
with  her  the  blessins  he  has  bestowed  on  me.  You 
look  round,  neighbor,  as  if  you  thought  'twant  much  to 
share  with  anyone  ;  and  'taint  much  there  is  here,  to  be 
sure  ;  but  it's  a  home — yes,  a  home  ;  and  that's  a  great 
thing  to  her  that  never  had  one.  I've  got  my  hands 
yet,  and  a  stout  heart,  and  a  willin'  mind.  With  God's 
help,  I'll  be  a  father  to  that  child  :  and  the  time  may 
come  when  she'll  be  God's  embodied  blessin'  to  me." 

Mr.  Cooper  shook  his  head  doubtfully,  and  muttered 
something  about  children — even  one's  own — not  being 
apt  to  prove  blessings.  But  he  had  not  power  to  shake 
Trueman's  high  faith  in  the  wisdom,  as  well  as  right- 
eousness, of  his  own  proceedings.  He  had  risen  in  the 
earnestness  with  which  he  had  spoken,  and,  after  pacing 
the  room  hastily  and  with  excitement,  he  returned  to 
his  seat  and  said  : 

"  Besides,  neighbor  Cooper,  if  I  had  not  made  up  my 
mind  the  night  Gerty  came  here,  I  wouldn't  have  sent 
her  away  after  the  next  day  ;  for  the  Lord,  I  think, 
spoke  to  me  by  the  mouth  of  one  of  his  holy  angels,  and 
bade  me  persevere  in  my  resolution.  You've  seen  Miss 
Graham.  .  .  .  Well  may  I  bless  her  angel  face, 
poor  thing  ! — if  the  world  is  dark  to  her,  she  makes  it 
light  to  other  folks.  She  cannot  see  Heaven's  sunshine 
outside  ;  but  she's  better  off  than  most  people,  for  she's 
got  it  in  her,  I  do  believe,  and  when  she  smiles  it  lets  the 
glory  out,  and  looks  like  God's  rainbow  in  the  clouds. 
.  .  .  I  told  her  all  about  little  Gerty  ;  and  I  tell 
you  she  and  I  both  cried  'fore  I'd  done.  She  put  some 
money  into  my  hand,  and  told  me  to  get  Miss  Sullivan 
to  make  some  clothes  for  Gerty  ;  more  than  that,  she 
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promised  to  help  me  if  I  got  into  trouble  with  the  care 
of  her  :  and  when  I  was  going  away,  she  said,  '  I'm  sure 
you've  done  quite  right,  True  ;  the  Lord  will  bless  and 
reward  your  kindness  to  that  poor  child.' " 

True  was  so  excited  and  animated  by  his  subject 
that  he  did  not  notice  what  the  sexton  had  observed, 
but  did  not  choose  to  interrupt.  Gerty  had  risen  from 
her  bed  and  was  standing  beside  True,  her  eyes  fixed 
upon  his  face,  breathless  with  the  interest  she  felt  in 
his  words.  She  touched  his  shoulder  ;  he  looked  round, 
saw  her,  and  stretched  out  his  arms.  She  sprang  into 
them,  buried  her  face  in  his  bosom,  and,  bursting  into 
a  paroxysm  of  joyful  tears,  gasped  out  the  words, 
**  Shall  I  stay  with  you  always  ?  " 

"  Yes,  just  as  long  as  I  live,"  said  True,  "  you  shall  be 
my  child." — The  Lamplighter. 

A    FUNERAL    TRAIN. 

All  nature  drooped,  for  the  sirocco  was  abroad,  that 
blasting  wind  which  brings  with  it  a  thick  atmosphere, 
covers  the  sky  with  vapor,  and  saps  the  vitality  alike 
of  the  animal  and  vegetable  world.  .  .  .  The  still- 
ness, too,  was  oppressive.  It  would  have  been  refresh- 
ing to  catch  some  natural  sound,  something  which 
might  betoken  a  welcome.  But  all  nature  was  silent. 
The  Syrian  peasant  usually  sings  cheerily  at  his  work  ; 
but  not  only  was  the  ploughman's  voice  unheard,  the 
plough  itself  seemed  to  be  forsaken.  Even  when  the 
travellers  had  gained  the  precincts  of  the  village,  and 
its  cottages  were  glimmering  through  the  haze,  one 
might  have  almost  believed  that  a  deep  sleep  had  fallen 
upon  the  place,  the  stillness  was  so  unbroken. 

But  all  do  not  sleep,  for  hark  !  surely,  there  is  the 
sound  of  the  bell.  Yes,  the  church  bell,  and  it  is  not 
the  Sabbath.  Is  it  the  density  of  the  atmosphere  which 
makes  the  sound  so  muffled  ?  is  it  faintness  of  heart 
which  makes  it  seem  to  the  listener  so  hollpw,  funereal, 
and  cold  ?  No,  it  is  the  tolling  bell — and  the  convent 
bell  tolls,  too  ;  and  across  the  opposite  valley  comes  the 
toll  of  some  other  sympathetic  chime.  And  what  is 
that  just  glimmering  through  the  fog,  and  gliding  ghost- 
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like  around  the  tower  of  the  church  ?  How  noiselessly 
it  moves  on,  like  some  opaque  mass  borne  along  by  the 
mist !  how  like  a  long,  dark  wreath  of  smoke  it  winds 
up  the  curving  pathway,  and  melts  into  the  distance  !  It 
is  difficult  to  distinguish  any  object  in  the  dim  proces- 
sion, but  now  and  then  the  fog  lifts  a  little,  and  the 
floating  body  takes  substance  and  form.  What  a  con- 
trast does  it  present  to  the  bridal  train,  which,  only  a 
few  months  ago,  made  the  village  gay  with  its  music, 
its  shouts,  and  its  decorations  glistening  in  the  sun- 
shine ! 

Now  one  may  see,  darkly,  as  through  a  cloud,  figures 
that  move  slowly,  keeping  time  to  the  tolling  bell  ;  here 
the  hazy  opening  discloses  a  band  of  sturdy  artisans, 
strong-limbed  and  firm,  marching  gravely  in  single  file. 
A  group  of  children  follow,  huddled  together,  clinging 
to  each  other's  hands;  and,  looking  back  over  their 
shoulders  they  watch  the  approach  of  an  old  man,  who, 
with  bare  head  and  snowy  locks,  precedes  a  company  of 
rustic  youths,  moving  in  double  line,  and  bending  as  if, 
in  their  midst,  they  bore  a  burden.  A  strongly  built 
man  and  a  frail  girl  come  next  ;  he  totters,  but  she 
moves  like  one  who  treads  the  clouds  beneath  her  feet ; 
he  leans  heavily  on  her  arm,  but  she  bears  him  bravely 
up  ;  it  is  the  weak  supporting  the  strong.  Sweeping 
robes  and  white  veils  mingle  with  the  fog,  as  the  village 
matrons,  in  their  turn,  file  past  ;  the  muslin  folds  that 
hang  suspended  from  their  tall  tantours  falling  heavily, 
like  the  melancholy  sails  which  in  a  calm  at  sea  cling 
idly  to  the  masts.  Dark  and  sombre  is  the  column  that 
brings  up  the  rear  of  this  sad  procession.  It  consists 
of  the  Maronite  friars,  whose  withered  faces,  black  robes, 
and  monkish  cowls,  no  less  than  their  dejected  air,  make 
them  worthy  representatives  of  the  mournful  scene  in 
which  they  bear  a  part. — El  Furcidis. 


CUNNINGHAM,  ALLAN,  a  Scottish  poet  and 
biographer,  born  in  Dumfriesshire,  in  1784;  died  in 
London  in  1842.  He  was  apprenticed  to  a  stone- 
mason, but  early  showed  a  decided  literary  capac- 
ity. He  was  engaged  by  Cromek  to  aid  him  in 
collecting  the  Remains  of  Nitlisdale  and  Galloway 
Song.  The  work  was  published  in  1810;  and  soon 
it  appeared  that  a  considerable  part — and  by  far 
the  best — was  composed  by  Cunningham  himself. 
At  the  age  of  twenty-five  he  went  to  London,  and 
for  four  years  supported  himself  by  manual  and 
literary  work.  In  1814  he  became  connected  with 
Sir  Francis  Chantrey,  the  sculptor,  as  confidential 
clerk  and  general  manager  of  his  artistic  estab- 
lishment. This  connection  remained  unbroken 
until  the  death  of  Chantrey  in  1841  ;  and  Cunning- 
ham lived  only  a  few  months  longer. 

During  these  years  with  Chantrey  Cunning- 
ham found  time  to  write  much  in  various  depart- 
ments of  literature.  His  principal  works,  with 
their  dates,  are:  Sir  Marmaduke  Maxwell,  a  dra- 
matic poem  (1825);  Lives  of  Eminent  British  Paint- 
ers, Sculptors,  and  Architects  (1829-33);  Biographi- 
cal and  Critical  History  of  the  Last  Fifty  Years 
(1833);  an  edition,  with  a  Memoir,  of  The  Works 
of  Robert  Burns  ;  and  The  Life  of  Sir  David  Wilkie, 
completed  only  two  days  before  his  death.  An 
edition  of  The  Poems  and  Songs  of  Allan  XTunning- 
(184) 
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ham  was  in  1847  prepared  by  his  son,  Peter  Cun- 
ningham. These  Poems  and  Songs  are  mainly,  but 
not  wholly,  in  the  Scottish  dialect. 

IT'S    HAME,    AND    IT*S    HAME. 

It's  hame,  and  it's  hame,  hame,  fain  wad  I  be 

An'  it's  hame,  hame,  hame  to  my  ain  countrie ! 

When  the  flower  is  i'  the  bud,  and  the  leaf  is  on  the  tree, 

The  lark  shall  sing  me  hame  in  my  ain  countrie. 

Hame,  hame,  hame,  hame  fain  wad  I  be, 

Oh,  hame,  hame,  hame,  to  my  ain  countrie  ! 

The  green  leaf  o'  loyalty's  beginning  for  to  fa', 
The  bonny  white  rose  it  is  withering  an'  a' ; 
But  I'll  water  't  wi'  the  blude  of  usurping  tyrannic, 
An'  green  it  will  grow  in  my  ain  countrie. 
Hame,  hame,  hame,  hame  fain  wad  I  be, 
Oh,  hame,  hame,  hame,  to  my  ain  countrie  ! 

There's  naught  frae  ruin  my  country  can  save, 
But  the  keys  'o  kind  heaven  to  open  the  grave, 
That  a'  the  noble  martyrs  wha  died  for  loyaltie 
May  rise  again  and  fight  for  their  ain  countrie. 
It's  hame,  and  it's  hame,  hame  fain  wad  I  be, 
An'  it's  hame,  hame,  hame,  to  my  ain  countrie  ! 

The  great  are  now  gane,  a'  wha  ventured  to  save, 
The  new  grass  is  springing  on  the  tap  o'  their  grave, 
But  the  sun  through  the  mirk  blinks  blithe  in  my  ee, 
"I'll  shine  on  you  yet  in  yer  ain  countrie." 
It's  hame,  and  it's  hame,  hame  fain  wad  I  be, 
An'  it's  hame,  hame,  hame,  to  my  ain  countrie. 

A    WET    SHEET    AND    A    FLOWING    SEA. 

A  wet  sheet  and  a  flowing  sea, 

A  wind  that  follows  fast, 
And  fills  the  white  and  rustling  sail, 

And  bends  the  gallant  mast ; 
And  bends  the  gallant  mast,  my  boys, 

While,  like  the  eagle  free. 
Away  the  good  ship  flies  and  leaves 

Old  England  on  the  lee. 


186  ALLAN  CUNNINGHAM 

"  Oh  for  a  soft  and  gentle  wind  ! " 

I  heard  a  fair  one  cry  ; 
But  give  to  me  the  snorting  breeze 

And  white  waves  heaving  high  ; 
And  white  waves  heaving  high,  my  boys, 

The  good  ship  tight  and  free  : — • 
The  world  of  waters  is  our  home, 

And  merry  men  are  we. 

There's  tempest  in  yon  horned  moon, 

And  lightning  in  yon  cloud  ; 
And  hark  the  music,  mariners : 

The  wind  is  piping  loud  ! 
The  wind  is  piping  loud,  my  boys, 

The  lightning  flashes  free — 
While  the  hollow  oak  our  palace  is, 

Our  heritage  the  sea. 

THE    SPRING    OF    THE    YEAR. 

Gone  were  but  the  winter  cold, 
And  gone  were  but  the  snow, 

I  could  sleep  in  the  wild  woods 
Where  primroses  blow. 

Cold's  the  snow  at  my  head, 

And  cold  at  my  feet ; 
And  the  finger  of  Death's  at  my  een, 

Closing  them  to  sleep. 

Let  none  tell  my  father, 

Or  my  mother  so  dear  : — 
I'll  meet  them  both  in  heaven, 

At  the  Spring  of  the  year. 

SIR    JOSHUA    REYNOLDS    AT    HOME. 

There  was  something  singular  in  the  style  and  econ- 
omy of  his  table  that  contributed  to  pleasantry  and 
good-humor — a  coarse,  inelegant  plenty  without  any 
regard  to  order  or  arrangement.  A  table  prepared  for 
seven  or  eight  was  often  compelled  to  contain  fifteen  or 
sixteen.  When  this  pressing  difficulty  was  got  over,  a 
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deficiency  of  knives  and  forks,  plates  and  glasses,  suc- 
ceeded. The  attendance  was  in  the  same  style  ;  and 
it  was  absolutely  necessary  to  call  instantly  for  beer, 
bread,  or  wine,  that  you  might  be  supplied  before  the 
first  course  was  over.  He  was  once  prevailed  on  to 
furnish  the  table  with  decanters  and  glasses  for  dinner, 
to  save  time  and  prevent  the  tardy  manoeuvres  of  two 
or  three  occasional,  undisciplined  domestics.  As  these 
accelerating  utensils  were  demolished  in  the  course  of 
service,  Sir  Joshua  could  never  be  persuaded  to  replace 
them. 

But  these  trifling  embarrassments  only  served  to  en- 
hance the  hilarity  and  singular  pleasure  of  the  enter- 
tainment. The  wine,  cookery,  and  dishes  were  but  lit- 
tle attended  to,  nor  was  the  fish  or  venison  ever  talked 
of  or  recommended.  Amid  this  convivial,  animated 
bustle  among  his  guests,  our  host  sat  perfectly  com- 
posed, always  attentive  to  what  was  said,  never  mind- 
ing what  was  eaten  or  drunk,  but  leaving  every  one  at 
perfect  liberty  to  scramble  for  himself.  Temporal  and 
spiritual  peer,  physicians,  lawyers,  actors,  and  musicians, 
composed  the  motley  group,  and  played  their  parts 
without  dissonance  or  discord.  At  five  o'clock  pre- 
cisely dinner  was  served,  whether  all  the  invited  guests 
were  present  or  not.  Sir  Joshua  was  never  so  fashion- 
ably ill-bred  as  to  wait  an  hour,  perhaps,  for  two  or 
three  persons  of  rank  or  title,  and  put  the  rest  of  the 
company  out  of  humor  by  this  invidious  distinction. — 
Lives  of  Painters  and  Sculptors. 

Four  of  the  sons  of  Allan  Cunningham  acquired 
a  respectable  place  in  literature:  ALEXANDER, 
born  in  1814,  entered  the  army,  in  which  he  rose 
to  the  rank  of  major-general.  He  was  educated 
at  the  Military  College  at  Addiscombe;  in  1834 
became  aide-de-camp  to  the  Governor-General  of 
India,  and  was  subsequently  employed  in  im- 
portant diplomatic  service.  Besides  numerous 
papers  in  periodicals,  he  has  written  an  Essay 
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on  the  Aryan  Order  of  Architecture  (1846);  The 
Bhilsa  Topes,  or  Buddhist  Monuments  of  Central 
India  (1854);  and  Ladak,  Physical,  Statistical,  and 
Historical  (1854).  PETER  (1816-69),  entered  the 
civil  service,  from  which  he  retired  in  1860. 
While  a  mere  boy  he  wrote  a  Life  of  Drummond 
of  Hawthornden  (1833);  and  subsequently  pro- 
duced many  other  works,  among  which  are : 
Songs  of  England  and  Scotland  (1835);  Hand-Book 
of  Westminster  Abbey  (1842);  Life  of  Inigo  Jones 
(1848);  The  Hand-book  of  London  (1849);  Modern 
London  (1851);  The  Story  of  Nell  Gwynne  (1852)  ; 
and  a  Memoir  of  J.  M.  W.  Turner  (1852).  He  also 
edited  the  works  of  Goldsmith ;  a  new  edition, 
with  additions,  of  Johnson's  Lives  of  Poets ;  and 
was  a  frequent  contributor  to  literary  periodicals. 
JOSEPH  DAVEY  (1812-51)  was  a  Captain  of  En- 
gineers in  the  Indian  army,  was  appointed  to 
draw  up  official  reports  on  various  subjects,  and 
wrote  a  valuable  History  of  the  Sikhs  (1849). 
FRANCIS  (1820-75),  became  a  Lieutenant-colonel 
in  the  Indian  army.  He  edited  the  dramatic 
works  of  Marlowe,  Massinger,  and  Ben  Jonson, 
and  was  a  frequent  contributor  to  literary  peri- 
odicals. 


CUPPLES,  GEORGE,  a  Scottish  journalist,  crit- 
ic, and  novelist,  was  born  in  the  parish  of  Leg- 
erwood,  near  Lauder,  Berwickshire,  August  2, 
1822  ;  died  October  7,  1891.  He  was  descended  of 
a  line  of  Scotch  Presbyterian  divines,  and  was  the 
son  of  a  Free  Church  minister.  He  was  educated 
at  Edinburgh  ;  where,  after  a  sea-voyage  of  about 
two  years'  duration,  he  "  finished  his  education  " 
and  went  into  literature.  He  was  a  contributor 
to  several  magazines,  notably  Blackwood  and  Mac- 
millaris ;  in  the  former  of  which  first  appeared, 
serially,  between  1848  and  1851,  his  most  famous 
work,  The  Green  Hand,  a  Sea  Story,  Being  the  Ad- 
ventures of  a  Naval  Lieutenant.  This  was  published 
in  London  in  book  form  in  1856.  Kyloe  Jock  and 
the  Weird  of  Wanton-Walls  were  published  serially 
in  Macmillans  in  1 860.  Other  tales  are,  Hinchbridge 
Haunted  (1859);  The  Two  Frigates  (1859);  an<^ 
many  essays  and  critiques,  of  which  his  Essay  on 
Emerson  is  one  of  the  most  noted.  A  great  many 
of  the  "  Cupples  Tales  "  are  the  work  of  Mrs.  Jane 
Cupples,  the  wife  of  George  Cupples.  Allibone 
enumerates  no  less  than  forty-six  distinct  works 
issued  under  her  name.  Many  of  these,  following 
the  path  of  her  husband's  popularity,  are  sea-tales ; 
though  the  two  which  are  best  known  at  present 
are  The  Story  of  Our  Doll,  being  the  history  of  a 
doll  called  Black  Bess  ;  and  Singular  Creatures,  a 
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series  of  stories  and  studies  of  domestic  animals 
in  a  Scottish  parish. 

Of  The  Green  Hand  the  Saturday  Review  said  : 
"  It  is  not  a  work  of  genius,  but  it  is  much  the 
best  sea-story  we  have  seen  of  late."  Other  and 
later  writers,  numbering  it  with  similar  works  of 
Marryat  and  Stevenson,  declare  it  to  be  one  of 
the  best  ever  written,  and  note  particularly  the 
poetic  spirit  and  the  evident  "  truthfulness  "  which 
animate  its  pages. 

THOUGHTS    AT    ST.    HELENA. 

Suddenly  I  took  to  guessing  and  puzzling  closely  how 
I  should  go  to  work  myself,  if  I  were  the  strange 
Frenchman  I  saw  in  the  brig  at  sea,  and  wanted  to 
manage  Napoleon's  escape  out  of  St.  Helena.  And  first, 
there  was  how  to  get  into  the  island  and  put  him  up  to 
the  scheme — why,  sure  enough,  I  couldn't  have  laid  it 
down  better  than  they  seemed  to  have  done  all  along. 
What  could  one  do  but  just  dodge  about  that  latitude 
under  all  sorts  of  false  rig,  then  catch  hold  of  somebody 
fit  to  cover  one's  landing?  No  Englishman  would <\v  it, 
and  no  foreigner  but  would  set  Sir  Hudson  Lowe  on  his 
guard  in  a  moment.  Next,  we  should  have  to  get  put 
on  the  island  ;  and,  really,  a  neat  enough  plan  it  was, 
to  dog  one  of  the  very  cruisers  themselves,  knock  up  a 
mess  of  planks  and  spars  in  the  night-time,  set  them  all 
ablaze  with  tar,  and  pretend  they  were  fresh  from  a 
craft  on  fire  ;  when  even  Captain  Wallis,  of  the  Podar- 
gus,  as  it  happened,  was  too  much  of  a  British  seaman 
not  to  carry  us  straight  to  St.  Helena  !  Again,  I  must 
say  it  was  a  touch  beyond  me — but  to  hit  the  governor's 
notions  of  a  hobby,  to  go  picking  up  plants  around 
Longwood,  was  a  likely  enough  way  to  get  speech  of  the 
prisoner,  or  at  least  let  him  see  one  was  there !  How 
should  I  set  about  carrying  him  off  to  the  coast,  though  ? 
That  was  the  prime  matter ;  seeing  that  even  if  the 
schooner,  which  was  no  doubt  hovering  out  of  sight, 
were  to  make  a  bold  dash  for  the  land  with  the  trade- 
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wind,  in  a  night  eleven  hours  long,  there  were  sentries 
close  round  Longwood  from  sunset,  the  starlight  shining 
mostly  always  in  the  want  of  a  moon.  And  at  any  rate 
there  was  rock  and  gully  enough  betwixt  here  and  the 
coast  to  try  the  surest  foot  aboard  the  Hebe,  let  alone 
an  Emperor.  With  plenty  of  woods  for  a  cover,  one 
might  steal  up  close  to  Longwood  ;  but  the  bare  rocks 
showed  you  off  to  be  made  a  mark  of.  Whew  !  but  why 
were  those  same  blacks  on  the  island  ?  I  thought.  Just 
strip  them  stark  naked,  and  let  them  lie  in  the  Devil's 
Punch  Bowl,  or  somewhere,  beyond  military  hours,  when 
I  warrant  me  they  might  slip  up,  gully  by  gully,  to  the 
very  sentries'  backs  !  Their  color  wouldn't  show  them  ; 
and,  savages  as  they  seemed,  couldn't  they  settle  as  many 
sentries  as  they  needed,  creep  into  the  very  bed-chamber 
where  Bonaparte  slept,  and  manhandle  him  bodily  away 
down  through  some  of  the  nearest  hollows,  before  any 
one  was  the  wiser  ?  The  point  that  still  bothered  me 
was,  why  the  fourth  of  the  blacks  was  wanting  at 
present,  unless  he  had  his  part  to  play  elsewhere.  If  it 
was  a  chance,  then  the  whole  might  be  a  notion  of  mine — 
which  I  knew  I  was  apt  to  have  sometimes.  If  I  could 
only  make  out  the  fourth  black,  so  as  to  tally  with  the 
scheme,  on  the  other  hand,  then  I  thought  it  was  all 
sure.  But  of  course  this  quite  pauled  me ;  and  I  gave 
it  up,  to  work  out  my  fancy  case  by  providing  signals 
betwixt  us  plotters  inside  and  the  schooner  out  of  sight 
from  the  telegraphs.  There  was  no  use  for  her  to  run 
in  and  take  the  risk  without  good  luck  having  turned 
up  on  the  island  ;  yet  any  sign  she  could  profit  by  must 
be  both  sufficient  to  reach  sixty  miles  or  so  and  hidden 
not  to  alarm  the  telegraphs  or  the  cruisers.  Here  was 
a  worse  puzzle  than  all ;  and  I  only  guessed  at  it  for  my 
own  satisfaction — as  a  fellow  can't  help  doing  when  he 
hears  a  question  he  can't  answer — till  my  eye  lighted  on 
Diana's  Peak,  near  three  thousand  feet  above  the  sea. 
There  it  was,  by  Jove  !  'Twas  quite  clear  at  the  time  ; 
but  by  nightfall  there  was  always  more  or  less  cloud 
near  the  top,  and  if  you  set  a  fire  on  the  very  peak 
'twould  only  be  seen  leagues  off — a  notion  that  brought 
to  mind  a  similar  thing  which  I  told  you  saved  the 
Indiaman  from  a  lee-shore  one  night  on  the  African 
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coast — and  again,  by  George !  I  saw  that  must  have 
been  meant  at  first  by  the  negroes  as  a  smoke  to  help 
the  French  brig  easier  in  !  Putting  that  and  that  to- 
gether, why,  it  struck  me  at  once  what  the  fourth  black's 
errand  might  be — namely,  to  watch  for  the  schooner  and 
kindle  his  signal  as  soon  as  he  couldn't  see  the  island 
for  mist.  I  was  sure  of  it ;  and  as  for  a  dark  night 
coming  on  at  sea,  the  freshening  of  the  breeze  there 
promised  nothing  more  likely  ;  a  bright  white  haze  was 
softening  out  the  horizon  already,  and  here  and  there 
the  egg  of  a  cloud  could  be  seen  to  break  off  the  sky  to 
windward  ;  all  of  which  would  be  better  known  afloat 
than  here. — From  The  Green  Hand. 


CURTIS,  GEORGE  TICKNOR,  an  American  jur- 
ist, born  at  Watertown,  Mass.,  November  28,  1812; 
died  at  New  York,  March  28, 1894.  He  was  gradu- 
ated at  Harvard  in  1832,  and  was  admitted  to  the 
bar  in  1836.  He  commenced  the  practice  of  his 
profession  at  Northfield,  Mass.,  but  soon  removed 
to  Boston,  where  he  remained  until  1862,  when  he 
took  up  his  residence  at  New  York.  While  resid- 
ing in  Boston,  he  held  for  a  time  the  office  of 
United  States  Commissioner ;  acting  in  that  capac- 
ity, in  1851,  he  ordered  the  return  to  his  master 
of  Thomas  Sims,  who  was  claimed  as  a  fugitive 
slave.  For  this  official  act  he  was  bitterly  censured 
by  the  opponents  of  slavery. 

Mr.  Curtis  published  many  strictly  professional 
works,  several  of  which  are  held  in  high  esteem. 
Besides  these  he  issued  a  Life  of  Daniel  Webster 
(1855-58);  Last  Years  of  Daniel  Webster  (1878); 
Memoirs  of  His  Father  (1879) »  and  The  Life  of  James 
Buchanan  (i^^).  His  most  important  work  is  The 
History  of  the  Origin,  Formation,  and  Adoption  of 
the  Constitution  of  the  United  States  (1855-58)  ;  Crea- 
tion or  Evolution  (1889). 

THE    CONSTITUTION    OF    THE    UNITED    STATES. 

The  history  of  this  Constitution  is  not  like  the  history 
of  monarchy,  in  which  some  things  are  obsolete,  while 
some  are  of  present  importance.  The  Constitution  of 
the  United  States  is  a  living  code  for  the  perpetuation 
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of  a  system  of  free  government,  which  the  people  of 
each  succeeding  generation  must  administer  for  them- 
selves. Every  line  of  it  is  as  operative  and  binding  to- 
day as  it  was  when  the  Government  was  first  set  in  motion 
by  its  provisions  ;  and  no  part  of  it  can  fall  into  neglect 
or  decay  while  that  Government  continues  to  exist. 

The  Constitution  of  the  United  States  was  the  means 
by  which  republican  liberty  was  saved  from  the  conse- 
quences of  impending  anarchy  ;  it  secured  that  liberty 
to  posterity,  and  it  left  it  to  depend  on  their  fidelity  to 
the  Union.  It  is  morally  certain  that  the  formation  of 
some  General  Government,  stronger  and  more  efficient 
than  any  which  existed  since  the  independence  of  the 
States  had  been  declared,  had  become  necessary  to  the 
continued  existence  of  the  Confederacy.  It  is  equally 
certain  that,  without  the  preservation  of  the  Union,  a 
condition  of  things  must  at  once  have  ensued  out  of 
which  wars  between  the  various  provinces  of  America 
must  have  grown.  The  alternatives,  therefore,  that  pre- 
sented themselves  to  the  generation  by  whom  the  Con- 
stitution was  established,  were  either  to  devise  a  system 
of  Republican  Government  that  would  answer  the  great 
purposes  of  a  lasting  union,  or  to  resort  to  something  in 
the  nature  of  Monarchy.  With  the  latter,  the  institutions 
of  the  States  must  have  been  sooner  or  later  crushed  ; 
— for  they  must  either  have  crumbled  away  in  the  new 
combinations  and  fearful  convulsions  that  would  have 
preceded  the  establishment  of  such  a  power,  or  they 
must  have  fallen  speedily  after  its  triumph  had  been 
settled.  With  the  former  alternative,  the  preservation 
of  the  States,  and  of  all  the  needful  institutions  which 
marked  their  separate  existence,  though  a  difficult,  was 
yet  a  possible  result. 

To  this  preservation  of  the  separate  States  we  owe 
that  power  of  minute  local  administration  which  is  so 
prominent  and  important  a  feature  of  our  American 
liberty.  To  this  we  are  indebted  for  those  principles 
of  self-government  which  place  their  own  interests  in 
the  hands  of  the  people  of  every  distinct  communi- 
ty, and  which  enable  them,  by  means  of  their  own  laws, 
to  defend  their  own  particular  institutions  against  en- 
croachments from  without. 
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Finally,  the  Constitution  of  the  United  States  made 
the  people  of  these  several  provinces  one  Nation,  and 
gave  them  a  standing  among  the  nations  of  the  world. 
Let  any  man  compare  the  condition  of  this  country  at 
the  peace  of  1783,  and  during  the  four  years  which  fol- 
lowed that  event,  with  its  present  position,  and  he  will 
see  that  he  must  look  to  some  other  cause  than  its  merely 
natural  and  material  resources  to  account  for  the  proud 
elevation  which  it  has  now  reached.  .  .  .  Looking 
back  to  the  period  which  is  removed  from  him  only  by 
the  span  of  one  mortal  life,  and  looking  around  and  be- 
fore him,  he  will  see  that  among  the  causes  of  our  un- 
equalled growth  stands  prominent  and  decisive,  far  over 
all  other  human  agencies,  the  great  code  of  civil  govern- 
ment which  the  fathers  of  our  republic  wrought  out  from 
the  very  perils  by  which  they  were  surrounded. 

It  is  for  the  purpose  of  tracing  the  history  of  the 
period  in  which  these  perils  were  encountered  and  over- 
come that  I  have  written  this  work.  But  in  doing  it  I 
have  sought  to  write  as  an  American.  For  it  is,  I  trust, 
impossible  to  study  the  history  of  the  Constitution 
which  has  made  us  what  we  are,  by  making  us  one  na- 
tion, without  feeling  how  unworthy  of  the  dignity  of 
History — would  be  any  attempt  to  claim  more  than  their 
just  share  of  merit  and  renown  for  names  or  places  en- 
deared to  us  by  local  feeling  or  traditionary  attachment. 
Historical  writing  that  is  not  just,  that  is  not  impartial, 
that  is  not  fearless — looking  beyond  the  interests  of 
neighborhood,  the  claims  of  party,  or  the  solicitations 
of  pride — is  worse  than  useless  to  mankind. — Preface  to 
History  of  the  Constitution. 

ATTITUDE    IN    WHICH     MR.    BUCHANAN    LEFT    THE   GOV- 
ERNMENT. 

During  the  time  of  the  formation  of  the  Provisional 
Confederacy  of  the  Cotton  States  not  only  was  Con- 
gress in  session,  and  not  only  did  it  neglect  to  do  any- 
thing to  strengthen  the  hands  of  the  Executive,  but  if 
the  President  had,  without  the  authority  of  law,  issued 
a  call  for  volunteers,  it  would  not  have  been  responded 
to.  It  is  true  that  some  Northern  Legislatures  passed 
VOL.  VI L— 13 
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resolutions  tendering  men  and  money  to  the  United 
States.  But  how  could  such  offers  have  been  accepted 
and  acted  upon  by  the  Executive  without  the  authority 
of  law  ?  How  could  a  regiment,  or  an  army  of  regi- 
ments, have  been  marched  by  the  President  into  Georgia 
or  Mississippi,  to  prevent  the  adoption  of  a  secession 
ordinance  ?  .  .  .  War  upon  a  State  or  a  People 
must  have  a  legal  basis,  if  those  who  wage  it  are  to  be 
entitled  to  the  privileges  and  immunities  of  soldiers. 
On  the  other  hand,  to  enforce  the  laws  of  the  United 
States  against  the  obstructions  put  in  the  way  of  their 
execution  by  individuals  or  unlawful  combinations  was 
not  to  make  war.  But  for  this  purpose  Mr.  Buchanan 
could  not  obtain  from  Congress  the  necessary  means. 
.  .  .  It  required  all  the  excitement  which  followed 
the  bombardment  of  Fort  Sumter,  all  the  monstrous 
uprising  of  the  North  produced  by  that  event,  to  secure 
a  response  to  President  Lincoln's  irregular  call  for 
75,000  men,  in  April,  1861. 

But  it  was  in  the  power  of  President  Buchanan  to 
hold  the  Border  States  back  from  the  secession  move- 
ment until  his  successor  could  take  the  reins  of  Gov- 
ernment ;  and  this  duty  he  successfully  performed. 
Notwithstanding  the  failure  of  Congress  to  second  his 
efforts  to  preserve  the  Union  unbroken  by  anything  but 
the  secession  of  South  Carolina;  notwithstanding  the 
failure,  of  the  Peace  Convention  to  propose  anything 
that  Congress  would  accept,  Virginia,  North  Carolina, 
Maryland,  Kentucky — and  even  Tennessee  and  Mis- 
souri— had  not  seceded  or  taken  any  steps  to  secede  on 
the  4th  of  March,  1861.  The  same  conservative  senti- 
ment which  still  animated  the  best  portion  of  the  peo- 
ple of  those  States  kept  them  from  the  vortex  of  seces- 
sion. They  did  not  yet  regard  the  election  of  Mr.  Lin- 
coln, by  a  purely  sectional  vote  of  the  non-slaveholding 
States,  as  a  sufficient  cause  for  breaking  up  the  Union. 
They  still  looked  to  his  administration  for  measures 
that  would  prevent  a  civil  war ;  still  looked  to  the  Fed- 
eral Government  for  a  redress  of  all  the  grievances  of 
which  any  of  the  States  could  complain.  So  that  when 
Mr.  Buchanan  laid  down,  and  Mr.  Lincoln  took  up  the 
powers  of  the  Executive,  the  problem  which  remained 
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for  the  latter,  and  which  Mr.  Buchanan  left  for  him  in 
the  best  attitude  that  it  could  be  made  to  assume,  was 
how  to  keep  those  Border  States  from  joining  the  South- 
ern Confederacy,  as  they  had  been  kept  from  it  hitherto. 
This  was  largely — almost  exclusively — a  matter  for 
the  Executive,  unless,  indeed,  he  should  think  it  best  to 
call  the  new  Congress — then  legally  existing — together 
immediately,  and  insist  on  its  doing  what  the  preceding 
Congress  had  neglected.  This  course  was  not  at  once 
adopted,  and  consequently  everything  depended  upon 
the  dealing  of  the  Executive  with  the  Confederate  Com- 
missioners, who  were  then  in  Washington,  respecting 
the  evacuation  of  Fort  Sumter.  Mr.  Buchanan  had  in 
no  way  trammelled  his  successor  by  negotiations  with 
those  Commissioners.  He  had,  in  fact,  declined  all  in- 
tercourse with  them  ;  and  it  was  entirely  optional  with 
Mr.  Lincoln  to  do  the  same  thing ;  as  it  was  entirely 
open  to  him  to  determine  whether  he  would  or  would 
not  order  the  evacuation  of  that  fort,  and  to  shape 
his  measures  accordingly.  Thus  far  an  attack  upon  Major 
Anderson's  position  had  been  prevented  by  the  efforts 
of  Virginia,  and  by  the  prudent  course  pursued  by  Mr. 
Buchanan.  It  was  to  be  expected  that  the  Southern 
Commissioners  would  be  most  persistent  in  their  de- 
mands. But  by  no  act,  or  word,  or  omission  of  the  out- 
going President,  had  his  successor  been  placed  under 
any  obligation  to  yield  to  those  demands,  or  even  to 
consider  them.  .  .  .  Mr.  Lincoln,  therefore,  as- 
sumed the  Government  without  a  single  admission,  by 
his  predecessor,  of  the  right  of  secession,  or  of  any 
claim  founded  upon  it ;  without  any  obligation,  other 
than  the  duty  of  preventing  civil  war,  to  hold  even  an 
informal  negotiation  with  the  Confederate  Commission- 
ers ;  with  thirteen  .  millions  of  people  in  the  Border 
States  still  in  the  Union,  and  not  likely  to  leave  it  un- 
less blood  should  be  shed. — Life  of  Buchanan,  Vol.  //., 
Chap.  xxv. 


CURTIS,  GEORGE  WILLIAM,  an  American  jour- 
nalist,  orator,  and  publicist,  born  at  Providence, 
R.  I.,  February  24,  1824;  died  on  Staten  Island, 
N.  Y.,  August  31,  1892.  His  father  removed  to 
New  York  in  1839,  an<^  placed  his  son  as  clerk  in 
a  mercantile  house.  In  1842,  he  went  with  an 
elder  brother  to  the  Brook  Farm  Institution  at 
Roxbury,  Mass.,  where  they  remained  a  year  and 
a  half,  after  which  the  brothers  went  upon  a  farm 
at  Concord,  Mass.,  where  they  took  part  in  or- 
dinary agricultural  labor  for  another  year  and  a 
half,  and  then,  for  one  season,  cultivated  a  small 
piece  of  land  for  themselves. 

In  1846,  Mr.  Curtis,  then  being  twenty-two  years 
old,  started  upon  a  foreign  tour.  About  three 
years  were  passed  in  Italy  and  Germany,  when  he 
set  out  for  the  East,  going  up  the  Nile  as  far  as 
the  Cataracts;  then  visited  Syria,  the  entire  ab- 
sence being  about  four  years.  The  impressions 
of  this  Eastern  journey  were  given  in  two  works, 
Nile  Notes  of  a  Howadji  (1850),  and  The  Howadjiin 
Syria  (1852).  Shortly  after  his  return  from  the 
East,  he  joined  the  editorial  staff  of  the  New  York 
Tribune ;  among  his  contributions  were  a  series 
of  graceful  letters  from  various  watering-places, 
which  were  subsequently  issued  in  a  volume  en- 
titled Lotus-Eating.  Upon  the  establishment  of 
Putnam  s  Monthly,  in  1852,  Mr.  Curtis  became  one 
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of  its  editors  and  a  frequent  contributor.     After- 
ward the  proprietorship  of  the  Magazine  fell  into 
the  hands  of  a  company,  in  which  Mr.  Curtis  was 
a  partner,  though  not  taking  part  in  the  business 
management.      This   company   became  insolvent 
in   1857;  and  Mr.  Curtis  lost  his  whole  moderate 
fortune.      Moreover,  a   near   kinsman  had  put  a 
considerable  sum  of  money  into  the  concern,  as  a 
"special   partner,"  but  owing  to   some  technical 
error,  he  was  legally  liable  as  a  "general  partner" 
for  the  large  indebtedness  of  the  company.     Mr. 
Curtis    held  himself  morally  responsible  for  the 
reimbursement  of  this  ;  and  set  himself  at  work  to 
earn  the  money  by  his  pen  and  as  a  public  lect- 
urer.     It  was  not  until  1873 — fully  sixteen  years 
— that  this  task  was  fully  accomplished.     Many  of 
the  contributions  of  Mr.  Curtis  to  Putnam  s  Month- 
ly have  been  published  in  volumes,  under  the  titles, 
The  Potiphar  Papers  (1853)  and  Prue  and  I  (1856), 
Soon  after  the  failure   of  Putnam 's  Monthly,  Mr, 
Curtis  formed  a  special  connection  with  the  pub- 
lishing  house  of   Harper  &  Brothers,  which  con- 
tinued until  the  time  of  his  death.     In  1858  he  be- 
gan  the  publication   in  Harper  s  Magazine  of  the 
series   of  papers  entitled    "  The    Editor's     Easy 
Chair,"  which  appeared  monthly   until  his  death, 
Harper  s  Weekly  was  established  in  1857  ;  and  he 
was  a  regular  contributor  from  an  early  period, 
For  it  he  wrote  (1858-59)  Trumps,  his  only  regular 
novel.      Harper's  Bazar  was  established  in    1867, 
and  to  it  Mr.  Curtis  furnished  weekly  a  series  oi 
papers  entitled  "  Manners  upon  the  Road,"  which 
were  continued  until  1873,  when,   having  accom- 
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plished  his  self-imposed  task  of  paying  off  the  old 
indebtedness,  he  retired  from  the  regular  lectur- 
ing field. 

Harper's  Weekly  began  to  assume  a  political 
aspect  early  in  the  Civil  War.  Of  this  journal 
Mr.  Curtis  became  Editor-in-Chief,  about  1875. 
Though  taking  an  active  part  in  politics  he  never 
held  any  strictly  public  office,  other  than  that  of 
Chairman  of  the  Civil  Service  Commission  (1871- 
73).  In  1864  he  became  one  of  the  Regents  of  the 
University  of  the  State  of  New  York.  At  the 
Presidential  election  of  1884,  Mr.  Curtis  was  one 
of  the  Republicans  who  refused  to  accept  the 
nomination  of  Mr.  Elaine. 

The  "  Easy  Chair,"  papers — numbering  more 
than  three  hundred  —  were  published  in  1891; 
Washington  Irving  in  1891. 

THE    DRAGOMAN. 

The  Dragoman  is  of  four  species  :  The  Maltese,  or 
the  able  knave  ;  the  Greek,  or  the  cunning  knave  ;  the 
Syrian,  or  the  active  knave  ;  and  the  Egyptian,  or  the 
stupid  knave.  They  wear,  generally,  the  Eastern  cos- 
tume. But  the  Greeks  often  sport  bad  hats  and  coats, 
and  call  themselves  Christians.  They  are  the  most 
ignorant,  vain,  incapable,  and  unsatisfactory  class  of 
men  that  the  wandering  Howadji  meets.  They  travel 
constantly  the  same  route,  yet  have  no  eyes  to  see  nor 
ears  to  hear.  If  on  the  Nile,  they  smoke  and  sleep  in 
the  boat.  If  on  the  desert,  they  smoke  and  sleep  on  the 
camel.  If  in  Syria,  they  smoke  and  sleep,  if  they  can, 
on  the  horse.  It  is  their  own  comfort,  their  own  con- 
venience and  profit,  which  they  constantly  pursue.  The 
Howadji  is  a  bag  of  treasure  thrown  by  a  kind  fate  up- 
on their  shores  ;  and  they  are  the  wreckers  who  squeeze, 
tear,  and  pull  him — top,  bottom,  and  sideways — to  bleed 
him  of  his  burden. 
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They  should  be  able  to  give  you  every  information 
about  your  boat,  and  what  is  necessary,  and  what  use- 
less. Much  talk  you  do  indeed  get,  and  assurance  that 
everything  will  be  accurately  arranged  ;  but  you  are 
fairly  afloat  upon  the  Nile  before  you  discover  how  lost 
upon  the  dragoman  have  been  all  his  previous  voyages. 
With  miserable  weakness  they  seek  to  smooth  the  mo- 
ment, and  perpetually  baffle  your  plans  by  telling  you, 
not  the  truth,  but  what  they  suppose  you  wish  the  truth 
to  be.  Nothing  is  ever  more  than  an  hour  or  two  dis- 
tant. They  involve  you  in  absurd  arrangements  because 
"  it  is  the  custom,"  and  he  is  a  hardy  Howadji  who 
struggles  against  the  vis  inertice  of  ignorant  incapacity 
and  miserable  cheating  through  the  whole  tour. 

Active  intelligence  on  the  Howadji's  part  is  very  dis- 
gusting to  them.  If  he  scrutinizes  his  expenses,  if  he 
pretends  to  know  his  own  will  or  way — much  more  to 
have  it  executed— the  end  of  things  clearly  approaches 
to  the  dragomatic  mind.  The  small  knaveries  of  cheat- 
ing in  the  price  of  everything  purchased,  and  in  the 
amount  of  buck-sheesh,  or  gratuity,  on  all  occasions,  are 
not  to  be  seriously  heeded,  because  they  are  universal. 
The  real  evils  are  the  taking  you  out  of  your  way  for 
their  own  comfort ;  the  favoring  of  a  poor  resting-place 
or  hotel,  because  they  are  well  paid  there  ;  and  the  uni- 
versally unreliable  information  that  they  afford.  Were 
they  good  servants,  it  were  some  consolation  ;  but  a 
servile  Eastern  cannot  satisfy  the  Western  .  idea  of 
good  service.  Perhaps  it  was  a  bad  year  for  dragomen, 
as  it  was  for  potatoes.  But  such  was  the  result  of  uni- 
versal testimony. — Nile  Notes  of  a  Howadji. 

JERUSALEM. 

Within  the  walls,  Jerusalem  is  among  the  most  pict- 
uresque of  cities.  It  is  very  small.  You  can  walk  quite 
round  it  in  less  than  half  an  hour.  There  are  only  some 
17,000  inhabitants,  of  whom  nearly  half  are  Jews.  The 
material  of  the  city  is  a  cheerful  stone,  and  so  massively 
are  the  lofty  blind  house-walls  laid,  that  in  pacing  the 
more  solitary  streets,  you  seem  to  be  threading  the 
mazes  of  a  huge  fortress.  Often  the  houses  extend 
over  the  street,  which  winds  under  them  in  dark  arch.- 
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ways  ;  and  where  there  are  no  over-hanging  buildings, 
there  are  often  supports  of  masonry  thrown  across  from 
house  to  house.  There  are  no  windows  upon  the  street, 
except  a  few  picturesque  projecting  lattices. 

Jerusalem  is  an  utter  ruin.  The  houses  so  fair  in 
seeming,  are  often  all  crumbled  away  upon  the  interior. 
The  arches  are  shattered,  and  vines  and  flowers  wave 
and  bloom  down  all  the  vistas.  The  streets  are  never 
straight  for  fifty  rods  ;  but  climb  and  wind  with  broken 
steps,  and  the  bold  buildings  thrust  out  buttressed  cor- 
ners, graced  with  luxuriant  growths,  and  arched  with 
niches  for  statue  and  fountain.  It  is  a  mass  of  "  beauti- 
ful bits,"  as  artists  say.  And  you  will  see  no  fairer 
sight  in  the  world  than  the  groups  of  brilliantly  draped 
Orientals  emerging  into  the  sun,  from  the  vine-fringed 
darkness  of  the  arched  doorways.  .  .  . 

The  Mosque  of  Omar  occupies  the  site  of  Solomon's 
Temple — about  an  eighth  of  the  area  of  the  whole  city. 
It  is  the  most  beautiful  object  in  Jerusalem,  and  the 
most  graceful  building  in  the  East.  It  is  not  massive 
nor  magnificent ;  but  the  dome — bulbous,  like  all  Orien- 
tal domes — is  so  aerial  and  elegant  that  the  eye  lingers 
to  see  it  float  away,  or  dissolve  in  the  ardent  noon. 
The  beautiful  building  stands  within  a  spacious 
inclosure  of  green  lawn  and  arcades.  Olive,  orange, 
and  cypress-trees  grow  around  the  court,  which,  in  good 
sooth,  is  a  "  little  heaven  below  "  for  the  Muslim,  who 
lie  dreaming  in  the  soft  shade,  from  morning  to  night. 
It  is  a  foretaste  of  Paradise,  in  kind — excepting  the 
Houries  :  for,  although  the  mosques  are  not  forbidden 
to  women,  Mohammed  said  it  would  be  better  for  them 
to  have  prayers  read  by  eunuchs  in  their  own  apart- 
ments. 

In  the  picturesque  gloom  and  brightness  of  the  city, 
the  mosque  is  a  dream  of  heaven  also  even  to  the  Un- 
believers. There  are  many  entrances  ;  and,  as  you 
saunter  under  the  dark  archways  of  the  streets,  and  look 
suddenly  up  a  long  dim  arcade  upon  the  side,  you  per- 
ceive, closing  the  vista,  the  sunny  green  of  the  mosque 
grounds,  and  feel  the  warm  air  stealing  outward  from  its 
silence,  and  see  the  men  and  women  and  children  pray- 
ing under  the  trees.  Or,  at  sunset,  groups  of  reverend 
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Muslim  pass  down  the  narrow  street,  returning  from 
prayer,  looking  like  those  Jewish  doctors  who,  in  the  old 
pictures,  haunt  the  temple  on  this  very  site.  It  is  an 
"  amiable  tabernacle  "  that  you  behold.  You  feel  how 
kindly,  how  cognate  to  the  affections  of  piety,  are  the 
silence  and  freedom  of  this  temple — its  unaffected  so- 
briety ;  the  sunny  spaces  upon  marble  terraces,  and  the 
rich  gloom  of  orange  darkness  in  which  the  young  chil- 
dren play,  and  the  fountains  sing  :  so  that  no  place  on 
earth  is  so  lovely  to  those  children,  or  so  much  de- 
sired. .  .  . 

The  beautiful  mosque  is  the  centre  of  picturesque  and 
poetic  interest  in  this  city,  and  we  were  pleasantly  lodged 
not  far  from  it.  At  night  the  moonlight  slept  along  the 
still,  steep  Via  Dolorosa,  which  we  saw  from  our  window, 
and  the  Mount  of  Olives  rose  dark  against  the  east.  At 
morning  the  song  of  birds,  mingling  with  the  muezzin's 
cry,  awakened  us  :  and  Jerusalem  lay  so  silent  in  the 
Syrian  day  that  Mariana  in  the  Moated  Grange  was 
not  awakened  to  more  slumberous  stillness. 

We  step  into  the  street,  half  wondering  if  there  is 
any  population  there.  Blear-eyed,  melancholy  spectres 
swarm  along  the  narrow  ways,  trailing  filthy  garments, 
but  with  intense  scorn  of  the  clean  Unbelievers.  Lepers 
sit  by  the  sunny  walls,  and  your  soul  cries  :  "  Unclean  ! 
unclean  !"  while  you  loosen  your  purse-strings.  Pilgrims 
of  all  kinds  and  faiths  pass,  wondering,  and  the  trade 
of  Jerusalem  is  in  religious  relics.  In  this  metropolis 
of  three  religions — Islam,  Christianity,  and  Judaism — 
only  the  first  and  last  have  each  a  single  external  feat- 
ure that  is  beautiful  in  remembrance  :  The  Mosque  of 
Omar,  and  the  Wailing  at  the  Stones  of  the  Temple. 
The  Christianity  peculiar  to  Jerusalem  is  unmitigatedly 
repulsive.  —  The  Howadji  in  Syria. 

THE    POTIPHARS    IN    PARIS. 

The  other  evening  we  went  to  the  ball  at  the  Tuiler- 
ies,  and  oh  !  it  was  splendid.  There  were  one  Duke, 
and  three  Marquises,  and  a  great  many  Counts  present- 
ed to  me.  They  all  said,  "  It's  charming  this  evening ;  " 
and  I  said,  "  Very  charming  indeed."  Wasn't  it  nice  ? 

But  you  should  have  seen  Mrs.  Potiphar  when  the 
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Emperor  Napoleon  III.  spoke  to  her.  You  know  what 
a  great  man  he  is,  and  what  a  benefactor  to  his  country  ; 
and  how  pure  and  noble  and  upright  his  private  charac- 
ter and  career  have  been  ;  and  how,  as  Kurz  Pacha  says, 
he  is  radiant  with  royalty,  and  honors  everybody  to 
whom  he  speaks.  Well,  Mrs.  P.  was  presented,  and 
sank  almost  to  the  ground  in  her  reverence.  But  she 
actually  trembled  with  delight  when  the  Emperor  said, 
"  Madame,  I  remember  with  the  greatest  pleasure  the 
beautiful  city  of  New  York." 

I  am  sure  the  Empress  Eugenie  would  have  been 
jealous,  could  she  have  heard  the  tone  in  which  it  was 
said.  Wasn't  it  affable  in  such  a  great  monarch  toward 
a  mere  republican  ?  I  wonder  how  people  can  slander 
him  so,  and  tell  such  stories  about  him.  I  never  saw 
a  nicer  man  ;  only  he  looks  so  sleepy.  I  suppose  the 
cares  of  State  oppress  him,  poor  man  !  But  one  thing 
you  may  be  sure  of  :  if  people  at  home  laugh  at  the 
Emperor  and  condemn  him,  just  find  out  if  they  have  ever 
been  invited  to  the  Tuileries.  If  not,  you  will  understand 
the  reason  of.  their  hatred.  Mrs.  Potiphar  says  to  the 
Americans  here  that  she  can't  hear  the  Emperor  spoken 
against,  for  they  are  on  the  best  of  terms.  .  .  . 

I  think  Mr.  Potiphar  is  rather  disconsolate.  He 
whistles  and  looks  out  of  the  window  down  into  the 
garden  of  the  Tuileries,  where  the  children  play  under 
the  trees  ;  and  as  he  looks  he  stops  whistling,  and  gazes, 
sometimes  for  half  an  hour.  And  whenever  he  goes 
out  afterward,  he  is  sure  to  buy  something  for  Freddy. 
When  the  shopkeeper  asks  where  it  shall  be  sent,  Mr. 
P.  says,  in  a  loud,  slow  voice,  "  Hotel  Mureece,  Kat- 
teryvang-sanktrorsyaim." — It  is  astonishing,  as  Kurz 
Pacha  said,  that  we  are  not  more  respected  abroad. 
"Foreigners  will  never  know  what  you  really  are,"  said 
he  to  Mr.  P.,  "  until  they  come  to  you.  Your  going  to 
them  has  failed." — The  Potiphar  Papers. 

WENDELL    PHILLIPS. 

This  memorial  night  is  not  a  tribute  to  official  service, 
to  literary  genius,  to  scientific  distinction  ;  it  is  hom- 
age to  personal  character.  It  is  the  solemn  public  dec- 
laration that  a  life  of  transcendent  purity  of  purpose, 
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blended  with  commanding  powers,  devoted  with  abso- 
lute unselfishness,  and  with  amazing  results,  to  the  wel- 
fare of  the  country  and  of  humanity,  is,  in  the  Ameri- 
can republic,  an  example  so  inspiring,  a  patriotism  so 
lofty,  and  a  public  service  so  beneficent,  that,  in  con- 
templating them,  discordant  opinions,  differing  judg- 
ments, and  the  sharp  sting  of  controversial  speech,  van- 
ish like  frost  in  a  flood  of  sunshine.  It  is  not  the  Sam- 
uel Adams  who  was  impatient  of  Washington,  and  who 
doubted  the  Constitution,  but  the  Samuel  Adams  of 
Faneuil  Hall,  of  the  Committee  of  Correspondence,  of 
Concord  and  Lexington — Samuel  Adams  the  father  of 
the  Revolution,  whom  Massachusetts  and  America  re- 
member and  revere.  .  .  . 

But  his  judgment,  always  profoundly  sincere,  was  it 
not  profoundly  sometimes  mistaken  ?  No  nobler  friend 
of  freedom  and  of  man  than  Wendell  Phillips  ever 
breathed  upon  this  Continent,  and  no  man's  service  to 
freedom  surpasses  his.  But  before  the  war  he  de- 
manded peaceful  disunion  :  yet  it  was  the  Union  in 
arms  that  saved  Liberty.  During  the  war  he  would 
have  superseded  Lincoln  :  but  it  was  Lincoln  who  freed 
the  slaves.  He  pleaded  for  Ireland,  tortured  by  centu- 
ries of  misrule,  and  while  every  generous  heart  followed 
with  sympathy  the  pathos  and  the  power  of  his  appeal, 
the  just-minded  recoiled  from  the  sharp  arraignment 
of  the  truest  friends  in  England  that  Ireland  ever 
had.  I  know  it  all ;  but  I  know  also,  and  history  will 
remember,  that  the  slave  Union  which  he  denounced  is 
dissolved  ;  that  it  was  the  heart  and  conscience  of  the 
nation,  exalted  by  his  moral  appeal  of  agitation,  as  well 
as  by  the  enthusiasm  of  patriotic  war,  which  held  up 
the  hands  of  Lincoln,  and  upon  which  Lincoln  leaned 
in  emancipating  the  slaves  ;  and  that  only  by  indignant 
and  aggressive  appeals  like  his  has  the  heart  of  Eng- 
land ever  opened  to  Irish  wrong. 

No  man,  I  say,  can  take  a  pre-eminent  and  effective 
part  in  contentions  that  shake  nations,  or  in  the  discus- 
sion of  great  national  policies,  of  foreign  relations,  of 
domestic  economy  and  finance,  without  keen  reproach 
and  fierce  misconception.  "But  death,"  says  Bacon, 
"  bringeth  good  fame."  Then,  if  moral  integity  remain 
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unsoiled,  the  purpose  pure,  blameless  the  life,  and  patri- 
otism as  shining  as  the  sun,  conflicting  views  and  dif- 
fering counsels  disappear,  and,  firmly  fixed  upon  char- 
acter and  actual  achievement,  good  fame  rests  secure. 
Eighty  years  ago,  in  this  city  of  Boston,  how  un- 
sparing was  the  denunciation  of  John  Adams  for  be- 
traying and  ruining  his  party,  for  his  dogmatism,  his 
vanity,  and  ambition,  for  his  exasperating  impractica- 
bility ; — he,  the  Colossus  of  the  Revolution  ! — And 
Thomas  Jefferson  :  I  may  truly  say  what  the  historian 
says  of  the  Saracen  mothers  and  Richard  Cceur  de 
Lion,  that  the  mothers  of  Boston  hushed  their  children 
with  fear  of  the  political  devil  incarnate  of  Virginia. 
But  when  the  drapery  of  mourning  shrouded  the  col- 
umns and  overhung  the  arches  of  Faneuil  Hall,  Daniel 
Webster  did  not  remember  that  sometimes  John  Adams 
was  imprudent,  and  Thomas  Jefferson  sometimes  un- 
wise. He  remembered  only  that  John  Adams  and 
Thomas  Jefferson  were  two  of  the  greatest  of  American 
patriots  ;  and  their  fellow-citizens  of  every  party  bowed 
their  heads  and  said  Amen  ! 

I  am  not  here  to  declare  that  the  judgment  of  Wen- 
dell Phillips  was  always  sound,  nor  his  estimate  of  men 
always  just,  nor  his  policy  always  approved  by  the 
event.  He  would  have  scorned  such  praise.  I  am  not 
here  to  eulogize  the  mortal,  but  the  immortal.  He,  too, 
was  a  great  American  Patriot ;  and  no  American  life — 
no,  not  one — offers  to  future  generations  of  his  coun- 
trymen a  more  priceless  example  of  inflexible  fidelity  to 
conscience  and  to  public  duty ;  and  no  American  more 
truly  than  he  purged  the  national  name  of  its  shame, 
and  made  the  American  flag  the  flag  of  hope  for  man- 
kind.— Eulogy,  in  the  Tremont  Temple,  Boston,  April  18, 
1884. 

Mr.  Curtis  has  written  verse  only  at  intervals. 
His  longest  poem,  A  Rime  of  Rhode  Island,  was 
pronounced  at  a  meeting  of  the  Sons  of  Rhode 
Island,  held  in  New  York,  May  29,  1863,  that  be- 
ing the  anniversary  of  the  settlement  at  Provi- 
dence of  Roger  Williams  in  1636,  and  also  of  the 
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ratification  by  Rhode  Island  of  the  Constitution 
of  the  United  States,  in  1790.  The  following  are 
the  closing  stanzas  of  this  poem  : 

THE  SUMMER  OF  1863. 

At  last,  at  last,  each  glowing  star 
In  that  pure  field  of  heavenly  blue, 

On  every  people  shining  far, 

Burns  to  its  utmost  promise  true. 

Hopes  in  our  fathers'  hearts  that  stirred, 
Justice,  the  seal  of  peace  long  scorned^ 

O  perfect  peace  !  too  long  deferred, 
At  last,  at  last,  your  day  has  dawned. 

Your  day  has  dawned  :  but  many  an  hour 
Of  storm  and  cloud,  of  doubts  and  tears, 

Across  the  eternal  sky  must  lower, 
Before  the  glorious  noon  appears. 

And  not  for  us  that  noontide  glow  : 

For  us  the  strife  and  toil  shall  be  ; 
But  welcome  toil,  for  now  we  know, 

Our  children  shall  that  glory  see. 

At  last,  at  last !     O  Stars  and  Stripes  ! 

Touched  in  your  birth  by  Freedom's  flame, 
Your  purifying  lightning  wipes 

Out  from  our  history  its  shame. 

Stand  to  your  faith,  America  ! 

Sad  Europe,  listen  to  our  call  ! 
Up  to  your  manhood,  Africa  ! 

That  glorious  flag  floats  over  all  ! 

And  when  the  hour  seems  dark  with  doom, 

Our  sacred  banner,  lifted  higher, 
Shall  flash  away  the  gathering  gloom 

With  unextinguishable  fire. 
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Pure  as  its  white  the  future  see  ! 

Bright  as  its  red  is  now  the  sky  ! 
Fixed  as  its  Stars  the  faith  shall  be, 

That  nerves  our  hands  to  do  or  die. 

— A  Rime  of  Rhode  Island. 

EBB    AND    FLOW. 

I  walked  beside  the  evening  sea, 

And  dreamed  a  dream  that  could  not  be. 

The  waves  that  plunged  along  the  shore, 
Said  only — "  Dreamer,  dream  no  more  !  " 

But  still  the  legions  charged  the  beach — 
Loud  rang  their  battle-cry,  like  speech  ; 

But  changed  was  the  imperial  strain  : 

It  murmured — "  Dreamer,  dream  again  !  " 

I  homeward  turned  from  out  the  gloom — 
That  sound  I  heard  not  in  my  room  : 

But  suddenly  a  sound,  that  stirred 
Within  my  very  breast  I  heard  : — 

It  was  my  heart,  that  like  a  sea 
Within  my  breast  beat  ceaselessly  : 

But  like  the  waves  along  the  shore, 

It  said — "  Dream  on  !  "  and  "  Dream  no  more  !  " 


MAJOR   AND   MINOR. 

A  bird  sang  sweet  and  strong 
In  the  top  of  the  highest  tree  : 

He  sang — "  I  pour  out  my  soul  in  song 
For  the  Summer  that  soon  shall  be." 

But  deep  in  the  shady  wood 
Another  bird  sang — "  I  pour 

My  soul  on  the  solemn  solitude 

For  the  Springs  that  return  no  more.' 


CURTIUS,  ERNST,  a  German  archaeologist  and 
historian,  born  at  Liibeck,  September  2,  1814.  He 
received  his  early  education  in  the  schools  of  his 
native  city,  studied  at  Bonn,  Gottingen,  and  Ber- 
lin, and  in  1837  went  to  Greece  to  prosecute  his 
archaeological  studies.  At  the  end  of  three  years 
he  returned  to  Germany,  and  after  graduating  at 
Halle,  was  appointed  tutor  to  the  Crown  Prince 
of  Germany.  In  1850  he  became  a  professor  in 
the  University  of  Berlin,  and  in  1856  was  called  to 
Gottingen  to  take  the  chair  of  classical  philology 
and  archaeology  there.  This  position  he  resigned 
in  1865  for  a  professorship  at  Berlin.  He  was  at 
the  same  time  made  permanent  Secretary  of  the 
Academy  of  Sciences.  In  1874  he  was  sent  by 
the  German  Government  to  Greece  to  obtain 
permission  for  making  the  excavations  begun  at 
Olympia  in  the  following  year.  The  principal 
works  of  Curtius  are  :  The  Acropolis  of  Athens 
(1844);  Peloponnesus  (1851-52);  Die  lonier  vor  der 
Ionise  hen  Wanderung  (1855);  History  of  Greece 
(185  7-67) ;  A  ttic  Studies  ( 1 863-64) ;  and  History  and 
Topography  of  Asia  Minor  (1872). 

THE    PLAT^EANS  BREAK  THROUGH  THE   INVESTMENT. 

Hereupon  Archidamus,  who,  like  an  ancient  Spartan, 
had  only  with  great  repugnance  consented  to  build  a 
wall  and  employ  siege-machines,  was  obliged  to  relin- 
quish finally  the  idea  of  overcoming  the  little  band  of 
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Platsean  citizens  by  force  ;  he  was  obliged  to  adopt  the 
tedious  method  of  surrounding  the  entire  city  with  a 
wall,  so  as  to  wear  it  out  by  famine.  The  precipitous 
situation  of  the  city  made  this  task  extremely  difficult 
of  accomplishment.  But  no  labor  was  deemed  exces- 
sive ;  for  the  conflict  had  become  more  desperate  as  it 
proceeded ;  and  the  Thebans  exerted  themselves  in 
every  way  to  prevent  the  work  from  coming  to  a  stand- 
still. A  double  wall  was  now  built  round  the  entire 
city,  with  a  trench  facing  both  toward  the  latter  and 
toward  the  outer  side  of  the  walls,  which,  at  regular 
intervals,  were  furnished  with  turrets  ;  the  passage  be- 
tween the  walls,  sixteen  feet  in  breadth,  was  covered, 
and  formed,  as  it  were,  a  large  guard-house  surrounding 
the  hostile  city.  Toward  the  middle  of  September  the 
immense  work  was  finished  ;  it  was  possible  to  dismiss 
the  majority  of  the  troops  ;  the  watch  on  the  wall  was 
divided  between  Peloponnesian  and  Theban  soldiers, 
each  body  having  its  appointed  place  ;  and  a  band  of 
300  was  kept  in  reserve  for  unforeseen  cases. 

For  one  whole  year  the  Plataeans  had  held  out  in  their 
prison,  cut  off  from  all  intercourse,  without  hope  of  re- 
lief, surrounded  by  foes  athirstfor  their  blood.  Provis- 
ions began  to  fall  short.  Accordingly,  the  bravest  among 
the  besieged  determined  to  hazard  an  attempt  to  break 
the  blockade.  After  they  had  furnished  themselves 
with  scaling-ladders  of  the  height  of  the  enemy's  walls, 
they  took  advantage  of  a  rough  and  stormy  December 
night,  when  the  sentinels  might  be  supposed  to  have  re- 
tired into  the  towers  which  served  them  as  sentry  boxes. 
Two  hundred  and  twenty  men  left  the  city  ;  they  were 
lightly  armed,  and  shod  only  on  the  left  foot,  so  as  to 
have  a  firmer  support  in  the  case  of  a  fight ;  the  right 
foot  was  bare,  in  order  to  facilitate  the  march  through 
the  mud.  Each  man  holding  himself  at  a  moderate  dis- 
tance from  his  neighbor,  in  order  to  avoid  any  clash  of 
arms,  they  cross  the  trench,  climb  the  wall,  man  after 
man  reaching  up  his  shield  to  his  predecessor  ;  the  sen- 
tries in  the  nearest  towers  on  the  right  and  left  are  put 
to  death  ;  everything  proceeds  successfully  and  without 
noise  ;  the  Platseans  are  masters  of  a  piece  of  the  wall 
surmounted  by  two  towers,  which  they  ocpupy  ;  and 


ERNST  CURTIUS  211 

most  of  them  have  mounted  the  wall.  Suddenly  the 
fall  of  a  tile  from  the  top  gives  the  alarm  to  the  garri- 
son. Seven  Plataeans  begin  to  retrace  their  steps, 
thinking  everything  is  lost.  But  while  the  enemy  re- 
mains wholly  in  doubt  as  to  what  is  taking  place,  and 
no  man  dares  to  quit  his  post,  one  after  another  of  the 
brave  band  descends  from  the  outer  wall  ;  and  at  last 
even  those  who  had  kept  watch  in  the  towers  quit  their 
post,  and  succeed  in  reaching  the  outer  trench.  This 
they  find  full  of  water,  and  overlaid  with  a  thin  coating 
of  ice.  Hence  arises  a  delay  in  crossing,  and  before  all 
have  passed  over,  they  see  troops  with  torches  approach- 
ing ; — it  is  the  reserve  of  300,  which  comes  up  to  them 
at  the  trench.  But  the  torches,  by  dazzling  the  eyes  of 
the  pursuers,  hinder  their  movements,  and  are  of  assist- 
ance in  the  struggle  to  the  Plataeans.  A  single  archer 
is  taken  prisoner.  The  others  make  good  their  escape, 
and  take  the  road  to  Thebes,  presuming  that  the  pursuit 
will  be  made  on  the  road  to  Attica.  On  reaching  Ery- 
thrae,  and  not  before,  they  turn  to  the  right  into  the 
mountains,  and  in  the  morning  arrive  at  Athens,  at 
the  same  hour  in  which  their  comrades  are  sending  her- 
alds to  the  besieging  force,  to  ask  for  the  bodies  of  their 
brethren,  all  of  whom  they  deemed  lost.  Never  have 
bravery  and  determined  skill  met  with  a  more  glorious 
reward.  Even  those  remaining  behind  were  gainers, 
having  now  a  chance  of  holding  out  longer  with  their 
provisions. — History  of  Greece. 

THE    YOUTHFUL    PERICLES. 

Nature  had  richly  endowed  him  and  eminently  adapted 
him  for  endurance  in  mental  and  physical  exertions ;  he 
was  as  vivacious,  active,  and  full  of  ideas  as  Themisto- 
cles  ;  but  his  whole  character  was  from  the  time  of  his 
youth  incomparably  more  collected  and  better  regu- 
lated. The  feature  which  distinguished  his  mind  be- 
fore all  others  was  an  unwearying  desire  of  culture  ; 
nor  was  anyone  more  vitally  affected  than  the  youthful 
Pericles  by  the  longing  after  a  new  and  fuller  knowl- 
edge which  characterized  his  times.  Thus  it  came  to 
pass  that  he  in  no  instance  rested  satisfied  with  what 
had  been  handed  down  from  former  times,  and  that 
VOL.  VII.— 14 
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while  the  people  timidly  and  suspiciously  refused  to  ad- 
mit the  Ionic  culture,  he  welcomed  the  new  light  with 
joyous  admiration. 

He  studied  music  under  Pythoclides,  a  Pythagorean 
from  Ceos,  and  then  under  Damon  the  flute-player,  a 
man  of  a  most  influential  personality  and  a  most  inven- 
tive mind,  who  in  a  yet  higher  degree  than  Pythoclides 
availed  himself  of  musical  instruction  to  pass  from 
metres  and  rhythms  to  the  characters  of  men  and  their 
treatment,  to  ethical  and  political  teaching — in  other 
words,  a  Sophist  of  the  best  class.  Thus,  at  a  time  of 
life  when  other  Athenian  youths  were  wont  to  conclude 
their  studies,  Pericles  was  really  beginning  his  :  he 
eagerly  sought  to  hold  intercourse  with  the  most  emi- 
nent artists  and  philosophers,  and  became  the  most 
zealous  auditor  of  Zeno  and  Anaxagoras,  and  in  his 
later  years  also  of  Protagoras.  But  Pericles  learned 
not  only  for  the  sake  of  learning  ;  he  had  no  intention, 
like  Anaxagoras,  of  forgetting  the  world  and  mankind 
in  the  midst  of  his  studies  ;  the  task  of  his  life  was  not 
to  solve  rising  doubts  and  contradictions  in  the  domain 
of  pure  thought.  Pericles  always  kept  the  common- 
wealth in  view,  and  in  public  acts  he  sought  the  recon- 
ciliation of  the  opposing  forces  with  which  he  had  be- 
come acquainted.  For  as  he  felt  himself  elevated  and 
fortified  by  means  of  the  culture  acquired  by  him,  so 
he  recognized  in  it  a  power  which  ought  to  be  employed 
for  the  good  of  the  state.  Even  as  a  philosopher  he 
remained  a  statesman  ;  and  the  whole  ambition  of  his 
fiery  character  was  directed  toward  ruling  his  fellow- 
citizens  and  guiding  the  state  by  the  resources  of  men- 
tal superiority  offered  by  his  philosophy. 

Pericles's  bearing  was  sufficient  to  show  that  his 
principles  of  action  rested  on  a  totally  different  basis 
from  that  of  the  ordinary  civilization  of  the  times. 
The  features  of  his  countenance  announced  that  he  was 
habitually  occupied  with  lofty  thoughts  ;  an  involuntary 
feeling  of  awe  was  inspired  by  the  solemn  seriousness 
pervading  his  whole  manner,  and  by  the  immovable 
firmness  and  decisiveness  of  his  personality.  Among 
his  friends  the  philosophers  he  had  learned  to  despise  a 
multitude  of  those  petty  interests  which  more  than  any- 
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thing  else  move  the  ordinary  world,  and  to  cast  off  a 
series  of  prejudices  ;  and  had  thus  gained  both  in  free- 
dom of  soul  and  in  power  over  other  men.  When,  on 
the  occasion  of  an  eclipse,  all  the  sailors  were  seized 
with  fear,  he  held  his  cloak  before  the  eyes  of  a  steers- 
man, asking  him  why  he  was  more  frightened  when  a 
remoter  and  larger  object  hid  the  light  of  the  sun  from 
him.  Internally  the  most  vivacious  of  men,  he  was  ex- 
ternally calm,  cold,  and  unchanging,  without  at  the 
same  time  giving  offence  by  severity  or  roughness  of 
manner.  The  fulness  of  his  superiority  manifested  it- 
self in  speech.  For  in  the  school  of  Zeno  he  had  ac- 
customed himself  to  look  at  the  same  things  from  dif- 
ferent points  of  view,  and  to  surprise  his  opponents  by 
raising  unexpected  objections.  To  exercises  in  dia- 
lectics he  owed  the  versatility  of  his  reasoning  powers 
and  his  power  of  speech,  to  which  no  man  was  able  to 
oppose  a  weapon  of  equal  force.  His  eloquence  was 
the  ripe  fruit  of  a  thorough  philosophical  culture,  the 
direct  expression  of  a  mind  superior  to  the  multitude  ; 
hence,  he  was  able,  better  than  any  other  man,  to  ter- 
rify, to  encourage,  to  persuade  ;  striking  similes,  from 
whose  binding  force  none  could  escape,  were  at  his 
service,  and  he  was  finally  rendered  irresistible  by  the 
cairn  confidence  with  which  he  spoke. — History  of  Greece, 


CUVIER,  GEORGES,  a  French  naturalist,  born 
at  Montbelliard  (then  belonging  to  Wurtemberg), 
August  23,  1769;  died  in  Paris,  May  23,  1832.  He 
was  christened  Leopold-Chretien-Fr6d6ric-Dago- 
bert;  but  afterward  assumed  the  name  of  Georges, 
which  had  been  borne  by  a  deceased  elder  broth- 
er. He  entered  the  Gymnasium  at  the  age  of  ten ; 
and  was  originally  destined  for  the  Church,  but 
at  a  very  early  age  he  manifested  a  strong  predi- 
lection for  Natural  History.  In  1784  he  was  sent 
by  the  Duke  of  Wiirtemberg  to  the  academy  at 
Stuttgart;  in  1788  he  became  private  tutor  in  the 
family  of  Count  d'Hericy,  retaining  the  position 
for  six  years,  during  which  he  prosecuted  his  re- 
searches in  Natural  History  with  great  zeal,  and 
under  very  favorable  circumstances.  In  1795  he 
was  invited  to  Paris  by  several  of  the  most  emi- 
nent French  savants,  and  was  appointed  Professor 
in  the  Central  School  of  the  Pantheon.  From  the 
first,  Cuvier  took  the  foremost  position  in  science, 
and  was  honored  by  all  the  successive  rulers  of 
France,  from  Napoleon  to  Louis  Philippe.  In 
1819  he  was  made  a  baron  by  Louis  XVIII.  In 
1832  he  was  created  a  Peer  of  France  by  Louis 
Philippe,  and  his  appointment  as  President  of  the 
entire  Council  of  State  only  waited  the  royal  sig- 
nature, when  Cuvier  died  after  a  brief  illness. 
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Cuvier  was  accompanied  to  Paris  by  his  younger 
brother,  FREDERIC  CUVIER,  who  acquired  a  high 
reputation  as  a  naturalist  and  educational  director. 
He  died  in  1838,  his  last  words  being,  "Let  my 
son  place  upon  my  tomb  this  inscription  :  Frederic 
Cuvier,  brother  of  Georges  Cuvier." 

A  history  of  Georges  Cuvier's  labors  in  the  do- 
main of  Natural  History  would  be  the  history  of 
that  science  for  the  first  third  of  the  present  cen- 
tury. He  formed  a  system  of  classification  based 
on  the  invariable  characters  of  anatomical  struct- 
ure, instead  of  mere  external  resemblances.  With 
him  comparative  anatomy  and  zoology  went  hand 
in  hand,  and  from  their  united  facts  he  deduced 
the  laws  of  a  new  science — that  of  fossil  animal 
life.  With  him  a  bone,  or  even  a  portion  of  one, 
was  sufficient  for  the  restoration  of  a  fossil  animal 
which  he  had  never  seen,  simply  from  the  prin- 
ciple of  the  unchangeable  relations  of  organs. 
His  great  work,  The  Animal  Kingdom,  was  pub- 
lished in  1817.  His  last  important  work,  The  Nat- 
ural History  of  Fishes,  undertaken  with  the  col- 
laboration of  Valenciennes,  was  designed  to  form 
some  forty  volumes.  Eight  volumes  appeared 
(1828-31)  before  the  death  of  Cuvier,  the  remain- 
der being  written  by  his  coadjutor.  In  1812  ap- 
peared his  work,  Researches  upon  Fossil  Bones  (4 
vols.  4to;  second  edition  1817,  third  edition  1825), 
to  which  was  prefixed  an  introductory  essay  up- 
on The  Revolutions  of  the  Surface  of  the  Globe,  in 
which  are  embodied  the  great  principles  of  his 
entire  system. 
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CORRELATIONS    IN    ANIMAL    STRUCTURE. 

Every  organized  individual  forms  an  entire  system  of 
its  own,  all  the  parts  of  which  mutually  correspond,  and 
concur  to  produce  a  certain  definite  purpose,  by  recip- 
rocal reaction,  or  by  combining  toward  the  same  end. 
Hence  none  of  these  separate  parts  can  change  their 
forms  without  a  corresponding  change  on  the  other 
parts  of  the  same  animal,  and  consequently  each  of 
these  parts,  taken  separately,  indicates  all  the  other 
parts  to  which  it  has  belonged.  Thus,  if  the  viscera  of 
an  animal  are  so  organized  as  only  to  be  fitted  for  the 
digestion  of  recent  flesh,  it  is  also  requisite  that  jaws 
should  be  so  constructed  as  to  fit  them  for  devour- 
ing prey  ;  the  claws  must  be  constructed  for  seizing  and 
tearing  it  to  pieces  ;  the  teeth  for  cutting  and  dividing 
its  flesh ;  the  entire  system  of  the  limbs,  or  organs  of 
motion,  for  pursuing  and  overtaking  it ;  and  the  organs 
of  sense,  for  discovering  it  a  distance.  Nature  also 
must  have  endowed  the  brain  of  the  animal  with  instincts 
sufficient  for  concealing  itself,  and  for  laying  plans  to 
catch  its  necessary  victims. 

Such  are  the  universal  conditions  that  are  indispen- 
sable in  the  structure  of  carnivorous  animals  ;  and  every 
individual  of  that  description  must  necessarily  possess 
them  combined  together,  as  the  species  could  not  other- 
wise subsist.  Under  this  general  rule,  however,  there 
are  several  particular  modifications,  depending  upon  the 
size,  the  manners,  and  the  haunts  of  the  prey  for  which 
each  species  of  carnivorous  animal  is  destined  or  fitted 
by  nature  ;  and  from  each  of  these  particular  modifica- 
tions there  result  certain  differences  in  the  more  minute 
conformations  of  particular  parts — all,  however,  conform- 
able to  the  general  principles  of  structure  already  men- 
tioned. Hence  it  follows  that  in  every  one  of  their 
parts  we  discover  distinct  indications,  not  only  of  the 
classes  and  orders  of  the  animals,  but  also  of  their 
genera,  and  even  of  their  species. 

In  order  that  the  jaw  may  be  well  adapted  for  laying 
hold  of  objects,  it  is  necessary  that  its  condyle  should 
have  a  certain  form  ;  that  the  resistance,  the  moving 
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power,  and  the  fulcrum  should  have  a  certain  relative 
position  with  respect  to  each  other;  and  that  the  tem- 
poral muscles  should  be  of  a  certain  size.  The  hollow 
or  depression,  too,  in  which  these  muscles  are  lodged, 
must  have  a  certain  depth  ;  and  the  zygomatic  arch 
under  which  they  pass  must  not  only  have  a  certain 
degree  of  convexity,  but  it  must  be  sufficiently  strong 
to  support  the  action  of  the  masseter.  To  enable  the 
animal  to  carry  off  its  prey  when  seized,  a  correspond- 
ing force  is  requisite  in  the  muscles  which  elevate  the 
head  ;  and  this  necessarily  gives  rise  to  a  determinate 
form  of  the  vertebrae  to  which  these  muscles  are  at- 
tached, and  of  the  occiput  into  which  they  are  inserted. 

In  order  that  the  teeth  of  a  carnivorous  animal  may  be 
able  to  cut  the  flesh,  they  require  to  be  sharp — more  or 
less  so  in  proportion  to  the  greater  or  less  quantity  of 
flesh  that  they  have  to  cut.  It  is  requisite  that  their 
roots  should  be  solid  and  strong,  in  proportion  to  the 
quantity  and  size  of  the  bones  which  they  have  to  break 
in  pieces.  The  whole  of  these  circumstances  must 
necessarily  influence  the  development  and  form  of  all 
the  parts  which  contribute  to  move  the  jaws. 

To  enable  the  claws  of  a  carnivorous  animal  to  seize 
its  prey,  a  considerable  degree  of  mobility  is  necessary 
in  their  paws  and  toes,  and  a  considerable  strength  in 
the  claws  themselves.  From  these  circumstances  there 
necessarily  result  certain  determinate  forms  in  all  the 
bones  of  their  paws,  and  in  the  distribution  of  the  mus- 
cles and  tendons  by  which  they  are  moved.  The  fore- 
arm must  possess  a  certain  facility  of  moving  in  various 
directions,  and  consequently  requires  certain  determi- 
nate forms  in  the  bones  of  which  it  is  composed.  As  the 
bones  of  the  fore-arm  are  articulated  with  the  arm-bone 
or  humerus,  no  change  can  take  place  in  the  form  or. 
structure  of  the  former  without  producing  correspond- 
ent changes  in  the  form  of  the  latter.  The  shoulder- 
blade,  also,  or  scapula,  requires  a  correspondent  degree 
of  strength  in  all  animals  destined  for  catching  prey, 
by  which  likewise  it  must  necessarily  have  an  appro- 
priate form.  The  play  and  action  of  all  these  parts 
require  certain  proportions  in  the  muscles  which  set 
them  in  motion ;  and  the  impressions  formed  by  these 
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muscles  must  still  farther  determine  the  forms  of  all 
these  bones. 

After  these  observations,  it  will  be  easily  seen  that 
similar  conclusions  may  be  drawn  with  respect  to  the 
hinder  limbs  of  carnivorous  animals,  which  require  par- 
ticular conformations  to  fit  them  for  rapidity  of  motion 
in  general ;  and  that  similar  considerations  must  influ- 
ence the  forms  and  connections  of  the  vertebrae  and 
other  bones  constituting  the  trunk  of  the  body,  to 
fit  them  for  flexibility  and  readiness  of  motion  in  all 
directions.  The  bones,  also,  of  the  nose,  of  the  orbit, 
and  of  the  ears,  require  certain  forms  and  structures  to 
fit  them  for  giving  perfection  to  the  senses  of  smell, 
sight,  and  hearing  so  necessary  to  animals  of  prey. 

In  short,  the  shape  and  structure  of  the  teeth  regu- 
late the  forms  of  the  condyle,  of  the  shoulder-blade, 
and  of  the  claws,  in  the  same  manner  as  the  equation 
of  a  curve  regulates  all  its  other  properties  ;  and,  as  in 
regard  to  any  particular  curve,  all  its  properties  may  be 
ascertained  by  assuming  each  separate  property  as  the 
foundation  of  a  particular  equation,  in  the  same  man- 
ner, a  claw,  a  shoulder-blade,  a  condyle,  a  leg  or  arm 
bone,  or  any  other  bone  separately  considered,  enables 
us  to  discover  the  description  of  teeth  to  which  they 
have  belonged ;  and  so  also,  reciprocally,  we  may  deter- 
mine the  forms  of  the  other  bones  from  the  teeth. 
Thus,  commencing  our  investigation  by  a  careful  survey 
of  any  one  bone  by  itself,  a  person  who  is  sufficiently 
master  of  the  laws  of  organic  structure  may,  as  it  were, 
reconstruct  the  whole  animal  to  which  that  bone  had 
belonged. 

This  principle  is  sufficiently  evident  in  its  general  ac- 
ceptation not  to  require  any  more  minute  demonstra- 
tion ;  but  when  it  comes  to  be  applied  in  practice, 
there  are  a  great  number  of  cases  in  which  our  theoreti- 
cal knowledge  of  these  relations  of  forms  is  not  sufficient 
to  guide  us,  unless  assisted  by  observation  and  experi- 
ence. 

For  example,  we  are  well  aware  that  all  hoofed  ani- 
mals must  necessarily  be  herbivorous,  because  they  are 
possessed  of  no  sufficient  means  of  seizing  upon  prey. 
It  is  also  evident,  having  no  other  use  for  their  fore-legs 
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than  to  support  their  bodies,  that  they  have  no  occasion 
for  a  shoulder  so  vigorously  organized  as  that  of  carniv- 
orous animals  ;  owing  to  which  they  have  no  clavicles, 
or  acromion  processes,  and  their  shoulder-blades  are 
proportionally  narrow.  "  Having  also  no  occasion  to 
turn  their  fore-arms,  their  radius  is  joined  by  an  ossifica- 
tion to  the  ulna,  or  is  at  least  articulated  by  ginglymus 
with  the  humerus.  Their  food,  being  entirely  herba- 
ceous, requires  teeth  with  flat  surfaces,  on  purpose  to 
bruise  the  seeds  and  plants  on  which  they  feed.  For  this 
purpose,  also,  these  surfaces  require  to  be  unequal,  and 
are  consequently  composed  of  alternate  perpendicular 
layers  of  hard  enamel  and  softer  bone.  Teeth  of  this 
structure  necessarily  require  horizontal  motions,  to  en- 
able them  to  triturate  or  grind  down  the  herbaceous 
food  ;  and,  accordingly,  the  condyles  of  the  jaw  could 
not  be  formed  into  such  confined  joints  as  in  the  carniv- 
orous animals,  but  must  have  a  flattened  form,  corre- 
spondent to  sockets  in  the  temporal  bones,  which  are  also 
more  or  less  flat  for  their  reception.  The  hollows,  like- 
wise, of  the  temporal  bones,  having  smaller  musodes  to 
contain,  are  narrower,  and  not  so  deep,  etc.  .  .  . 

Hence  any  one  who  observes  merely  the  print  of  ? 
cloven  hoof  may  conclude  that  it  has  been  left  by  a 
ruminant  animal,  and  regard  the  conclusion  as  equally 
certain  with  any  other  in  physics  or  in  morals.  Conse- 
quently, this  single  foot-mark  clearly  indicates  to  the 
observer  the  forms  of  the  teeth,  of  the  jaws,  of  the 
vertebrae,  of  all  the  leg-bones,  thighs,  shoulders,  and  of 
the  trunk  of  the  body  of  the  animal  which  left  the  mark. 
Observation  alone,  independent  entirely  of  general 
principles  of  philosophy,  is  sufficient  to  show  that  there 
certainly  are  secret  reasons  for  all  these  relations  of 
which  I  have  been  speaking. — Revolutions  of  the  Surface 
of  the  Globe. 


CUYLER,  THEODORE  LEDYARD,  an  American 
clergyman  and  miscellaneous  writer,  born  at  Au- 
rora, N.  Y.,  January  10,  1822.  He  was  graduated 
at  Princeton  in  1843  I  studied  theology  there;  be- 
came pastor  of  a  Presbyterian  church  in  Burling- 
ton, N.  J.,  afterward  of  a  Dutch  Reformed  Church 
in  New  York,  and  subsequently  pastor  of  the  Lafay- 
ette Avenue  Presbyterian  Church  of  Brooklyn. 
He  is  the  author  of  the  following  works:  Stray 
A  rrows  (1851);  Cedar  Christian  ( 1 864) ;  The  Empty 
Crib  (1868);  Heart  Life  (1871);  Thought  Hives 
(1872)  ;  Pointed  Papers  for  the  Christian  Life  (1879) )  I 
Buoying  the  Channel  and  From  the  Nile  to  Norway 
and  Homeward  (1881)  ;  God's  Light  on  Dark  Clouds 
(1882);  and  Wayside  Springs  from  the  Fountain  of 
Life  (1883) '.  Stirring  the  Eagle  s  Nest  (1890). 

ELOQUENCE    IN    THE    PULPIT. 

And  where  should  we  look  for  the  highest  realizations 
of  true  eloquence  but  in  the  pulpit  ?  Where  is  there 
less  excuse  for  tameness,  for  affectation,  for  heartless- 
ness,  for  stupidity  ?  Where  can  the  strongest  intellect 
find  fuller  play  ?  For  the  embassador  of  truth  has  not 
only  the  loftiest  of  themes,  but  his  text-book  is  the 
most  perfect  of  models.  In  it  may  be  found  everything 
that  is  most  sublime  in  imagery,  most  melting  in  pathos, 
most  irresistible  in  argument.  The  minister  of  Christ 
need  not  betake  himself  to  the  drama  of  Greece,  the 
forum  of  Rome,  or  to  the  mystic  retreats  of  German 
philosophy  ;  he  need  not  study  Chatham  in  the  Senate 
chamber,  or  Erskine  at  the  bar.  He  may  ever  be  nurtur- 
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ing  his  soul  amid  those  pages  where  John  Milton  fed, 
before  those  eyes  which  had  "failed  with  long  watching 
for  liberty  and  law  "  beheld  the  gorgeous  visions  of 
Paradise.  He  may  be  ever  amid  the  scenes  which  inspired 
Bunyan  to  his  matchless  dream,  and  taught  Jeremy  Tay- 
lor his  hearse-like  melodies.  The  harp  of  Israel's  min- 
strel is  ever  in  his  ear  ;  before  his  eye  moves  the  mag- 
nificent panorama  of  the  Apocalypse.  He  need  but  open 
his  soul  to  that  "oldest  choral  melody,"  the  book  of 
Job  ;  if  it  used  to  inspire  Charles  James  Fox  for  the 
Parliament  House,  why  not  himself  for  the  pulpit  ?  Paul 
is  ever  at  his  elbow  to  teach  him  trenchant  argument  ; 
John,  to  teach  persuasion  ;  and  a  heart  of  steel  must  he 
have  who  is  not  moved  to  pathos  in  the  chamber  of 
heartstricken  David,  or  under  the  olive-trees  of  Geth- 
semane. 

The  Bible  is  the  best  of  models,  too,  for  it  is  always 
true  to  life.  It  reaches  up  to  the  loftiest,  down  to  the 
lowliest,  affairs  of  existence.  The  same  Divine  pencil 
that  portrayed  the  scenic  splendors  of  the  Revelation 
and  the  awful  tragedy  of  Golgotha  condescends  to  etch 
for  us  a  Hebrew  mother  bending  over  her  cradle  of 
rushes,  a  village  maiden  bringing  home  the  gleanings  of 
the  barley-field,  and  a  penitent  woman  weeping  on  the 
Saviour's  feet.  What  God  has  ennobled  who  shall  dare 
to  call  common  ?  What  true  orator  of  nature  will  fear 
to  introduce  into  the  pulpit  a  homely  scene  or  a  home- 
spun character  ;  a  fireside  incident  or  a  death-bed  agony  ; 
the  familiar  episodes  of  the  field  and  the  shop,  the  school- 
room and  the  nursery  ?  He  does  not  lower  the  dignity 
of  the  pulpit :  he  rather  imparts  to  it  the  higher  dignity 
of  human  nature. — Thought  Hives. 


CYPRIAN  (THASIUS  CECILIUS  CYPRIANUS),  a 
Father  of  the  Christian  Church,  born  at  Carthage 
about  200;  died  in  258  A.  D.  He  was  of  a  noble 
family,  and  previous  to  his  conversion  to  Christi- 
anity (about  246)  had  required  a  great  repute  as  a 
"rhetorician,"  or,  as  we  should  say,  a  legal  advo- 
cate. Upon  becoming  a  Christian,  he  gave  up  his 
large  fortune  to  the  poor,  and  devoted  himself  to 
the  study  of  the  Scriptures,  writing  two  treatises 
on  Contempt  of  the  World and  on  The  Vanity  of  Idols. 
Having  been  raised  to  the  priesthood,  he  was  in- 
duced, against  his  desire,  to  take  upon  himself  the 
Bishopric  of  Carthage,  then  one  of  the  most  im- 
portant sees  in  the  still-persecuted  Church.  Con- 
troversies raged  within  and  without  the  Church, 
in  all  of  which  Cyprian  bore  a  prominent  part. 
At  last,  in  257,  the  Emperor  Valerius  issued  his 
edict  for  the  legal  prosecution  of  the  Christians. 
Cyprian  was  summoned  to  appear  before  the  Pro- 
consul, and  offer  sacrifice  to  the  gods.  He  refused 
to  comply,  and  was  sentenced  to  death  for  contu- 
macy. The  Works  of  Cyprian  have  been  several 
times  reprinted.  The  standard  edition  is  that  of 
Paris  (1/26),  which  contains  a  Life  of  Cyprian,  by 
the  Benedictine,  Dom  Moran.  Among  the  Lives 
of  Cyprian  are  those  of  Gervaise  (1717),  Rottberg 
(1831),  Poole  (1840),  Bohringer  (1842),  and  Colombet 

(1843). 
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THE    UNITY    OF    THE    CHURCH. 

The  Lord  saith  unto  Peter,  "  I  say  unto  thee,  that 
thou  art  Peter,  and  upon  this  rock  I  will  build  my 
Church,  and  the  gates  of  Hell  shall  not  prevail  against 
it.  And  I  will  give  unto  thee  the  keys  of  the  kingdom 
of  heaven,  and  whatsoever  thou  shalt  bind  on  earth 
shall  be  bound  also  in  heaven,  and  whatsoever  thou 
shalt  loose  on  earth  shall  be  loosed  in  heaven."  To  him 
again,  after  His  resurrection,  He  says,  "  Feed  my  sheep." 
Upon  him,  being  one,  He  builds  His  Church  ;  and  though 
He  gives  to  all  the  Apostles  an  equal  power,  and  says, 
"  As  My  Father  sent  Me,  even  so  send  I  you  ;  receive 
ye  the  Holy  Ghost,  whosesoever  sins  ye  remit,  they  shall 
be  remitted  to  him,  and  whosesoever  sins  ye  retain,  they 
shall  be  retained  ;  " — yet,  in  order  to  manifest  unity,  He 
has,  by  his  own  authority,  so  placed  the  source  of  the 
same  unity  as  to  begin  from  one.  Certainly  the  other 
Apostles  also  were  what  Peter  was,  endued  with  an  equal 
fellowship  both  of  honor  and  power  ;  but  a  commence- 
ment is  made  from  unity,  that  the  Church  may  be  set 
before  us  as  one  ;  which  one  Church,  in  the  Song  of 
Songs,  doth  the  Holy  Spirit  design  and  name  in  the  Per- 
son of  our  Lord  :  "My  dove,  My  spotless  one,  is  but 
one  ;  she  the  only  one  of  her  mother,  elect  of  her  that 
bare  her." 

He  who  holds  not  this  unity  of  the  Church,  does  he 
think  that  he  holds  the  faith  ?  He  who  strives  against 
and  resists  the  Church,  is  he  assured  that  he  is  in  the 
Church  ?  For  the  blessed  Apostle  Paul  teaches  this 
same  thing,  and  manifests  the  sacrament  of  unity,  thus 
speaking  :  "  There  is  One  Body  and  One  Spirit,  even 
as  ye  are  called  in  One  Hope  of  your  calling  ;  One  Lord, 
One  Faith,  One  Baptism,  One  God."  This  unity  firmly 
should  we  hold  and  maintain,  especially  we  Bishops,  pre- 
siding in  the  Church,  in  order  that  we  may  approve  the 
Episcopate  itself  to  be  one  and  undivided.  Let  no  one 
deceive  the  Brotherhood  by  falsehood  ;  no  one  corrupt 
the  truth  of  our  faith  by  a  faithless  treachery.  The 
Episcopate  is  one  ;  it  is  a  whole,  in  which  each  enjoys 
full  possession.  The  Church  is  likewise  one,  though  she 
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be  spread  abroad,  and  multiplies  with  the  increase  of 
her  progeny  :  even  as  the  sun  has  rays  many,  yet  one 
light  ;  and  the  tree  boughs  many,  yet  its  strength  is  one, 
seated  in  the  deep-lodged  root;  and  as  when  many 
streams  flow  down  from  one  source,  though  a  multiplic- 
ity of  waters  seem  to  be  diffused  from  the  bountiful- 
ness  of  the  overflowing  abundance,  unity  is  preserved 
in  the  source  itself.  Part  a  ray  of  the  sun  from  its  orb, 
and  its  unity  forbids  this  division  of  light :  break  a 
branch  from  a  tree,  once  broken,  it  can  bud  no  more  ; 
cut  the  stream  from  its  fountain,  the  remnant  will  be 
dried  up.  Thus  the  Church,  flooded  with  the  light  of 
the  Lord,  puts  forth  her  rays  through  the  whole  world 
with  yet  one  light,  which  is  spread  upon  all  places  ;  while 
its  unity  of  body  is  not  infringed.  She  stretches  forth 
her  branches  over  the  universal  earth,  in  the  riches  of 
plenty,  and  pours  abroad  her  bountiful  and  onward 
streams  ;  yet  is  there  one  head,  one  source,  one  Mother, 
abundant  in  the  results  of  her  fruitfulness. 

It  is  of  her  womb  that  we  are  born  ;  our  nourishing  is 
from  her  milk,  our  quickening  from  her  breath.  The 
spouse  of  Christ  cannot  become  adulterate,  she  is  un- 
defiled  and  chaste  ;  owning  but  one  home,  and  guarding 
with  virtuous  modesty  the  sanctity  of  one  chamber.  She 
it  is  who  keeps  us  for  God,  and  appoints  unto  the  king- 
dom the  sons  she  has  borne.  Whosoever  parts  company 
with  the  Church,  and  joins  himself  to  an  adulteress,  is 
estranged  from  the  promises  of  the  Church.  He  who 
leaves  the  Church  of  Christ  attains  not  to  Christ's  re- 
wards. He  is  an  alien,  an  outcast,  an  enemy.  He  can 
no  longer  have  God  for  a  Father  who  has  not  the  Church 
for  a  Mother.  If  any  man  was  able  to  escape,  who  re- 
mained without  the  ark  of  Noah,  then  will  that  man  es- 
cape who  is  out  of  doors  beyond  the  Church.  The  Lord 
warns  us,  and  says,  "  He  who  is  not  with  Me  is  against 
Me,  and  he  whogathereth  not  with  Me  scattereth."  He 
who  breaks  the  peace  and  concord  of  Christ  sets  him- 
self against  Christ.  He  who  gathers  elsewhere  but  in 
the  Church  scatters  the  Church  of  Christ.  The  Lord 
saith,  "  I  and  the  Father  are  one  ; "  and  again,  of  the 
Father,  the  Son,  and  the  Holy  Ghost  it  is  written,  "And 
these  three  are  one  ;  "  and  does  any  one  think  that  one- 
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ness,  thus  proceeding  from  the  Divine  immutability,  and 
cohering  in  heavenly  sacraments,  admits  of  being  sun- 
dered in  the  Church,  and  split  by  the  divorce  of  antagonist 
wills  ?  He  who  holds  not  this  unity  holds  not  the  law 
of  God,  holds  not  the  faith  of  Father  and  Son,  holds  not 
the  truth  unto  salvation. 

This  sacrament  of  unity,  this  bond  of  concord  insep- 
arably cohering,  is  signified  in  the  place  in  the  Gospel 
where  the  coat  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ  is  in  nowise 
parted  or  cut,  but  is  received  a  whole  garment  by  them 
who  cast  lots  who  should  rather  wear  it,  and  is  possessed 
as  an  inviolate  and  individual  robe.  The  Divine  Script- 
ure thus  speaks,  "  But  for  the  coat,  because  it  was  not 
sewed,  but  woven  from  the  top  throughout,  they  said  one 
to  another,  Let  us  not  rend  it,  but  cast  lots  whose  it  shall 
be."  It  has  with  it  a  unity  descending  from  above,  as  com- 
ing, that  is,  from  heaven  and  from  the  Father  ;  which  it 
was  not  for  the  receiver  and  owner  in  anywise  to  sunder, 
but  which  he  received,  once  for  all  and  individually,  as 
one  unbroken  whole.  He  cannot  own  Christ's  garment 
who  splits  and  divides  Christ's  Church.  On  the  other 
hand,  when,  on  Solomon's  death,  his  kingdom  and  peo- 
ple were  split  in  parts,  Ahijah,  the  prophet,  meeting 
Jeroboam  in  the  field,  rent  his  garment  into  twelve 
pieces,  saying,  "  Take  thee  ten  pieces  ;  for  thus  saith 
the  Lord,  Behold,  I  will  rend  the  kingdom  out  of  the 
hand  of  Solomon,  and  will  give  ten  tribes  to  thee  ;  and 
two  tribes  shall  be  to  him,  for  My  servant  David's  sake, 
and  for  Jerusalem,  the  city  which  I  have  chosen,  to  place 
My  Name  there."  When  the  twelve  tribes  of  Israel 
were  torn  asunder  the  Prophet  Ahijah  rent  his  garment. 
But  because  Christ's  people  cannot  be  rent,  His  coat, 
woven  and  conjoined  throughout,  was  not  divided  by 
those  it  fell  to.  Individual,  conjoined,  co-entwined,  it 
shows  the  coherent  concord  of  our  people  who  put  on 
Christ.  In  the  sacrament  and  sign  of  His  garment,  He 
has  declared  the  unity  of  His  Church. 

Who,  then,  is  the  criminal  and  traitor,  who  is  so  in- 
flamed by  the  madness  of  discord  as  to  think  aught  can 
rend,  or  to  venture  on  rending  God's  unity,  the  Lord's 
garment,  Christ's  Church  ?  He  Himself  warns  us  in 
His  Gospel,  and  teaches,  saying,  "And  there  shall  be 
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one  flock,  and  one  Shepherd."  And  do  any  think  that 
there  can  in  one  place  be  either  many  shepherds,  or 
many  flocks  ?  The  Apostle  Paul  likewise,  intimating 
the  same  unity,  solemnly  exhorts,  "I  beseech  you,  breth- 
ren, by  the  name  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  that  ye  all 
speak  the  same  thing,  and  that  there  be  no  schisms 
among  you  ;  but  that  ye  be  joined  together  in  the  same 
mind  and  in  the  same  judgment."  And  again  he  says, 
"Forbearing  one  another  in  love  ;  endeavoring  to  keep 
the  unity  of  the  Spirit  in  the  bond  of  peace."  Think  you 
that  any  can  stand  and  live,  who  withdraws  from  the 
Church,  and  forms  himself  a  new  home  and  a  different 
dwelling?  Whereas,  it  was  said  to  Rahab,  in  whom  was 
prefigured  the  Church,  "  Thy  father,  and  thy  mother, 
and  thy  brother,  and  all  the  house  of  thy  father,  thou 
shalt  gather  unto  thee  into  thine  house ;  and  it  shall 
come  to  pass  whosoever  shall  go  abroad  beyond  the 
door  of  thine  house,  his  blood  shall  be  on  his  own  head." 
And  likewise  the  sacrament  of  the  Passover  doth  require 
just  this  in  the  law  of  Exodus,  that  the  lamb  which  is 
slain  for  a  figure  of  Christ  should  be  eaten  in  one  house. 
God  speaks  and  says,  "  In  one  house  shall  ye  eat  it  ;  ye 
shall  not  send  the  flesh  abroad  from  the  house.  "  The 
Flesh  of  Christ,  and  the  Holy  Thing  of  the  Lord,  cannot 
be  sent  abroad  ;  and  believers  have  not  any  dwelling 
but  the  Church  only.  This  dwelling,  this  hostelry  of 
unanimity,  the  Holy  Spirit  designs  and  betokens  in  the 
Psalms,  thus  saying,  "God,  Who  maketh  men  to  dwell 
with  one  mind  in  one  house."  In  the  house  of  God,  in 
the  Church  of  Christ,  men  dwell  with  one  mind,  in  con- 
cord and  singleness  enduring.  .  .  . 

Let  no  one  think  that  they  can  be  good  men  who 
leave  the  Church.  Wind  does  not  take  the  wheat,  nor 
do  storms  overthrow  the  tree  that  has  a  solid  root  to 
rest  on.  It  is  the  light  straw  that  the  tempest  tosses  ; 
it  is  the  trees  emptied  of  their  strength  that  the  blow 
of  the  whirlwind  strikes  down.  These  the  Apostle  John 
curses  and  smites,  saying,  "  They  went  forth  from  us, 
but  they  were  not  of  us,  for  if  they  had  been  of  us 
surely  they  would  have  remained  with  us."  Thus  is  it 
that  heresies  both  often  have  been  caused  and  still 
continue  ;  while  the  perverted  mind  is  estranged  from 
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peace,  and  unity  is  lost  amongst  faithless  discord, 
Nevertheless,  the  Lord  permits  and  suffers  these  thing* 
to  be,  preserving  the  power  of  choice  to  individual  free- 
will, in  order  that,  while  the  discrimination  of  truth  is  q 
test  of  our  own  hearts  and  minds,  the  perfect  faith  oi 
them  that  are  approved  may  shine  forth  in  the  manU 
fest  light.  The  Holy  Spirit  admonishes  us  by  the 
Apostle,  and  says,  "  It  is  needful  also  that  heresies 
should  be,  that  they  which  are  approved  may  be  mad& 
manifest  among  you."  Thus  are  the  faithful  approved, 
thus  the  false  detected  ;  thus  even  here,  before  the  daj. 
of  judgment,  the  souls  of  the  righteous  and  unright* 
eous  are  divided,  the  chaff  separated  horn  the  wheat.—. 
Treatise  V.;  on  the  U'lity  of  the  Chunn. 


VOL.  VII.— 1§ 


DA  COSTA,  IZAAK,  a  Dutch  poet  and  theolo- 
gian, born  at  Amsterdam,  January  14,  1798;  died 
at  Leyden,  Netherlands,  April  28,  1860.  He  was 
of  Hebrew  descent,  but  became  a  Christian  at  the 
age  of  twenty-four.  Previously  to  this  he  had 
taken  the  degree  of  Doctor  of  Law  at  Leyden, 
and  had  also  given  evidence  of  high  poetic  genius. 
He  was  an  intimate  friend  of  Bilderdijk,  whose 
poetical  works  he  edited.  He  took  a  deep  in- 
terest in  the  missions  for  the  Jews,  and  toward 
the  close  of  his  life  was  a  director  of  a  seminary 
at  Amsterdam  set  on  foot  by  the  Free  Church  of 
Scotland.  He  wrote  largely  upon  theological 
topics  ;  but  his  reputation  rests  mainly  upon  his 
poems.  After  the  death  of  Bilderdijk  (1831),  Da 
Costa  was  recognized  as  the  foremost  poet  of  the 
Netherlands.  In  his  poetical,  as  well  as  his  relig- 
ious and  political,  views  he  was  greatly  influenced 
by  Bilderdijk.  He  was  a  member  of  nearly  all  the 
learned  societies  of  the  Netherlands.  His  princi- 
pal works  are :  a  translation  of  the  Prometheus  of 
OEschylus  (1820);  Alphonsus  /.,  a  tragedy  (1821); 
Poezij  (1821-22);  the  hymn,  God  met  ons  (1826); 
Feestliedern  (1828);  Vijf-en-twintig  Jahren  (1840); 
Hagar  (1852);  De  Slag  van  Nieupoort  (1858),  and 
De  Menschen  de  Dichter.  A  collection  of  his  Poems, 

in  three  volumes,  appeared  in  1861-62. 
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THE    SABBATH. 

On  the  seventh  day  reposing,  lo  !     The  great  Creator 

stood — 
Saw  the  glorious  work  accomplished — saw  that  it  was 

good  : — 
Heaven,  Earth,  Man,  and  Beast  have  being; 

Day  and  Night  their  courses  run. — 
First  Creation — infant  Manhood — earliest  Sabbath  : — 

It  is  done  ! 

On  the  seventh  day  reposing,  Jesus  filled  His  sainted 

tomb, 
From  His  spirit's  toil  retreating  while  he  broke  man's 

fatal  doom. 
'Twas  a  new  Creation  bursting,  brighter  than  the  primal 

one. 
'Tis  Fulfilment — Reconcilement  ;  'tis  Redemption  : — It 

is  done  ! 

AN    INVOCATION. 

When  Homer  fills  his  fierce  war-trump  of  glory, 
And  wakes  his  mighty  lyre's  harmonious  word, 

Whose  soul  but  thrills  enraptured  at  the  story 
As  thrilled  old  Ilium's  ruins,  when  they  heard  ? 

Maeonian  swan  !     That  shakes  the  soul,  when  loudly 
Rushing — or  melts  the  heart  in  strains  sublime  ; 

Strong  as  the  heart  of  Hector,  lifted  proudly, 
Sweet  as  his  widow's  tears,  in  watching-time  ! 

Though  still  thy  strains  song's  glorious  crown  inherit, 
Though  age  to  age  kneel  slowly  at  thy  shrine, 

Yet  (O,  forgive  me,  venerable  spirit  !) 

Thou  leav'st  a  void  within  this  heart  of  mine. 

My  country  is  the  land  of  sunbeams  ;  Heaven 
Gave  me  no  cradle  in  the  lukewarm  West ; 

The  glory  of  Libyan  sands,  by  hot  winds  driven, 
Is  like  the  thirst  of  song  within  my  breast. 
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What  is  this  fray  to  me — these  battle-noises 

Of  Mortals  led  by  weak  Divinities  ? 
I  must  hear  higher  notes  and  holier  voices, 

Not  the  mere  clods  of  beauteous  things  like  these. 

What  are  these  perished  vanities  ideal 

Of  thee — old  Grecian  bard,  and  following  throng  ? 
Heaven,    heaven,    must   wake    the   rapturous   and   th 
real — 

The  sanctified,  the  sacred  soul  of  song. 

Can  they  do  this,  the  famed  Hellenic  teachers  ; 

Or  Northern  bards  ? — O,  no  !  'tis  not  for  them  ; 
'Tis  for  the  inspired,  the  God-anointed  preachers — 

The  holy  prophets  of  Jerusalem. 

O  privileged  race  !  sprung  forth  from  chosen  fathers — 
The  son  of  Jesse  and  his  fragrant  name  ! 

Within  my  veins  thy  holy  life-blood  gathers, 

And  tracks  the  sacred  source  from  whence  it  came. 

Angelic  Monarch's  Son  ;  the  great  Proclaimer, 
The  great  Interpreter  of  God's  decree  ! 

Herald,  at  once  of  wrath,  and  the  Redeemer ! 
Announcing  hopes — announcing  agony  ! 

The  seraphs  sing  their  "  Holy,  holy,  holy  !  " 
Greeting  the  Godhead  on  his  awful  throne  ; 

And    Earth    repeats   Heaven's   song — though    far  and 

lowly — 
Poured,  'midst  the  brightness  of  the  dazzling  One, 

By  safety-girded  angels.     Hallowed  singers  ! 

Yours  is  the  Spirit's  spiritual  melody  : — 
Touch  now  the  sacred  lyre  with  mortal  fingers, 

Aspirers  !     Earth  is  gazing  tremblingly. 

My  heart  springs  up  ;  its  earthly  bonds  would  sever, 
Upon  the  pulses  of  that  hymn  to  mount ; 

My  lips  are  damp  with  the  pale  blights  of  fever, 
And  my  hot  blood  grows  stagnant  at  its  fount. 
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My  Father  !  give  me  breath,  and  thought,  and  power ; 

My  heart  shall  heave  with  your  pure,  hallowed  word! 
Hear  !  if  ye  hear,  the  loud-voiced  psalm  shall  shower, 

From  East  to  West,  its  vibrating  accords. 

Inspire !  if  ye  inspire,  the  glad  Earth  reeling 
With  rapture,  shall  God's  glory  echo  round  ; 

And  God-deniers,  low  in  ashes  kneeling, 
Blend  their  subjected  voices  in  the  sound. 

O,  if  my  tongue  can  sing  the  Lord  of  ages, 
The  Ruler,  the  Almighty,  King  of  kings  ; 

He  who  the  flaming  seraphim  engages, 

His  watchers — while  he  makes  the  clouds  his  wings  ! 

Spread,    spread    your   pinions  —  spread    your    loftiest 
pinions — 

Spirit  of  song,  for  me — for  me  ! — in  vain 
To  the  low  wretchedness  of  Earth's  dominions 

I  seek  your  heavenly,  upward  course  to  rein  ! 

Wake,  lyre  !  break  forth,  ye  strings !  let  rapture's  cur- 
rent 
Soar,    swell,   surprise,   gush,   glow  I — thou    heart   be 

riven  ! 

Pour,  pour,  thy  impassioned,  overflowing  torrent ! 
The  hymns  are  hymns  of  heaven. 

— Introduction  to  Hymn  on  Providence. 


DAHN,  GEHEIMRATH  FELIX,  German  poet, 
novelist  and  historian,  born  at  Hamburg,  Febru- 
ary 9,  1834.  His  father  and  mother  were  the 
noted  actors  Frederich  and  Constance  Dahn  of 
Munich.  He  was  educated  at  the  Gymnasium 
and  the  University  of  Munich ;  and  at  the  age  of 
twenty-eight  he  was  appointed  professor  of  juris- 
prudence at  Wiirtzburg,  He  distinguished  him- 
self as  a  volunteer  in  the  war  of  1870-71.  He  re- 
moved to  Konigsburg  in  1872;  and  in  1888  he 
accepted  a  vocation  to  the  University  of  Breslau. 
The  life  of  Professor  Dahn  presents  few  stirring 
incidents ;  outside  of  his  army  experience,  which 
was  short,  it  has  been  that  of  a  scholar,  a  writer, 
and  an  educator.  Among  his  contributions  to 
public  law  are  Das  Kriegsrecht  (1870);  Handels- 
rechtliche  Vortrdge  (1875);  Deutsches  Rechtsbuch 
(1877) ;  and  Deutsches  Privatrecht  (1878).  Of  his  his- 
torical works  the  chief  are,  The  Germanic  Kings, 
6  vols-  (1861-72);  Procopius  of  Cesar ea  (1865) ;  West 
Gothic  Studies  (1874);  Lombard  Studies  (1876); 
Reasons  in  Lazv  (1879);  Early  History  of  the  Ger- 
manic and  Romance  Peoples  (1881-90)  ;  German  His- 
tory (1883-89).  His  versatility  is  as  remarkable  as 
his  erudition  is  profound  ;  he  has  written  a  series 
of  popular  historical  romances,  including  Ein 
Kampf  urn  Rom  (\ty($)\  Odhins  Trost  (1880);  and 
Die  Kreutzefalirer  (1885);  of  which  the  former 
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is  one  of  the  most  powerful  of  German  novels. 
As  a  poet,  he  has  produced  a  number  of  ballads 
which  take  high  rank;  among  these  are  Twelve 
Ballads  (1875);  Ballads  and  Songs  (1878).  Other 
noted  works  are,  Kleine  Romane  aus  der  Volker* 
wanderungt  bis  zum  Todegetreu,  Weltuntergang,  and 
several  novels  on  subjects  from  Northern  and 
Scandinavian  history.  Of  his  Erinnerungen  (Remi- 
niscences), a  work  of  several  volumes,  the  first 
three  of  which  were  published  at  Leipsic  in  1893, 
The  Dial  says : 

"  The  charm  of  these  volumes  lies  in  their  frank- 
ness, their  invincible  sprightliness:  and  the  so- 
ciety into  which  they  lead  us;  their  effect  is 
helped,  rather  than  hindered,  by  the  free  and 
discursive  treatment.  Throughout  there  is  an 
idyllic  touch  of  natural  and  artistic  beauty,  and 
a  high  idealism  with  which  we  whirling  Ameri- 
cans find  it  sometimes  good  to  come  into  contact. 
Nowhere  do  we  remember  to  have  seen  truer 
or  more  lasting  friendships  recorded.  These 
books  are  welcome  and  of  permanent  value,  not 
only  for  the  near  view  they  give  of  poet,  novel- 
ist, jurist,  and  dramatist,  but  because  we  recog- 
nize in  Dahn — from  his  enthusiastic  absorption  in 
his  chosen  theme,  and  from  his  heroic  studies  in 
this  special  field — the  typical  exponent  of  Ger- 
manics, in  the  widest  sense  of  the  term." 

A  PROFESSOR'S  TRIALS. 

An  individual  who  is  a  university  professor  can  carry 
on  any  sort  of  secondary  avocation  without  losing  caste 
or  forfeiting  his  reputation  among  ministers  or  peri- 
wigged colleagues  as  a  blameless  craftsman.  He  can 
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ride,  fish,  hunt,  play  croquet  and  lawn  tennis,  go  travel- 
ling for  no  scientific  purpose,  play  chess  and  skate  till 
stars  and  (long  before  !)  thoughts  begin  to  pale ;  can 
paint  in  oil  and  water-colors,  and  in  the  open  air, 
play  on  instruments  to  driving  his  fellow-men  deaf;  can 
fritter  away  every  evening  till  midnight  in  society  en- 
dowed with  intellect — or  money  ! — especially  he  can  be 
a  politician  to  the  death,  passing  term  after  term  away 
from  his  university  in  Parliament  or  in  the  lower  or 
(rarely)  upper  chamber  of  his  own  State  ;  he  can  adorn  all 
voters'  meetings  with  his  orations,  write  political  lead- 
ers daily,  carry  on  political  journals,  sit  for  hours  in 
the  City  Council,  or,  as  a  father  of  the  church,  maintain 
its  existence  or  (as  far  as  such  a  thing  can  be  imagined) 
reform  it.  All  this,  though  it  takes  inconceivably  more 
time,  is  permitted,  and  is  in  some  degree  helpful  to  a 
career. 

But  woe  to  him  who  has  Imagination,  and  gives  it  out 
in  verses  !  From  that  very  hour  he  is  looked  at,  with 
shrugging  of  the  shoulders,  as  one  who  has  fallen  from 
his  dignity.  Let  him  be  never  so  beloved  and  stimu- 
lating as  a  teacher,  let  him  have  published  more  and 
better  scientific  work  than  his  colleagues,  judges,  and 
censors  who  have  not  been  contaminated  with  Imagina- 
tion ;  'tis  of  no  avail,  the  poet,  even  though  he  be  un- 
doubtedly gifted,  has  lost  his  birthright,  and  even  if  he 
have  complete  success,  such  gross  violation  of  propriety 
is  to  be  "  looked  at  with  censure." 

Ah,  how  many  of  these  Patriarchs  of  the  Faculty 
would  be  benefited  by  a  single  grain  of  Imagination  ! 
Without  a  certain  amount  of  it  nothing  can  be  produced 
or  given  form,  even  in  science. — From  Erinnerungen  j 
Translated  by  PROFESSOR  HATFIELD,  of  Northwestern 
University. 


DALIN,  OLOF  VON,  a  Swedish  poet  and  his- 
torian, was  born  in  the  parish  of  Vinberg,  in  Hol- 
land, August  29,  1708;  died  at  Drottningholm, 
August  12,  1763.  His  mother's  father  was  Dr. 
Ausen,  to  whom  Queen  Christina  offered,  while  in 
exile,  a  cardinal's  hat  if  he  would  join  the  Romish 
Church.  He  was  also  related  to  Rydelius,  the 
Bishop  of  Lund,  under  whose  instruction  Dalin 
was  placed.  Rydelius  soon  perceived  the  extraor- 
dinary genius  of  Dalin,  and  assisted  him  in  every 
possible  way.  During  the  time  he  was  studying 
at  Lund  he  had  visited  Stockholm,  and  in  1726  he 
went  there  to  enter  one  of  the  public  offices.  His 
intelligence  and  skill  gained  for  him  rapid  prefer- 
ment, aided  by  the  patronage  of  Baron  Ralamb. 
Here  at  the  age  of  twenty-four  he  commenced  his 
literary  career  by  the  publication  of  a  weekly 
journa^  Argus.  This  publication  was  something 
entirely  new  in  Sweden,  and  was  modelled  after 
the  Spectator  of  Addison.  For  two  years  he  is- 
sued this  brilliant  paper,  at  the  end  of  which  time 
he  thought  of  giving  it  up,  but  was  forced  to  con- 
tinue by  the  demands  of  the  public.  The  fact  that 
Dalin  was  the  writer  of  Argus  did  not  become 
known  until  1736,  and  when  the  secret  was  re- 
vealed his  reputation  became  wonderful.  He 
then  published  Tanker  om  Kritiker  (Thoughts 
about  Critics),  inspired  by  Pope's  Essay  on  Criti- 
(235) 
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ctsm,  the  first  "  really  aesthetic  book  "  published  in 
Sweden.  With  a  view  to  enlarging  his  knowl- 
edge, he  then  made  a  tour  of  Germany  and  France. 
On  his  return  the  changes  which  had  taken  place 
in  the  political  life  of  his  own  country  brought 
forth  his  celebrated  satirical  allegories,  The  Story 
of  the  Horse,  for  which  he  took  for  his  model  Swift's 
Tale  of  a  Tub,  and  April  Work,  which  became  ex- 
ceedingly popular.  After  these  successes  he  set 
to  work  on  the  greatest  of  his  writings,  his  epic  of 
Svenska  Friheten  (Swedish  Liberty).  This  work 
evidences  in  a  remarkable  degree  the  finished 
elegance  of  his  style.  It  is  written  in  Alexandrines 
of  "  far  greater  smoothness  and  vigor  than  had 
previously  been  attempted."  For  this  work  he 
took  for  his  model  Thomson's  Liberty.  When  the 
new  Royal  Swedish  Theatre  was  opened  he  intro- 
duced a  new  school  of  drama  by  his  Brynhilda,  or 
the  Unfortunate  Love,  a  tragedy  after  the  style  of 
Crebillon  the  elder.  His  comedy  of  The  Envious 
Man,  introducing  the  manner  of  Holberg,  is  of  par- 
ticular interest.  As  a  prose  writer  he  is  chiefly 
remembered  for  his  History  of  the  Swedish  King- 
dom. 

In  verse,  as  well  as  in  prose,  Dalin  takes  a  high- 
er place  than  any  other  writer  in  Sweden  since 
Stjernhjelm.  Gosse  says  of  him  :  "  His  songs,  his 
satires,  his  occasional  pieces,  without  displaying 
any  real  originality,  show  Dalin's  tact  and  skill 
as  a  workman  with  the  pen.  He  stole  from  Eng- 
land and  France,  but  with  the  plagiarism  of  a  man 
of  genius  ;  and  his  multifarious  labors  raised  Swe- 
den to  a  level  with  the  other  literary  countries  ot 
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Europe.  They  formed  a  basis  on  which  more  na- 
tional and  more  scrupulous  writers  could  build 
their  various  structures." 

Professor  Horn,  approving  the  remark  of  an- 
other critic  that  Dalin's  genius  possessed  more 
suppleness  than  strength,  and  that  he  was  rather 
an  elegant  imitator  than  a  creative  poet,  says  that 
his  chief  merit  consists  in  skilful  treatment  of  the 
form,  combined  with  a  delicate  and  striking  wit; 
but  that  his  poems  never  made  the  impression  of 
having  sprung  from  high  aspiration.  "  He  is  at 
his  best  when  he  departs  most  widely  from  that 
very  tendency  to  the  absolute  supremacy  of  which 
he  contributed  so  much,  and  when  he  either  gives 
loose  rein  to  his  native,  sound,  and  somewhat 
satirical  wit,  or  when,  as  in  the  case  of  many  of 
his  songs,  he  adopts  the  simple  style  of  the  popular 
ballad." 

ADAM    AND    EVE*S    FAMILY    REUNION. 

It  came  to  pass,  some  time  ago,  that  our  father 
Adam  and  our  mother  Eve,  having  come  up  from  their 
graves,  and  being  at  their  estate  at  Tielkestad,  sent  proc- 
lamations throughout  the  land  of  a  great  gathering  to 
which  all  their  dearly  beloved  children  should  imme- 
diately repair,  male  and  female,  either  personally  or  by 
proxy  properly  assigned,  so  that  the  great  parents  of 
the  race  might  look  upon  and  comfort  themselves  in 
their  descendants  of  the  North,  and  might  see  how  each 
one  had  made  progress  in  learning  and  in  the  improve- 
ment of  his  talent ;  and  so  that  they  might  counsel  each 
one  to  be  an  honor  to  the  parents  of  them  all.  Here, 
then,  coming  together  a  great  concourse  of  the  people, 
each  one  comes  forward  to  kiss  the  hand  of  grandpa  and 
of  grandma.  Bending  and  bowing,  each  vied  with  each, 
with  might  and  main,  with  inward  mind  and  outward 
sense,  to  give  the  parents  of  all  a  pleasure.  Nor  was  it 
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any  light  matter,  you  may  believe,  five  thousand  years 
after  their  death,  to  show  them  satisfying  signs  of  proper 
advancement,  and  to  make  them  think,  "Ah,  what  a  son 
hast  thou,  Adam  !  "  "  Ah,  what  a  daughter,  Eve  !  " 
Adam,  indeed,  looking  back  to  the  honorable  first-beget- 
ting of  them,  and  expecting  only  the  due  progress  of 
nature,  with  force  or  addition,  was  verily  amazed,  and 
did  not  know  the  half  of  his  own  children.  "  Whence," 
said  he,  "  are  these  ? — for  except  there  be  a  new  crea- 
tion, in  which  neither  God  nor  myself  hath  part,  they 
are  not  mine."  Eve,  rather  vain  of  the  great  number 
of  them,  was  taken  aback  at  these  words,  "  which,"  said 
she,  "  might  reflect  on  me  if  it  were  not  known  that  we 
were  alone  in  the  world  as  husband  and  wife."  "  Web 
of  my  woof,  I  admit,"  said  he,  "  but  so  disguised  are 
they  in  their  efforts  to  please  us  that  they  lose  charms  a 
spontaneous  and  unrestrained  conduct  might  easily  have 
given  them.  But  ah,  no  !  for  I  see  that  these  and  all 
other  disorders  of  theirs  is  the  inheritance  of  our  own 
fall." — From  the  Argus,  translated  for  the  UNIVERSITY 
OF  LITERATURE. 


DAM  PIER,  WILLIAM,  an  English  navigator 
and  adventurer,  born  at  East  Coker,  Somerset,  in 
June,  1652;  died  at  London,  in  March,  1715.  He 
went  to  sea  at  an  early  age,  served  in  the  war 
against  the  Dutch,  and  afterward  became  over- 
seer of  a  plantation  in  Jamaica.  After  awhile  he 
spent  three  years  with  a  party  of  logwood-cutters 
on  the  bay  of  Campeachy,  and  wrote  an  account 
of  his  observations  in  that  region.  In  1679  he 
crossed  the  Isthmus  of  Darien  with  a  party  of 
buccaneers,  who  captured  numerous  Spanish  ves- 
sels and  pillaged  several  towns  on  the  Peruvian 
coast.  In  1684  he  sailed  from  Virginia  with  an 
expedition  which  cruised  along  the  coast  of  Chili, 
Peru,  and  the  western  coast  of  Mexico,  making 
numerous  depredations  upon  the  Spaniards.  After- 
ward he  embarked  for  the  East  Indies,  touching 
at  the  great  island  now  known  as  Australia.  He 
arrived  in  England  in  1691,  and  not  long  after- 
ward published  his  Voyage  Round  the  World.  In 
1699,  having  been  put  in  command  of  a  sloop-of- 
war,  he  was  sent  on  a  voyage  of  discovery  to  the 
South  Sea.  He  explored  the  west  and  northwest 
shores  of  Australia  and  the  coasts  of  several 
neighboring  islands,  and  gave  his  name  to  a  small 
archipelago,  and  to  the  strait  between  Papua  and 
what  was  then  called  New  Britain.  After  in- 
numerable adventures  he  finallv  made  his  way 
(239) 
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back  to  England  in  1701.  Two  years  afterward, 
being  about  to  set  out  on  a  new  expedition,  he  put 
forth  a  brief  narrative  of  that  voyage,  intimating 
that  at  a  future  time  he  should  publish  a  more  ex- 
tended account.  To  this  narrative  he  prefixed  a 
characteristic  preface,  a  portion  of  which  is  here 
given,  as  originally  written  by  him : 

DAMPIER    ON    HIS    OWN    VOYAGES. 

It  has  almost  always  been  the  fate  of  those  who  have 
made  new  Discoveries  to  be  disesteemed  and  slightly 
spoken  of  by  such  as  either  have  had  no  true  Relish  and 
Value  for  the  Things  themselves  that  are  discovered,  or 
have  had  some  Prejudice  against  the  Persons  by  whom 
the  discoveries  are  made.  It  would  be  in  vain  therefore 
and  unreasonable  in  me  to  expect  to  escape  the  Censure 
of  all,  or  to  hope  for  better  Treatment  than  far  Worth- 
ier Persons  have  met  with  before  me.  But  this  Satis- 
faction I  am  sure  of  having,  that  the  Things  themselves 
in  the  discovery  of  which  I  have  been  employed  are 
most  worthy  of  our  Diligentest  Search  and  Inquiry  ;  be- 
ing the  various  and  wonderful  Works  of  God  in  different 
Parts  of  the  World  :  And  however  unfit  a  Person  1 
may  be  in  other  respects  to  have  undertaken  this  task, 
yet  at  least  I  have  given  a  faithful  Account,  and  I  have 
round  some  Things  undiscovered  by  any  before,  and 
which  may  at  least  be  some  Assistance  and  Directions 
to  better  qualified  Persons  who  shall  come  after  me. 

It  has  been  Objected  against  me  by  some  that  my 
Accounts  and  Descriptions  of  Things  are  dry  and  jejune, 
not  filled  with  variety  of  Pleasant  Matter,  to  divert  and 
gratify  the  Curious  Reader.  How  far  this  is  true  I 
must  leave  to  the  World  to  judge.  But  if  I  have  been 
exactly  and  strictly  careful  to  give  only  True  Relations 
and  Descriptions  of  Things  (as  I  am  sure  I  have)  ;  and  if 
my  Descriptions  be  such  as  may  be  of  use  not  only  to 
myself  (which  I  have  already  in  good  measure  experi- 
enced) but  also  to  others  in  future  Voyages  ;  desirous 
of  a  Plain  and  Just  Account  of  the  true  Nature  and 
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State  of  Things  described  than  of  a  Polite  and  Rhetori- 
cal Narrative  ;  I  hope  all  the  Defects  of  my  Stile  will 
meet  with  an  easy  and  ready  Pardon.  .  .  . 

I  know  there  are  some  who  are  apt  to  slight  my  Ac- 
count and  Descriptions  of  Things,  as  if  it  was  an  easie 
Matter  and  of  little  or  no  Difficulty  to  do  all  that  I  have 
done,  to  visit  little  more  than  the  Coasts  of  unknown 
Countries,  and  make  short  and  imperfect  Observations 
of  things  only  near  the  Shore.  But  whoever  is  experi- 
enced in  these  Matters,  or  considers  Things  impartially, 
will  be  of  a  very  different  Opinion.  And  only  one  who 
is  sensible  how  backward  and  refractory  the  Seamen  are 
apt  to  be  in  long  Voyages  when  they  know  not  whither 
they  are  going,  how  ignorant  they  are  of  the  Nature  of 
the  Winds  and  the  shifting  Seasons  of  the  Monsoons  ; 
and  how  little  even  the  Officers  themselves  generally 
are  skilled  in  the  variation  of  the  Needle  and  the  Use 
of  the  Azimuth  Compass  ;  besides  the  Hazard  of  all 
outward  Accidents  in  strange  and  unknown  Seas :  Any- 
one, I  say,  who  is  sensible  of  these  Difficulties,  will  be 
much  more  pleased  at  the  Discoveries  and  Observations 
I  have  been  able  to  make  than  displeased  that  I  did  not 
make  more. 

In  1708-11  he  accompanied  Woodes  Rogers  as 
pilot  in  a  voyage  round  the  world.  During  this 
expedition  the  town  of  Guayaquil  was  captured, 
Dampier  having  the  command  of  the  artillery. 
His  works  have  been  several  times  republished, 
and  abstracts  of  them  are  to  be  found  in  manv  col- 

*> 

lections  of  Voyages  and  Travels.  He  confined 
himself  mainly  to  describing  the  various  coun- 
tries, the  coasts  of  which  he  visited,  their  inhab- 
itants, natural  history,  and  productions.  His 
nautical  observations  evince  much  professional 
knowledge,  and  his  knowledge  of  natural  history, 
though  not  strictly  scientific,  is  accurate,  and  his 
descriptions  are  of  unusual  value.  Though  he 
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passed  through  numerous  stirring  adventures,  he 
describes  these  only  briefly,  and  in  a  modest  and 
unaffected  manner.  Thus  of  the  conclusion  of  his 
last  recorded  voyage  he  merely  says — and  these 
are  the  last  known  of  his  writings— though  he 
lived  several  years  longer: 

CLOSE  OF  THE  VOYAGE  TO  NEW  HOLLAND. 

On  May  18,  1700,  in  our  return,  we  arrived  again  at 
Tymor.  June  21,  we  past  by  part  of  the  Island  Java. 
July  4,  we  anchored  in  Batavia-Road  ;  and  I  went 
ashore,  visited  the  Dutch  General,  and  desired  the 
Privilege  of  buying  Provisions  that  I  wanted  :  which 
was  granted  me.  In  this  road  we  lay  till  the  iyth  of 
October  following,  when  having  fitted  the  Ship,  re- 
cruited my  Self  with  Provisions,  filled  all  my  water,  and 
the  Season  of  the  Year  for  returning  toward  Europe  be- 
ing come,  I  set  sail  from  Batavia,  and  on  the  ipth  of  De- 
cember made  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope  ;  whence  depart- 
ing Jan.  1 1,  we  made  the  Island  of  Santa  Helena  on  the 
2ist  ;  and  February  the  2ist,  the  Island  of  Ascension  ; 
near  to  which  my  Ship,  having  sprung  a  Leak  which 
could  not  be  stopped,  foundered  at  Sea  ;  with  much 
difficulty  we  got  ashore,  where  we  liv'd  on  Goats  and 
Turtle  ;  and  on  the  26th  of  February,  found,  to  our 
great  Comfort,  on  the  S.  E.  side  of  a  high  Mountain 
about  half  a  mile  from  its  top,  a  Spring  of  fresh  Water. 
I  returned  to  England  in  the  Canterbury  East  India 
Ship.  For  which  wonderful  Deliverance  from  so  many 
and  great  Dangers,  I  think  my  self  bound  to  return  con- 
tinual Thanks  to  Almighty  God  ;  whose  Divine  Provi- 
dence if  it  shall  please  to  bring  me  safe  again  to  my 
native  Country  from  my  present  intended  voyage  ;  I 
hope  to  publish  a  particular  Account  of  all  the  material 
Things  I  observed  in  the  several  Places  which  I  have 
now  but  barely  mentioned. 


DANA,  CHARLES  ANDERSON,  an  American 
journalist,  born  at  Hinsdale,  N.  H.,  August  8, 
1819;  died  at  Dosoris,  near  Glen  Cove,  N.  Y.,  Oc- 
tober 17,  1897.  He  spent  two  years  at  Harvard 
College,  alter  which  he  became  a  member  of  the 
Brook  Farm  Community.  This  enterprise  having 
proved  unsuccessful,  Mr.  Dana,  in  conjunction 
with  George  Ripley,  John  S.  Dwight,  and  others, 
established  The  Harbinger,  a  weekly  journal  de- 
voted to  social  reform  and  general  literature.  In 
1847  he  went  upon  the  editorial  staff  of  the  New 
York  Tribune,  being  for  several  years,  down  to 
1861,  the  managing  editor.  From  1862  to  1865 
he  was  Assistant  Secretary  of  War.  In  1866  he 
took  charge  of  the  Chicago  Republican.  In  1868 
he,  with  others,  purchased  the  New  York  Sun,  a 
small  daily  newspaper,  which  under  the  charge  of 
Mr.  Dana  acquired  a  large  circulation  and  a  wide 
influence.  In  politics  The  Sun  professed  to  be  in- 
dependent of  party  ;  but  for  the  first  few  years  its 
tendencies  were  decidedly  with  the  Republican 
Party,  afterward  quite  as  decidedly  with  the 
Democratic  Party.  After  the  adoption  of  the 
Chicago  platform  of  1896  The  Sun  initiated  the 
general  movement  among  Democratic  newspa- 
pers by  coming  out  strongly  against  the  platform 
and  candidates. 

Mr.  Dana,  in  conjunction  with  his   Tribune  as- 
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sociate,  George  Ripley,  edited  Appleton's  Ameri- 
can Cyclopedia  (1855-63)  and  also  a  thoroughly  re- 
vised edition  (1873-77).  He  prepared  The  House- 
hold Book  of  Poetry,  the  first  edition  of  which  ap- 
peared in  1858 ;  and  numerous  other  editions, 
with  considerable  additions  subsequently.  All 
the  verse  which  we  have  from  Mr.  Dana  was 
written  during  early  manhood. 

Of  Mr.  Dana's  permanent  contributions  to  liter- 
ature little  need  be  said.  It  is  to  his  influence  on 
the  editorial  tone  of  the  American  press  that  he 
owes  his  conspicuous  position  in  journalism. 
Possessed  of  a  vigorous  individuality,  he  has 
been  selected  as  a  model  by  numerous  aspiring 
newspaper  writers,  and  imitated,  perhaps  uncon- 
sciously, by  many  of  established  reputation  ;  so 
that  The  Sun  not  only  "shines  for  all,"  but  many 
lesser  orbs  in  the  firmament  of  journalism  owe  at 
least  a  portion  of  their  brilliancy  to  its  reflected 
light.  His  scholarly  satire  awakens  keen  appre- 
ciation in  the  learned,  and  his  powerful  invective 
calls  forth  the  admiration  of  friend  and  foe.  He 
commands  the  entire  gamut  of  English,  from  the 
stilted  phrases  of  the  Elizabethans  to  the  terse 
slang  of  the  Jin  de  siecle  street  gamin.  The  classic 
scholar  will  meet  as  many  old  friends  while  trav- 
elling with  Dana  as  will  the  ward  politician, 
though  each,  perhaps,  will  recognize  only  those 
of  his  own  class.  When  ordinary  vehicles  of 
communication  fail  he  will  resurrect  some  obso- 
lete expression  of  forgotten  lore  and  juggle  with 
it  till  it  becomes  a  familiar  figure  of  speech. 
Though  having  access  to  the  literary  treasures  of 
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centuries,  he  has  seen  fit  to  introduce  into  the 
vernacular  words  and  expressions  to  suit  the 
passing  hour,  and  we  are  indebted  to  him  for  the 
common  use  of  more  than  one  effective  word. 

VIA  SACRA. 

Slowly  along  the  crowded  street  I  go, 

Marking  with  reverent  look  each  passer's  face, 
Seeking,  and  not  in  vain,  in  each  to  trace 

That  primal  soul  whereof  he  is  the  show. 
For  here  still  move,  by  many  eyes  unseen, 

The  blessed  gods  that  erst  Olympus  kept ; 
Through  every  guise  these  lofty  forms  serene 

Declare  the  all-holding  Life  hath  never  slept  ; 

But  known  each  thrill  that  in  man's  heart  hath  been, 

And  every  tear  that  his  sad  eyes  have  wept ; 
Alas  for  us  !  the  heavenly  visitants — 

We  greet  them  still  as  most  unwelcome  guests, 
Answering  their  smile  with  hateful  looks  askance, 

Their  sacred  speech  with  foolish,  bitter  jests  : 
But  oh  !  what  is  it  to  imperial  Jove 
That  this  poor  world  refuses  all  his  love  ? 

TO  R.  B. 

Beloved  friend  !  they  say  that  thou  are  dead, 
Nor  shall  our  asking  eyes  behold  thee  more, 

Save  in  the  company  of  the  fair  and  dread, 
Along  the  radiant  and  immortal  shore, 
Whither  thy  face  was  turned  for  evermore, 

Thou  wert  a  pilgrim  toward  the  True  and  Real, 
Never  forgetful  of  that  infinite  goal ; 
Salient,  electrical,  thy  weariless  soul, 

To  every  faintest  vision  always  leal, 

Ever  midst  those  phantoms  made  its  world  ideal. 
And  so  thou  hast  a  most  perennial  fame, 

Though  from  the  earth  thy  name  should  perish  quite : 
When  the  dear  sun  sinks  golden  whence  he  came, 

The  gloom,  else  cheerless,  hath  not  lost  his  light ; 
So  in  our  lives  impulses  born  of  thine, 
Like  fireside  stars  across  the  night  shall  shine. 


246  CHARLES  AKDERSOtf  DAVA 


MANFULNESS. 

Dear,  noble  soul,  wisely  thy  lot  thou  bearest ; 

For,  like  a  god  toiling  in  earthly  slavery, 

Fronting  thy  sad  fate  with  a  joyous  bravery, 
iach  darker  day  a  sunnier  mien  thou  wearest. 

No  grief  can  touch  thy  sweet  and  spiritual  smile  ; 
No  pain  is  keen  enough  that  it  has  power 

Over  thy  childlike  love,  that  all  the  while 
Upon  this  cold  earth  builds  its  heavenly  bower  ; 

And  thus  with  thee  bright  angels  make  their  dwelling, 
Bringing  thee  stores  of  strength  where  no  man  know-, 
eth  ; 

The  ocean-stream  from  God's  heart  ever  swelling, 
That  forth  through  each  least  thing  in  Nature  goeth, 
In  thee,  oh,  truest  Hero,  deeper  floweth  : — 

With  joy  I  bathe,  and  many  souls  beside 

Feel  a  new  life  in  the  celestial  tide. 


GREAT    SCHOOLS    OR     WEAK    COLLEGES. 

We  are  sorry  that  the  well-known  Adelphi  Academy 
of  Brooklyn  has  sought  a  college  charter  from  the 
Regents  of  the  University  at  Albany.  A  great  school 
is  thus  to  be  turned  into  a  weak  college.  The  country 
needs  all  the  great  schools  it  has,  and  more  too.  It 
does  not  need  a  single  additional  college  of  the  weakly 
type,  if,  indeed,  it  needs  any  new  colleges  at  all. 

Similar  transmutations  have  been  tried  before,  and 
with  very  little  success.  An  institution  that  prospers 
as  an  academy  at  which  boys  may  obtain  a  first-rate 
educational  preparation  for  life,  or  for  a  university 
course,  as  their  parents  see  fit,  blossoms  out  into  a 
college,  with  the  power  of  conferring  baccalaureate 
degrees  and  doing  everything  else  that  a  real  college 
may  do.  In  four  years  it  develops  freshman,  sopho- 
more, junior  and  senior  classes,  and  in  the  progress  of 
time  it  may  graduate  ten  or  twenty  men  a  year.  But 
all  this  has  been  accomplished  at  an  inordinate  expense. 
The  institution  that  was  financially  thriving  as  a  great 
school  becomes  pecuniarily  pressed  as  a  weak  college. 
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and  loses  its  reputation  in  the  former  capacity  without 
gaining  anything  by  the  change. 

The  reason  is  that  the  proportionate  cost  of  main- 
taining the  requisite  corps  of  instructors  for  a  college 
is  vastly  greater  than  for  a  school.  If  this  increased 
cost  can  be  met  by  the  income  from  an  endowment 
fund,  well  and  good ;  but  in  the  absence  of  such  a  fund 
the  undertaking  is  hazardous. 

In  order  to  give  a  new  impetus  to  the  Adelphi  Acad- 
emy, Mr.  Timothy  M.  Woodruff,  the  Brooklyn  Park 
Commissioner,  recently  consented  to  accept  the  Presi- 
dency of  its  Board  of  Trustees.  Mr.  Woodruff  is  a 
candidate,  we  believe,  for  the  Republican  nomination 
for  the  office  of  Lieutenant-Governor.  He  is  a  young 
man  of  ambition.  He  does  not  care  to  be  associated 
with  any  failure.  We  give  him  a  friendly  word  of  advice. 
He  may  maintain  the  Adelphi  Academy  as  a  great 
school,  but  he  can  never  make  it  of  any  account  as  a 
college  without  a  generous  endowment. 

In  these  days  money  is  of  considerable  importance 
to  the  advancement  of  learning. — From  The  Sun. 


SPASMS. 

The  last  six  years  in  our  history  have  witnessed  two 
upheavals  in  national  politics  so  colossal  and  violent  as 
to  be  revolutionary.  They  seemed  like  doings  of  the 
typical  hot-heads  of  the  tropics,  people  subject  to  emo- 
tional crazes,  rather  than  of  Americans  accustomed  to 
act  with  cool  and  deliberate  calculation  for  the  future. 

In  1890,  two  years  after  the  election  of  Benjamin 
Harrison,  the  country  went  Democratic  with  a  startling 
whoop.  The  House  of  Representatives  was  changed 
from  a  Republican  body  to  a  Democratic  body,  wherein 
the  Democrats  numbered  233  and  the  Republicans  only 
88.  This  was  followed  by  the  election  of  Cleveland  as 
President  in  1892  by  an  electoral  vote  of  276  to  145, 
and  another  Democratic  House  of  Representatives,  with 
a  majority  of  96.  So  many  States,  Republican  from 
that  party's  beginning,  turned  to  Democrats,  that  when 
the  Republican  Party  was  loudly  pronounced  dead,  a 
vast  number  of  people  believed  it,  Even  Democrats 
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iooked  dubiously  at  the  vehemence  of  the  sentiment 
that  caused  a  change  so  extreme.  It  indicated  some 
temporary  and  unreasoning  excitement,  instead  of  sub- 
stantial conviction  that  would  endure  and  could  be 
counted  on  to  give  steadiness  to  the  administration  of 
the  Government. 

The  year  1890  showed  how  true  was  this  surmise, 
and  again  now  the  new  spirit  of  violent  impulse  had 
taken  possession  of  the  public  mind.  The  national 
Democratic  majority  was  thrown  out  as  violently  as  it 
had  been  put  in  four  years  before,  a  Republican  major- 
ity of  140  in  the  House  of  Representatives  replacing 
the  preceding  majority  of  96.  It  was  another  case  of 
passionate  somersault. 

They  promise  to  keep  us  on  the  same  rack  by  nomi- 
nating the  Republican  type  of  cast-iron  sensationalism, 
the  Hon.  William  McKinley,  of  Ohio,  who  more  than 
any  other  personal  agency,  made  a  Democratic  Con- 
gress and  Cleveland  ;  and  so  the  rage  and  disappoint- 
ment that  have  followed  Clevelandism  indicate  that 
Cleveland  has  as  good  as  made  McKinley.  The  Mc- 
Kinleyites  threaten  the  country  again  with  an  extrava- 
gant reversal  of  policy,  and  a  prolongation  of  the  era  of 
emotional  disturbance  that  must  be  dissipated  before 
our  public  affairs  can  be  restored  to  the  control  of  tra- 
ditional calmness  and  good  sense. 

Is  the  unnatural  spree  not  yet  over  ?  Is  the  dance 
still  on  ? — From  the  New  York  Sun,  April  2,  1896. 

A    POPULISTIC    PLATFORM. 

The  agony  is  over.  The  Democratic  Party,  assem- 
bled regularly  in  National  Convention,  pledges  itself  to 
revive  the  free  coinage  of  silver  at  the  ratio  of  16  to  i, 
and  to  accomplish  the  imposition  of  an  income  tax. 
The  Democracy  of  Jefferson,  from  which  have  been 
drawn  invariably  the  ideas  which  have  given  political 
stability  and  republican  enthusiasm  to  this  country,  has 
passed  into  the  control  of  Jefferson's  diametric  oppo- 
site, the  Socialist,  or  Communist,  or  as  he  is  known 
here,  the  Populist. 

The  process  which  culminated  yesterday  at  Chicago 
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has  been  going  on  for  much  longer  than  the  last  ten 
years,  in  which  it  has  been  manifest  to  all. 

Since  the  war,  while  the  Democratic  Party  was  c»eing 
built  up  again  in  the  North,  the  South,  where  lay  the 
Democracy's  main  strength,  made  no  sign  of  desire  for 
a  new  departure.  It  accepted  willingly  as  its  candidate 
that  pure  disciple  of  the  Democratic  faith,  Samuel  J.  Til- 
den  of  New  York  and  Winfield  Scott  Hancock  of  Penn- 
sylvania, pretending  to  nothing  but  party  orthodoxy, 
and  Grover  Cleveland,  an  unknown  quantity,  but,  like 
Tilden,  coming  from  the  conservative  State  of  New 
York.  But  the  seeds  of  socialistic  revolution  were  in 
the  South  all  the  time,  and,  by  a  singular  fatality,  the 
first  man  to  obtain  possession  of  the  President's  office 
in  the  Democratic  name  of  both  weakened  Democratic 
sentiment  and  fanned  populism's  destructive  flame.  A 
political  freak,  of  alien  instincts,  without  conception  of 
party  government,  and  aiming  at  personal  government 
only,  he  destroyed  the  idea  of  party  coherency  and 
allegiance  to  tradition,  headed  and  inspired,  in  the  mad 
crusade  of  1892  against  capital's  "iron  heel"  and 
against  the  rich  as  robbers  of  the  poor,  the  greatest 
socialistic  demonstration  yet  recorded,  made  by  his 
financial  blundering  and  falsifying,  the  national  mone- 
tary standard  hateful  in  the  eyes  of  every  waverer,  and 
actually  proposed  the  Populistic  income  tax  now  openly 
made  a  plank  in  the  Democratic  platform.  Southern 
poverty,  engendered  by  the  war,  and  the  common  dis- 
content, stirred  up  to  recklessness  by  the  agitation  of 
the  past  twelve  years,  have  at  last  blazed  into  a  demand 
for  debased  coinage  and  a  tax  on  wealth,  and  have  car- 
ried the  National  Democratic  Convention  ! 

The  Chicago  platform  cannot  be  accepted.  The 
United  States  was  made  Democratic,  and  it  must  re- 
main so. 

Free-silver  coinage  would  be  national  dishonor  and  a 
monumental  anachronism.  Silver  has  had  its  day  as  a 
money  standard.  The  commerce  of  civilization,  which 
has  used  as  a  medium  of  exchange  pretty  much  every- 
thing from  the  shells  to  the  higher  metals,  has  pro- 
gressed beyond  silver.  It  has  adapted  itself  to  gold, 
and  to  gold  it  will  stick  until  it  finds  something  still 
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more  convenient.  The  silver  campaign  is  based  on  de- 
lusions which  have  no  justification,  and  on  statements 
which  are  not  so.  It  cannot  prevail,  and  every  sincere 
believer  in  fair  and  in  business  honor  as  the  foundation 
of  commerical  prosperity,  must  put  aside  all  other  pur- 
poses and  unite  for  its  defeat. 

In  the  different  States  the  State  candidates  for  the 
mortified  and  disheartened  members  of  the  Democracy 
to  follow  are  yet  to  be  determined.  In  them,  and 
especially  in  New  York,  where  David  Bennett  Hill  has 
struggled  for  his  party  against  overwhelming  odds,  the 
nucleus  of  Democratic  regeneration  must  be  found.  But 
from  now  until  the  night  of  election  day  in  November, 
1896,  the  Presidential  candidate  of  every  Democrat  who 
favors  honest  money  and  who  still  hopes  to  crush  the 
enemies  of  the  fundamental  principles  he  was  bred  in, 
should  be,  without  hesitation,  evasion,  or  sop  to  preju- 
dice, William  McKinley. — From  the  New  York  Sun,  July 
zo,  1896. 

TO   SIMPLIFY    SPOLIATION. 

It  is  business  for  the  Senators  of  a  tariff-for-revenue- 
only  party  to  be  japping  and  jawing  day  after  day  about 
how  much  protection  shall  be  given  to  tannic  acid  and 
boracic  acid  and  other  crutches  of  life. 

If  these  McKinley  converts  care  so  much  for  protec- 
tion, why  don't  they  take  the  McKinley  tariff,  treat  it 
to  a  horizontal  reduction  of  two  per  cent,  and  so  avoid 
wrangling  ?  Mr.  Mills  and  the  rest  of  the  free  traders 
will  vote  for  a  McKinley  bill,  but  there  must  be  a  slight 
discount  for  cant.  One  per  cent.,  or  even  half  of  one 
per  cent.,  would  do  just  as  well,  we  dare  say,  as  two  per 
cent.  Their  point  is  that  culmination  ceases  to  culmi- 
nate, and  atrocity  loses  its  atrociousness,  in  a  tariff  bill 
prepared  by  Democrats,  or  at  least  a  collection  of  howl- 
ing, high  spoliators  roughly  classified  as  Democrats. 

These  spoliators  have  dressed  themselves  up  in  Mr. 
McKinley's  old  clothes  ;  but  they  must  satisfy  their 
hair  trigger  consciences  by  having  a  button  snipped  off 
here  and  a  seam  let  out  there.  So  easy  it  is  to  make  a 
McKinley  suit  into  a  Cuckoo  uniform. — New  York  Sun. 
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CAN    GAS   ADDICKS    BE    LOCALIZED  ? 

We  wish  to  direct  the  attention  of  the  Hon.  Gas  Ad- 
dicks  of  Nowhere  to  a  certain  paper,  instrument,  or 
document,  called  the  Constitution  of  the  United  States. 
The  Hon.  Gas  Addicks  wants  to  be  elected  a  Senator  in 
Congress  from  Delaware.  The  Constitution,  the  makers 
of  which  did  not  foresee  the  ambitions  and  the  geo- 
graphical elasticity  of  the  Man  from  Nowhere,  prescribes 
that  "  No  person  shall  be  a  Senator  who  shall  not,  when 
elected,  be  an  inhabitant  of  tht  State  for  which  he  shall 
be  chosen." 

Is  the  Hon.  Gas  Addicks  an  inhabitant  of  Delaware, 
within  the  meaning  of  the  Constitution  ?  Among  the 
various  places  that  he  has  honored  with  his  evasive 
presence  is  Boston.  We  are  informed  that  he  is  a 
member  of  certain  clubs  in  that  town,  and  that  when 
he  was  proposed  for  membership  in  those  clubs  he  de- 
clared, and  was  required  to  declare,  that  he  was  a  citi- 
zen of  Massachusetts.  Is  this  information  correct  ?  Is 
the  Hon.  Gas  Addicks  a  citizen  of  Massachusetts  and 
not  a  citizen  of  Delaware  ?  Has  he  a  right  to  aspire 
to  be  the  successor  of  Mr.  G.  F.  Hoar  or  Mr.  Cabot 
Lodge,  and  has  he  selected  Delaware  merely  as  an  im- 
mediately more  promising  field  of  political  investment  ? 

Our  information  as  to  the  Massachusetts  settlement 
of  Mr.  Addicks  comes  from  a  good  authority,  but,  with 
all  respect  to  its  source,  we  must  decline  to  put  any 
great  amount  of  trust  in  it.  It  is  likely  enough  that  he 
is  not  a  citizen  of  Delaware.  It  is  equally  likely  that 
he  is  not  a  citizen  of  Massachusetts.  He  seems  to  be 
a  person  of  vagrant  residence  and  shifting  locality,  a 
tramp  candidate.  He  has  designs  on  Delaware,  but  he 
may  have  designs  on  Rhode  Island,  New  Jersey,  Penn- 
sylvania, New  York,  and  way  stations,  if  his  Delaware 
speculation  fails. 

It  would  be  interesting  to  know  to  what  State  the 
Hon.  Gas  Addicks  conceives  himself  to  belong.  It  is 
probable  that  his  willingness  will  be  nillied.  Daniel 
Pratt  never  got  into  the  Senate,  and  yet  Daniel  Pratt 
was  almost  as  much  of  a  traveller  as  the  Hon.  Gas  Ad- 
dicks of  Nowhere. —  The  Sun,  Nov.  26,  1894. 


DANA,  JAMES  DWIGHT,  an  American  geologist 
and  mineralogist,  born  at  Utica,  N.  Y.,  February 
12,  1813;  died  at  New  Haven,  Conn.,  April  14, 
1895.  After  his  graduation  at  Yale  College  in 
1833,  he  was  appointed  teacher  of  mathematics  to 
the  midshipmen  of  the  United  States  Navy,  and 
sailed  to  the  Mediterranean.  On  his  return  in 
1835,  he  became  assistant  to  Professor  Silliman  at 
Yale.  Three  years  later  he  accompanied  the 
Wilkes  exploring  expedition  as  geologist  and 
mineralogist,  and  afterward  prepared  for  publi- 
cation the  reports  of  that  expedition.  In  1846  he 
became  one  of  the  editors  of  the  American  Journal 
of  Science  and  Arts,  and  in  1855  succeeded  Pro- 
fessor Silliman  in  the  chair  of  Chemistry  and 
Zoology  at  Yale.  He  published  a  work  on 
Mineralogy  (1837);  Zoophytes  (1846)  ;  Geology  of  the 
Pacific  ( 1 849) ;  Crustacea  (1852-54);  Coral  Reefs  and 
Islands  (1853);  Science  and  the  Bible  (1856-57); 
Manual  of  Geology  (1862)  ;  A  Text  Book  of  Geology 
(1864) ;  Coral  and  Coral  Islands  (1872) ;  The  Geologi- 
cal Story  Briefly  Told  (1875)  ;  Characteristics  of  Vol- 
canoes (1890) ;  On  the  Four  Rocks  of  the  New  Haven 
Region  (1891). 

AN    ATOLL. 

The  atoll,  a  quiet  scene  of  grove  and  lake,  is  admir- 
ably set  off  by  the  contrasting  ocean.     Its  placid  beauty 
rises  to  grandeur  when  the  storm  rages,  and  the  waves 
foam  and  roar  about  the  outer  reefs  ;  for  the  child  of 
(252)  ! 


JAMES  D WIGHT  DANA  253 

the  sea  still  rests  quietly,  in  unheeding  and  dreamy  con- 
tent. This  coral-made  land  is  firm,  because,  as  has  been 
already  explained,  it  is  literally  sea-born,  it  having  been 
built  out  of  sea-products,  by  the  aid  of  the  working 
ocean.  And  so  with  the  groves  :  they  were  planted  by 
the  waves  ;  and  hence  the  species  are  those  that  can 
defy  the  encroaching  waters,  and  meet  the  various  con- 
ditions in  which  they  are  placed.  The  plants,  therefore, 
take  firm  hold  of  the  soil,  and  grow  in  all  their  natural 
strength  and  beauty. 

Only  an  occasional  coral  island  has  a  completely  en- 
circling grove,  and  is  hence  a  model  atoll.  But  the 
many  in  which  a  series  of  green  islets  surround  the 
lagoon  are  often  but  little  less  attractive,  especially 
when  the  several  islets  present  varied  groupings  of 
palms  and  other  foliage.  To  give  perfection  to  the 
coral  island  landscape  there  ought  to  be,  here  and  there, 
beneath  the  trees,  a  pretty  cottage  or  villa,  and  other 
marks  of  taste  and  intelligence  ;  and  now  and  then  a 
barge  should  be  seen  gliding  over  the  waters.  As  it  is, 
the  inhabitants  are  swarthy  and  nearly  naked  savages, 
having  little  about  them  that  is  pleasant  to  contemplate  ; 
and  their  canoes,  with  a  clumsy  outrigger  to  keep  them 
right  side  up,  as  well  as  their  thatched  huts,  are  as 
little  in  harmony  as  themselves  with  nature's  grace  and 
loveliness. 

Where  the  islets  of  a  coral  reef  are  heaped  up  blocks 
of  coral  rock,  blackened  with  lichens,  and  covered  with 
barely  enough  of  trailing  plants  and  shrubs  to  make  the 
surface  green  in  the  distant  view,  the  traveller,  on  land- 
ing, would  be  greatly  disappointed.  But  still  there  is 
enough  that  is  strange  and  beautiful,  both  in  the  life  of 
the  land  and  sea,  and  in  the  history  and  features  of  the 
island,  to  give  enjoyment  for  many  a  day. 

The  great  obstacle  to  communication  with  a  majority 
of  atolls,  especially  the  smaller,  is  the  absence  of  an 
entrance  to  the  lagoon,  and  hence  of  a  good  landing- 
place.  In  that  case  landing  can  be  effected  only  on  the 
leeward  side,  and  in  good  weather  ;  and  best  when  the 
tide  is  low.  Even  then,  the  sea  often  rolls  in,  so  heavily, 
over  the  jagged  margin  of  the  reef,  that  it  is  necessary 
for  the  boat  to  take  a  chance  to  mount  an  in-going 
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wave,  and  ride  upon  it  over  the  line  of  breakers,  to  a 
stopping-place  somewhere  on  the  reef  or  shore  plat- 
form. Less  easy  is  the  return  through  the  breakers, 
especially  if  the  sea  has  risen  during  the  ramble  ashore. 
The  boat,  in  order  to  get  off  again,  would  naturally  take 
one  of  the  narrow  channels  or  inlets  indenting  the  mar- 
gin of  the  reef.  But,  with  the  waves  tumbling  in,  one 
after  another,  roughly  lifting  and  dropping  it  as  they 
pass,  and  with  barely  room  between  the  rocks  for  the 
oars  to  be  used,  there  is  a  fair  chance  of  its  being 
dashed  against  the  reefs  to  its  destruction,  or  thrown 
broadside  to  the  sea  and  swamped  under  a  cataract  of 
waters. — Coral  and  Coral  Islands. 


DANA,  RICHARD  HENRY,  an  American  poet 
and  prose-writer,  born  at  Cambridge,  Mass.,  No- 
vember 15,  1787  ;  died  there  February  2, 1879.  He 
entered  Harvard  College  in  1808,  but  did  not  com- 
plete the  course.  He  then  studied  law,  and  was 
admitted  to  the  Boston  bar  in  1811.  Literature 
pleased  him  better  than  law.  He  joined  the 
"  Anthology  Club,"  the  members  of  which  estab- 
lished the  North  American  Review,  and  when,  in 
1818,  Edward  Tyrrell  Channing  became  the  edi- 
tor of  that  publication,  Dana  was  associated  with 
him.  His  literary  criticisms,  dissenting  in  vari- 
ous instances  from  received  opinion,  excited  at- 
tention. When  Channing  was  made  Boylston 
Professor  of  Rhetoric  and  Oratory  at  Harvard, 
Dana  withdrew  from  the  Review,  and  in  1821  be- 
gan the  publication  of  The  Idle  Man,  to  which  he 
contributed  the  tales  entitled  Tom  Thornton,  Ed- 
ward and  Mary,  and  Paul  Pent  on.  Those  who 
read  and  admired  this  publication  formed  too 
small  a  class  to  make  it  a  financial  success,  and  in 
1822  it  was  discontinued.  Dana's  poems,  The  Dy^ 
ing  Raven  and  The  Husband  and  Wife's  Grave,  ap- 
peared in  1825,  in  The  New  York  Review,  then  edited 
by  Mr.  Bryant.  The  Buccaneer  and  Other  Poems  was 
published  in  1827.  In  1823  Mr.  Dana  published  a 
larger  volume  containing  additional  poems  and 
the  papers  from  The  Idle  Man.  and  in  18^0  Poems 
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and  Prose  Writings  in  two  volumes,  which  con- 
tain, besides  the  poems  and  articles  already  pub- 
lished, contributions  to  several  periodicals.  In 
1839-40  Mr.  Dana  delivered  a  course  of  Lectures 
on  Shakespeare. 

THE    LITTLE    BEACH    BIRD. 

Thou  little  bird,  thou  dweller  by  the  sea, 
Why  takest  thou  its  melancholy  voice 
And  with  that  boding  cry 
Along  the  waves  dost  fly  ? 
O  !  rather,  Bird,  with  me 

Through  the  fair  land  rejoice  ! 

Thy  flitting  form  comes  ghostly  dim  and  pale, 
As  driven  by  a  beating  storm  at  sea  ; 
Thy  cry  is  weak  and  scared, 
As  if  thy  mates  had  shared 
The  doom  of  us  :  Thy  wail — 
What  does  it  bring  to  me  ? 

Thou  call'st  along  the  sand,  and  haunt'st  the  surge, 
Restless  and  sad  ;  as  if,  in  strange  accord 
With  the  motion  and  the  roar 
Of  waves  that  drive  to  shore, 
One  spirit  did  ye  urge — 
The  Mystery— The  Word. 

Of  thousands,  thou,  both  sepulchre  and  pall, 
Old  Ocean,  art !     A  requiem  o'er  the  dead, 
From  out  thy  gloomy  cells 
A  tale  of  mourning  tells — 
Tells  of  man's  woe  and  fall, 
His  sinless  glory  fled. 

Then  turn  thee,  little  bird,  and  take  thy  flight 
Where  the  complaining  sea  shall  sadness  bring 
Thy  spirit  never  more. 
Come,  quit  with  me  the  shore 
For  gladness  and  the  light 
Where  birds  of  summer  sing. 
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THE    HUSBAND    AND    WIFE'S   GRAVE. 

Husband  and  wife  !     No  converse  now  ye  hold, 

As  once  ye  did  in  your  young  day  of  love, 

On  its  alarms,  its  anxious  hours,  delays, 

Its  silent  meditations,  its  glad  hopes, 

Its  fears,  impatience,  quiet  sympathies  ; 

Nor  do  ye  speak  of  joy  assured,  and  bliss 

Full,  certain,  and  possessed.     Domestic  cares 

Call  you  not  now  together.     Earnest  talk 

On  what  your  children  may  be  moves  you  not. 

Ye  lie  in  silence,  and  an  awful  silence.     .     .     . 

Dread  fellowship  ! — together,  yet  alone. 

Is  this  thy  prison-house,  thy  grave,  then,  Love  ? 

And  doth  death  cancel  the  great  bond  that  holds 

Commingling    spirits  ?     Are   thoughts    that   know    no 

bounds, 

But,  self-inspired,  rise  upward,  searching  out 
The  Eternal  Mind — the  Father  of  all  thought — 
Are  they  become  mere  tenants  of  a  tomb  ?     .     .     . 
And  do  our  loves  all  perish  with  our  frames  ? 
Do  those  that  took  their  root  and  put  forth  buds, 
And  their  soft  leaves  unfolded  in  the  warmth 
Of  mutual  hearts,  grow  up  and  live  in  beauty, 
Then  fade  and  fall,  like  fair,  unconscious  flowers  ? 
Are  thoughts  and   passions  that   to  the  tongue   give 

speech, 

And  make  it  send  forth  winning  harmonies  ; — 
That  to  the  cheek  do  give  its  winning  glow, 
And  vision  in  the  eye  the  soul  intense 
With  that  for  which  there  is  no  utterance — 
Are  these  the  body's  accidents  ?  no  more  ? — 
To  live  in  it,  and  when  that  dies,  go  out 
Like  the  burnt  taper's  flame  ? 

O  listen,  man  ! 

A  voice  within  us  speaks  the  startling  word, 
"  Man,  thou  shalt  never  die  !  "  Celestial  voices 
Hymn  it  round  our  souls  :  according  harps, 
By  angel  fingers  touched  when  the  mild  stars 
Of  morning  sang  together,  sound  forth  still 
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The  song  of  our  great  immortality  : 
Thick-clustering  orbs,  and  this  our  fair  domain; 
The  tall,  dark  mountains,  and  the  deep-toned  seas, 
Join  in  this  solemn,  universal  song. 

O  listen,  ye,  our  spirits  ;  drink  it  in 
From  all  the  air  !  'Tis  in  the  gentle  moonlight : 
'Tis  floating  in  day's  setting  glories  ;  Night, 
Wrapt  in  her  sable  robe,  with  silent  step, 
Comes  to  our  bed  and  breathes  it  in  our  ears. 
Night,  and  the  dawn,  bright  day,  and  thoughtful  eve, 
All  time,  all  bounds,  the  limitless  expanse, 
As  one  vast  mystic  instrument,  are  touched 
By  an  unseen,  living  Hand,  and  conscious  chords 
Quiver  with  joy  in  this  great  jubilee  : 
The  dying  hear  it  ;  and,  as  sounds  of  earth 
Grow  dull  and  distant,  wake  their  passing  souls 
To  mingle  in  this  heavenly  harmony. 

Why  is  it  that  I  linger  round  this  tomb  ? 
What  holds  it  ?  Dust  that,  cumbered  those  I  mourn 
They  shook  it  off,  and  laid  aside  earth's  robes, 
And  put  on  those  of  light.     They're  gone  to  dwell 
In  love — their  God's  and  angels'.     Mutual  love 
That  bound  them  here  no  longer  needs  a  speech 
For  full  communion  ;  nor  sensations  strong 
Within  the  breast,  their  prison,  strive  in  vain 
To  be  set  free,  and  meet  their  kind  in  joy. 
Changed  to  celestials,  thoughts  that  rise  in  each, 
By  natures  new,  impart  themselves,  though  silent. 
Each  quickening  sense,  each  throb  of  holy  love, 
Affections  sanctified,  and  the  full  glow 
Of  being,  which  expand  and  gladden  one, 
By  union  all  mysterious,  thrill  and  live 
In  both  immortal  frames  : — Sensation  all, 
And  thought,  pervading,  mingling  sense  and  thought 
Ye  paired,  yet  one  !  wrapt  in  a  consciousness 
Twofold  yet  single — this  is  love,  this  life ! 

THE    ISLAND. 

The  Island  lies  nine  leagues  away. 

Along  its  solitary  shore, 
Of  craggy  rock  and  sandy  bay, 

No  sound  but  ocean's  roar, 
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Save,  where  the  bold,  wild  sea-bird  makes  her  home, 
Her  shrill  cry  coming  through  the  sparkling  foam. 

But  when  the  light  winds  lie  at  rest, 

And  on  the  glassy,  heaving  sea, 
The  black  duck,  with  her  glossy  breast, 

Sits  swinging  silently; 
How  beautiful !  no  ripples  break  the  reach, 
And  silvery  waves  go  noiseless  up  the  beach. 

And  inland  rests  the  green,  warm  dell  ; 

The  brook  comes  tinkling  down  its  side  ; 
From  out  the  trees  the  Sabbath  bell 

Rings  cheerful,  far  and  wide, 
Mingling  its  sound  with  bleatings  of  the  flocks, 
That  feed  about  the  vale  among  the  rocks. 

Nor  holy  bell,  nor  pastural  bleat 

In  former  days  within  the  vale ; 
Flapped  in  the  bay  the  pirate's  sheet ; 

Curses  were  on  the  gale  ; 

Rich  goods  lay  on  the  sand,  and  murdered  men  ; 
Pirate  and  wrecker  kept  their  revels  then. 

But  calm,  low  voices,  words  of  grace, 

Now  slowly  fall  upon  the  ear ; 
A  quiet  look  is  in  each  face, 

Subdued  and  holy  fear. 
Each  motion  gentle  :  all  is  kindly  done — 
Come,  listen,  how  from  crime  this  isle  was  won. 

—  The  Buccaneer. 

HAUNTED. 

Who's  sitting  on  that  long,  black  ledge, 

Which  makes  so  far  out  in  the  sea, 
Feeling  the  kelp-weed  on  its  edge  ? 

Poor,  idle  Matthew  Lee  ! 
So  weak  and  pale  ?     A  year  and  little  more, 
And  bravely  did  he  lord  it  round  the  shore  ! 

And  on  the  shingles  now  he  sits, 

And  rolls  the  pebbles  'neath  his  hands; 
Now  walks  the  beach  ;  then  stops  by  fits, 

And  scores  the  smooth,  wet  sands  \ 
VOL.  VII.— 17 
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Then  tries  each  cliff,  and  cove,  and  jot,  that  bounds 
The  isle  ;  then  home  from  many  weary  rounds, 

They  ask  him  why  he  wanders  so, 

From  day  to  day,  the  uneven  strand  ? 
"  I  wish,  I  wish  that  I  might  go  ? 

But  I  would  go  by  land  ; 

And  there's  no  way  that  I  can  find — I've  tried 
All  day  and  night !  " — He  seaward  looked  and  sighed. 

It  brought  the  tear  to  many  an  eye, 

That,  once,  his  eye  had  made  to  quail. 
"  Lee,  go  with  us  ;  our  sloop  is  nigh  ; 

Come  !  help  us  hoist  the  sail." 
He  shook. — "  You  know  the  spirit-horse  I  ride  ! 
He'll  let  me  on  the  sea  with  none  beside  !  " 

He  views  the  ships  that  come  and  go, 

Looking  so  like  to  living  things. 
Oh  !  'tis  a  proud  and  gallant  show 

Of  bright  and  broad-spread  wings, 
Making  it  light  around  them,  as  they  keep 
Their  course  right  onward  through  the  unsounded  deep, 

And  where  the  far-off  sand-bars  lift 

Their  backs  in  long  and  narrow  line, 
The  breakers  shout,  and  leap,  and  shift, 

And  send  the  sparkling  brine 
Into  the  air  ;  then  rush  to  mimic  strife  ! — 
Glad  creatures  of  the  sea,  and  full  of  life  ! — 

But  not  to  Lee.     He  sits  alone  ; 
No  fellowship  nor  joy  for  him. 
Borne  down  by  woe,  he  makes  no  moan, 

Though  tears  will  sometimes  dim 
That  asking  eye. — O  how  his  worn  thoughts  crave — • 
Not  joy  again,  but  rest  within  the  grave. 

The  rocks  are  dripping  in  the  mist 
That  lies  so  heavy  off  the  shore  ; 
Scarce  seen  the  running  breakers  ; — list 

Their  dull  and  smothered  roar  ! 
Lee  hearkens  to  their  voice. — "  I  hear,  I  hear 
You  call. — Not  vet ! — I  know  my  time  is  near  !  " 
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And  now  the  mist  seems  taking  shape 

Forming  a  dim,  gigantic  ghost, 
Enormous  thing  ! — There's  no  escape  ; 

'Tis  close  upon  the  coast. 

Lee  kneels,  but  cannot  pray. — Why  mock  him  so  ? 
The  ship  has  cleared  the  fog,  Lee,  see  her  go  ! 

A  sweet,  low  voice,  in  starry  nights, 

Chants  to  his  ear  a  'plaining  song ; 
Its  tones  come  winding  up  the  heights, 

Telling  of  woe  and  wrong  ; 
And  he  must  listen  till  the  stars  grow  dim, 
The  song  that  gentle  voice  doth  sing  to  him. 

Oh,  it  is  sad  that  aught  so  mild 

Should  bind  the  soul  with  bands  of  fear  ; 
That  strains  to  soothe  a  little  child 

The  man  should  dread  to  hear  ! 

But  sin  hath  broke  the  world's  sweet  peace — unstrung 
The  harmonious  chords  to  which  the  angels  sung. 

WASHINGTON    ALLSTON. 

I  look  through  tears  on  Beauty  now  ; 
And  Beauty's  self  less  radiant  looks  on  me ; 
Serene,  yet  touched  with  sadness,  is  the  brow— 
Once  bright  with  joy — I  see. 

Joy-waking  Beauty,  why  so  sad  ? 
Tell  where  the  radiance  of  the  smile  is  gone, 
At  which  my  heart  and  earth  and  skies  were  glad, 
That  linked  us  all  in  one. 

It  is  not  on  the  mountain's  breast ; 
It  comes  not  to  me  with  the  dawning  day  ; 
Nor  looks  it  from  the  glories  of  the  west 
As  slow  they  pass  away. 

Nor  on  those  gliding  roundlets  bright, 
That  steal  their  play  among  the  woody  shades, 
Nor  on  thine  own  dear  children  doth  it  light — 
The  flowers  along  the  glades. 
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And  altered  to  the  living  mind 

(The  great  high-priestess,  with  her  thought-born  race 
VVho  round  thine  altar  aye  have  stood  and  shined) 
The  comforts  of  thy  face  ! 

Why  shadowed  thus  thy  forehead  fair  ? 
Why  on  the  mind  low  hangs  a  mystic  gloom? 
And  spreads  away  upon  the  genial  air, 
Like  vapors  from  the  tomb  ? 

Why  should  ye  shine,  you  lights  above  ? 
Why,  little  flowers,  open  to  the  heat  ? 
No  more  within  the  heart  ye  filled  with  love 
The  living  pulses  beat ! 

Well,  Beauty,  may  you  mourning  stand ! 
The  fine,  beholding  eye,  whose  constant  look 
Was  turned  on  thee,  is  dark  ;  and  cold  the  hand 
That  gave  all  vision  took. 

Nay,  heart,  be  still  ! — Of  heavenly  birth 
Is  Beauty  sprung  : — Look  up  !  behold  the  place  ! 
There  he  who  reverent  traced  her  steps  on  earth 
Now  sees  her  face  to  face. 


THE    PAST. 

Not  only  has  the  past  this  life-giving  power,  by 
which,  through  the  according  action  of  heart  and  mind, 
the  being  grows  up  and  expands  with  a  just  congruity 
throughout ;  it  also  imparts  stability  to  the  character  ; 
for  the  past  is  fixed  :  to  that  is  neither  change,  nor  the 
shadow  of  turning.  We  may  look  back  along  the 
shore  of  that  sea,  and  behold  every  cliff  standing  in  its 
original,  dark  strength  ;  we  may  hear  the  solemn  mov- 
ing of  its  waves,  but  no  plunge  of  a  heavy  promontory, 
tumbling  from  its  base,  startles  us  ;  what  hath  been  in 
the  soul  cannot  cease  to  be.  Every  secret  thought  of 
all  the  races  of  men  who  have  been,  all  forms  of  the 
creative  mind,  put  forth  in  act,  still  live.  Every  emo- 
tion of  the  heart  that  beat  away  back  in  time  may 
sleep,  but  is  not  dead  ;  it  shall  wake  again.  The  hands 
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that  moulded  the  images  first  embodied  in  the  mind 
may  be  dust  now  :  the  material  forms  of  art  may  have 
fallen  back  into  shapeless  earth  again  ;  castle  and  fane, 
pyramid  and  column,  may  have  come  down  ;  but  the 
forms  in  the  mind,  of  which  these  were  but  the  outward 
show,  still  stand  there  perfect.  True,  a  veil  may  hang 
before  them  for  awhile ;  but  when  the  angel  that 
standeth  upon  the  sea  and  upon  the  earth  shall  utter 
the  voice,  "  Time  shall  be  no  longer,"  that  veil  shall  be 
rent  from  the  top  to  the  bottom.  O,  it  seems  to  me 
that  I  can  look  even  now  into  this  temple  and  its  cham- 
bers of  glorified  imagery,  and  behold  these  spirits  of  the 
past  in  all  their  aspects — of  mysterious  thought,  sub- 
duing love,  passionate  endeavor,  and  lofty  aim,  and 
forms  beautiful  as  the  angels  and  noble  as  the  gods  ! 
How  populous  is  the  past !  Yes,  not  a  passion,  not  a 
thought,  not  an  image  of  the  minds  that  have  been, 
has  perished :  the  spiritual  cannot  die.  What  mean 
we  by  that  we  call  death  ?  It  is  but  the  seal  of  eter- 
nity. .  .  . 

It  is  not  in  connection  with  the  eternal  alone,  that 
the  past  awakens  reverence  in  us.  So  long  as  we  suffer 
our  minds  to  have  their  natural  play,  that  which  existed 
long  before  we  came  into  being  will  call  out  something 
of  filial  respect ;  the  Past  will  be  reverenced  as  our 
great  ancestor.  Nor  is  this  an  unmeaning  emotion. 
For  whatever  has  been  touches  on  whatever  is ;  the 
Present  would  not  be  as  it  is,  had  the  Past  been  differ- 
ent from  what  it  was.  As  the  peculiar  gestures  of  the 
father  are  acted  over  again  in  the  child,  and  as  on  the 
lip  of  the  little  one  is  still  playing  the  mother's  own 
smile,  though  she  herself  be  gone,  so  the  Past,  by  won- 
derful communication,  infuses  something  of  its  own 
character  into  whatever  follows  it.  He  who  has  no 
reverence  for  the  Past  is  an  unnatural  son,  mocking  at 
age,  and  forswearing  his  own  father.  And  should  this 
reverential  feeling  die  out,  and  the  children  of  this  or 
the  coming  time  make  light  of  it,  we  may  depend  upon 
it,  in  its  stead,  passions  will  break  into  their  social  state, 
which  shall  rend  them  like  the  "two  she-bears  out  of 
the  wood.  .  .  ." 

We  shall  stand  in  a  true  relation  to  the  Present  and 
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the  Future,  by  standing  in  a  right  relation  to  the  Past. 
For  he  who  has  been  back  into  the  Past  comes  down 
again  into  the  Present,  and  prepared  to  travel  on  into 
the  Future,  laden  with  the  experiences  of  ages  gone, 
and  made  wise  by  the  observation  of  principles  in  their 
beginnings,  their  workings,  and  their  remote  results. 
He  is  able  to  bring  into  contact  early  causes  and  their 
distant  effects,  and,  tracing  the  former  through  their 
intricate  windings  down  to  the  latter,  to  learn  how  it 
was  that  purposes  so  often  produced  their  contraries  : 
hope  despair,  and  despair  hope.  He  has  learned  this 
truth,  for  the  consolation  and  strengthening  of  his  soul, 
that,  sooner  or  later,  evil  recoils  upon  itself,  and  that, 
if  indirectness  and  wrong  be  not  visited  upon  the  fa- 
ther, it  will  be  upon  the  children ;  and  through  his 
wide  view,  he  is  enabled  to  see  how 

"  from  good  still  good  proceeds, 
Direct  or  by  occasion  ;  " — 

a  truth,  stale  indeed,  to  the  apprehension,  but  realized 
and  let  into  the  life  of  only  a  few  hearts.  He  has 
found  out  just  how  short-lived  and  little  worth  are 
expedients  and  contrivings,  and  that  in  the  main, 
even  temporary  and  particular  aims  are  best  reached 
through  permanent  and  general  principles  ;  he  has,  in 
fine,  been  let  into  the  true  meaning  of  that  "great 
word,"  as  it  has  been  well  termed — "Simplicity." — The 
Past  and  the  Present. 

THE    GROWTH    OF    LOVE. 

The  change  went  on  so  gradually  and  secretly,  that 
it  was  a  long  time  before  he  was  conscious  that  any  was 
taking  place.  After  breakfast  he  loitered  in  the  parlor, 
and  his  evening  passed  away  in  quiet  conversation  with 
Esther.  The  beautiful  blending  of  the  thoughtful  and 
gay  in  her  manner  and  remarks  played  on  him  like  sun 
and  shade  on  the  earth,  beneath  a  tree  ;  and  tranquilliz- 
ing and  gentle  emotions  were  stealing  into  him  un- 
awares. 

Nor  was  it  he  alone  whose  heart  was  touched.  Paul 
was  not  a  man  whom  a  woman  could  be  long  with  and 
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remain  indifferent  to.  The  strength  of  passion  and  in- 
tellect so  distinctly  marked  in  his  features,  in  the  move- 
ments of  the  face  and  his  gestures — the  deep,  rich,  mellow 
tone  of  his  voice,  with  a  certain  mysterious  seriousness 
over  the  whole — excited  a  restless  curiosity  to  get  more 
into  his  character  ;  and  a  woman  who  is  at  the  trouble 
of  prying  into  the  constitution  of  a  man's  heart  and 
mind  is  in  great  danger  of  falling  in  love  with  him  for 
her  pains.  Esther  did  not  make  this  reflection  when  she 
began  ;  and  so  taken  up  was  she  in  the  pursuit,  that  she 
never  once  thought  what  it  might  end  in,  nor  of  turn- 
ing back. 

Paul  was  differently  educated  from  the  run  of  men  ; 
his  father  disliked  the  modern  system,  and  so  Paul's 
mind  was  no  encyclopaedia,  nor  book  of  general  refer- 
ence. He  read  not  overvariously,  but  with  much  care ; 
and  his  reading  lay  back  among  original  thinkers,  and 
those  who  were  almost  supernaturally  versed  in  the 
mysteries  of  the  heart  of  man.  Their  clear  and  direct 
manner  of  uttering  their  thoughts  had  given  a  distinct- 
ness to  his  opinions,  and  a  plain  way  of  expressing 
them ;  and  what  he  had  to  say  savored  of  individuality 
and  reflection.  He  was  a  man  precisely  calculated  to 
interest  a  woman  of  feeling  and  good  sense,  who  had 
grown  tired  of  the  elegant  and  indefinite.  He  never 
thought  of  the  material  world  as  formed  on  purpose  to 
be  put  into  a  crucible  ;  nor  did  he  analyze  and  talk  upon 
it,  as  if  he  knew  quite  as  much  about  it  as  He  who  made 
it.  To  him  it  was  a  grand  and  beautiful  mystery — in 
his  better  moments,  a  holy  one.  It  was  power,  and  in- 
tellect, and  love,  made  visible,  calling  out  the  sympathies 
of  his  being,  and  causing  him  to  feel  the  living  Presence 
throughout  the  whole.  Material  became  intellectual 
beauty  with  him  ;  he  was  as  a  part  of  the  great  universe, 
and  all  he  looked  upon  or  thought  on,  was  in  some  way 
connected  with  his  own  mind  and  heart.  The  conversa- 
tion of  such  a  man  (begin  where  it  might),  always  tend- 
ing homeward  to  the  bosom,  was  not  likely  to  pass  from 
a  woman  like  Esther,  without  leaving  some  thoughts 
which  would  be  dear  to  her  to  mingle  with  her  own,  or 
without  raising  emotions  which  she  would  love  to  cherish. 
Two  minds  of  a  musing  cast  will  have  some  valued 
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feelings  and  sentiments,  which  will  soon  make  an  inter-. 
growth  and  become  bound  together.  Where  this  hap- 
pens in  reserved  minds,  it  goes  on  secretly  and  spreads 
so  widely  before  it  is  found  out,  that,  when  at  last  one 
thought  or  passion  is  touched  by  some  little  circum- 
stance or  word,  or  look,  a  sympathizing  feeling  runs 
through  the  whole  ;  and  they  who  had  not  before  inti- 
mated or  so  much  as  known  that  they  loved,  find  them- 
selves in  full  and  familiar  union,  with  one  heart  and  one 
being. — Paul  Felton. 
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AN    ICEBERG. 

At  twelve  o'clock  we  went  below,  and  had  just  got 
through  dinner  when  the  cook  put  his  head  down  the 
scuttle  and  told  us  to  come  on  deck  and  see  the  finest 
sight  that  we  had  ever  seen.  "  Where  away,  Doctor?" 

(267; 
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asked  the  first  man  who  was  up.  "  On  the  larboard  bow." 
And  there  lay,  floating  in  the  ocean,  several  miles  off, 
an  immense,  irregular  mass,  its  top  and  points  covered 
with  snow,  and  its  centre  of  a  deep  indigo  color.  This 
was  an  iceberg,  and  of  the  largest  size,  as  one  of  our 
men  said,  who  had  been  in  the  Northern  Ocean.  As  far 
as  the  eye  could  reach,  the  sea  in  every  direction  was  of 
a  deep  blue  color,  the  waves  running  high  and  fresh, 
and  sparkling  in  the  light,  and  in  the  midst  lay  this  im- 
mense mountain-island,  its  cavities  and  valleys  thrown 
into  deep  shade,  and  its  points  and  pinnacles  glittering 
m  the  sun.  All  hands  were  soon  on  deck,  looking  at  it, 
and  admiring  in  various  ways  its  beauty  and  grandeur. 
But  no  description  can  give  any  idea  of  the  strangeness, 
splendor,  and,  really,  the  sublimity,  of  the  sight.  Its 
great  size — for  it  must  have  been  from  two  to  three 
miles  in  circumference,  and  several  hundred  feet  in 
height — its  slow  motion  as  its  base  rose  and  sank  in  the 
water,  and  its  high  points  nodded  against  the  clouds  ; 
the  dashing  of  the  waves  upon  it,  which  breaking  high 
with  foam,  lined  its  base  with  a  white  crust  ;  and  the 
thundering  sound  of  the  cracking  of  the  mass,  and  the 
breaking  and  tumbling  down  of  huge  pieces  ;  together 
with  its  nearness  and  approach,  which  added  a  slight 
element  of  fear — all  combined  to  give  to  it  the  character 
of  true  sublimity.  The  main  body  of  the  mass,  was,  as 
I  have  said,  of  an  indigo  color,  its  base  crusted  with  frozen 
foam  ;  and  as  it  grew  thin  and  transparent  toward  the 
edges  and  top,  its  color  shaded  off  from  a  deep  blue  to 
the  whiteness  of  snow. 

It  seemed  to  be  drifting  slowly  toward  the  north,  so 
that  we  kept  away  and  avoided  it.  It  was  in  sight  all 
the  afternoon  ;  and  when  we  got  to  leeward  of  it  the 
wind  died  away,  so  that  we  lay-to  quite  near  it  for  a 
greater  part  of  the  night.  Unfortunately  there  was  no 
moon,  but  it  was  a  clear  night,  and  we  could  plainly 
mark  the  long  regular  heaving  of  the  stupendous  mass, 
as  its  edges  moved  slowly  against  the  stars,  now  reveal- 
ing them,  and  now  shutting  them  in.  Several  times  in 
our  watch  loud  cracks  were  heard,  which  sounded  as 
though  they  must  have  run  through  the  whole  length  of 
the  iceberg,  and  several  pieces  fell  down  with  a  thun- 
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dering  crash,  plunging  heavily  into  the  sea.  Toward 
morning  a  strong  breeze  sprang  up,  and  we  filled  away, 
and  left  it  astern,  and  at  daylight  it  was  out  of  sight. — 
Two  Years  Before  the  Mast. 

FURLING    THE    MAINSAIL    OFF    CAPE    HORN. 

After  about  eight  days  of  constant  easterly  gales,  the 
wind  hauled  occasionally  a  little  to  the  southward,  and 
blew  hard,  which,  as  we  were  well  to  the  southward,  al- 
lowed us  to  brace  in  a  little,  and  stand  on  under  all  sail 
we  could  carry.  These  turns  lasted  but  a  short  while, 
and  sooner  or  later  it  set  in  again  from  the  old  quarter; 
yet  at  each  time  we  made  something,  and  were  gradually 
edging  along  to  the  eastward.  One  night,  after  one  of 
these  shifts  of  the  wind,  and  when  all  hands  had  been 
up  a  great  part  of  the  time,  our  watch  was  left  on  deck, 
with  the  mainsails  hanging  in  the  buntlines,  ready  to  be 
set  if  necessary.  It  came  on  to  blow  worse  and  worse, 
with  hail  and  snow  beating  like  so  many  furies  upon  the 
ship,  it  being  dark  and  thick  as  night  could  make  it. 
The  mainsail  was  blowing  and  slatting  with  a  noise  like 
thunder,  when  the  captain  came  on  deck  and  ordered  it 
to  be  furled.  The  mate  was  about  to  call  all  hands, 
when  the  captain  stopped  him,  and  said  that  the  men 
would  be  beaten  out  if  they  were  called  up  so  often  ; 
that,  as  our  watch  must  stay  on  deck,  it  might  as  well  be 
doing  that  as  anything  else.  Accordingly,  we  went  out 
upon  the  yard  ;  and  never  shall  I  forget  that  piece  of 
work. 

Our  watch  had  been  so  reduced  by  sickness,  and  by 
some  having  been  left  in  California,  that,  with  one  man 
at  the  wheel,  we  had  only  the  third  mate  and  three  be- 
sides myself  to  go  aloft,  so  that  at  most  we  could  only 
attempt  to  furl  one  yard-arm  at  a  time.  We  manned 
the  weather  yard-arm,  and  set  to  work  to  make  a  furl  of 
it.  Our  lower  masts  being  short,  and  our  yards  very 
square,  the  sail  had  a  head  of  nearly  fifty  feet,  and  a 
short  leech,  made  still  shorter  by  the  deep  reef  which 
was  in  it,  which  brought  the  clew  away  out  on  the  quar- 
ters of  the  yard,  and  made  a  bunt  nearly  as  square  as 
the  mizzen  royal  yard.  Besides  this  difficulty,  the  yard 
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over  which  we  lay  was  cased  with  ice,  the  gaskets  and 
rope  of  the  foot  and  leech  of  the  sail  as  stiff  and  hard 
as  a  piece  of  leather  hose,  and  the  sail  itself  about  as 
pliable  as  though  it  had  been  made  of  sheathing  cop- 
per. 

It  blew  a  perfect  hurricane,  with  alternate  blasts  of 
snow,  hail,  and  rain.  We  had  to  fist  the  sail  with  bare 
hands.  No  one  could  trust  himself  to  mittens,  for  if  he 
slipped  he  was  a  gone  man.  All  the  boats  were  hoisted 
in  on  deck,  and  there  was  nothing  to  be  lowered  for  him. 
We  had  need  of  every  finger  God  had  given  us.  Sev- 
eral times  we  got  the  sail  upon  the  yard,  but  it  blew 
away  again  before  we  could  secure  it.  It  required  me? 
to  lie  over  the  yard  to  pass  each  turn  of  the  gaskets- 
and  when  they  were  passed  it  was  almost  impossible  to 
knot  them  so  that  they  would  hold.  Frequently  we  were 
obliged  to  leave  off  altogether  and  take  to  beating  our 
hands  upon  the  sail  to  keep  them  from  freezing. 

After  some  time — which  seemed  forever — we  got  the 
weather  side  stowed  after  a  fashion,  and  went  over  to 
leeward  for  another  trial.  This  was  still  worse,  for  the 
body  of  the  sail  had  been  blown  over  to  leeward,  and, 
as  the  yard  was  a-cock-bill  by  the  lying  over  of  the  ves- 
sel,  we  had  to  light  it  all  up  to  windward.  When  the 
yard-arms  were  furled,  the  bunt  was  all  adrift  again, 
which  made  more  work  for  us.  We  got  all  secure  at 
last,  but  we  had  been  nearly  an  hour  and  a  half  upon  the 
yard,  and  it  seemed  an  age. 

It  had  just  struck  five  bells  when  we  went  up,  and 
eight  were  struck  soon  after  we  came  down.  This  may 
seem  slow  work  ;  but  considering  the  state  of  every- 
thing, and  that  we  had  only  five  men  to  a  sail  with  just 
half  as  many  square  yards  of  canvas  in  it  as  the  main- 
sail of  the  Independence,  sixty-gun  ship,  which  musters 
seven  hundred  mtn  at  her  quarters,  it  is  not  wonderful 
that  we  were  no  quicker  about  it.  We  were  glad  enough 
to  get  on  deck,  and  still  more  to  go  below.  The  oldest 
sailor  in  the  watch  said,  as  he  went  down,  "  I  shall  never 
forget  that  main-yard  ;  it  beats  all  my  going  a-fishing. 
Fun  is  fun,  but  furling  one  yard-arm  of  a  course  at  a 
time  off  Cape  Horn,  is  no  better  than  man-killing."— 
Two  Years  Before  the  Mast. 
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UNDER    FULL    SAIL. 

Notwithstanding  all  that  has  been  said  about  the 
beauty  of  a  ship  under  full  sail,  there  are  very  few  who 
have  ever  seen  a  ship,  literally,  under  all  her  sail.  A 
ship  coming  in  or  going  out  of  port,  with  her  ordinary 
sails,  and  perhaps  two  or  three  studding-sails,  is  com- 
monly said  to  be  under  full  sail ;  but  a  ship  never  has 
all  her  sail  upon  her,  except  when  she  has  a  light,  steady 
breeze,  very  nearly,  but  not  quite,  dead  aft,  and  so  reg- 
ular that  it  can  be  trusted,  and  is  likely  to  last  for  some 
time.  Then,  with  all  her  sails,  light  and  heavy,  and 
studding-sails,  on  each  side,  alow  and  aloft,  she  is  the 
most  glorious  moving  object  in  the  world.  Such  a  sight 
very  few,  even  some  who  have  been  at  sea  a  good 
deal,  have  ever  beheld  ;  for  from  the  deck  of  your  own 
vessel  you  cannot  see  her,  as  you  would  a  separate 
object. 

One  night,  while  we  were  in  the  tropics,  I  went  out  to 
the  end  of  the  flying-jib-boom  upon  some  duty,  and 
having  finished  it,  turned  round,  and  lay  over  the  boom 
for  a  long  time,  admiring  the  beauty  of  the  sight  before 
me.  Being  so  far  out  from  the  deck,  I  could  look 
at  the  ship  as  at  a  separate  vessel ;  and  there  rose  up 
from  the  water,  supported  only  by  the  small  black  hull, 
a  pyramid  of  canvas,  spreading  out  far  beyond  the  hull, 
and  towering  up  almost,  as  it  seemed  in  the  indistinct 
night  air,  to  the  clouds.  The  sea  was  as  still  as  an  in- 
land lake  ;  the  light  trade  wind  was  gently  and  steadily 
breathing  from  astern  ;  the  dark  blue  sky  was  studded 
with  the  tropical  stars  ;  there  was  no  sound  but  the 
rippling  of  the  water  under  the  stem  ;  and  the  sails 
were  spread  out,  wide  and  high — the  two  lower  stud- 
ding sails  stretching  on  each  side  far  beyond  the  deck  ; 
the  topmast  studding-sails  like  wings  to  the  topsails  ; 
the  top-gallant  studding-sails  spreading  fearlessly  out 
above  them;  still  higher,  the  two  royal  studding-sails, 
looking  like  two  kites  flying  from  the  same  string  ;  and 
highest  of  all,  the  little  skysail,  the  apex  of  the  pyramid, 
seeming  actually  to  touch  the  stars,  and  to  be  out  of 
reach  of  human  hand.  So  quiet,  too,  was  the  sea,  and 
so  steady  the  breeze,  that  if  these  sails  had  been  sculpt- 
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ured  marble  they  could  not  have  been  more  motionless 
Not  a  ripple  upon  the  surface  of  the  canvas  ;  not  even 
a  quiver  of  the  extreme  edges  of  the  sail,  so  perfectly 
were  they  distended  by  the  breeze.  I  was  so  lost  in  the 
sight  that  I  forgot  the  presence  of  the  man  who  came 
out  with  me,  until  he  said  (for  he,  too,  rough  old  man-of- 
war's-man  as  he  was,  had  been  gazing  at  the  show),  half 
to  himself,  still  looking  at  the  marble  sails — "How 
quietly  they  do  their  work  !" — Two  Years  Before  the 
Mast. 

THE    PALM-TREE. 

These  strange  palm-trees  everywhere  !  I  cannot  yet 
feel  at  home  among  them.  Many  of  the  other  trees  are 
like  our  own,  and  though  tropical  in  fact,  look  to  the  eye 
as  if  they  might  grow  as  well  in  New  England  as  here. 
But  the  royal  palm  looks  so  intensely  and  exclusively 
tropical  !  It  cannot  grow  beyond  this  narrow  belt  of 
the  earth's  surface.  Its  long,  thin  body,  so  straight  and 
so  smooth,  swathed  from  the  foot  in  a  tight  bandage  of 
gray  canvas,  leaving  only  its  deep-green  neck  and  over 
that  its  crest  and  plumage  of  deep-green  leaves  !  It  gives 
no  shade,  and  bears  no  fruit  that  is  valued  by  men.  And 
it  has  no  beauty  to  atone  for  those  wants.  Yet  it  has 
more  than  beauty — a  strange  fascination  over  the  eye 
and  the  fancy,  that  will  never  allow  it  to  be  overlooked 
or  forgotten.  The  palm-tree  seems  a  kind  of  lusus 
nature  to  the  northern  eye — an  exotic  wherever  you 
meet  it.  It  seems  to  be  conscious  of  its  want  of  use- 
fulness for  food  or  shade,  yet  has  a  dignity  of  its  own,  a 
pride  of  unmixed  blood  and  royal  descent — the  hidalgo 
of  the  soil.— To  Cuba  and  Back. 


DANIEL,  SAMUEL,  an  English  poet  and  his- 
torian, born  at  Taunton,  1562;  died  at  Becking- 
ton,  Somerset,  October  14,  1619.  He  was  the  son 
of  a  music-master ;  studied  for  three  years  at 
Magdalen  College,  Oxford,  but  left  without  taking 
his  degree,  having  been  appointed  tutor  to  the 
daughter  of  the  Earl  of  Cumberland.  After  the 
death  of  Edmund  Spenser  he  became  laureate  to 
Queen  Elizabeth.  In  the  reign  of  James  I.  he 
was  appointed  Master  of  the  Queen's  Revels,  and 
Groom-of-the-Chamber  to  her  Majesty.  His  prin- 
cipal works  are  The  Historic  of  the  Civile  Warres 
betweene  the  Houses  of  York  and  Lancaster,  a  poem 
in  eight  books  and  a  History  of  England  f  rom  the 
Norman  conquest  down  to  the  close  of  the  reign 
of  Edward  III.  He  also  wrote  numerous  dra- 
matic pieces,  short  poems,  and  several  treatises  in 
prose.  Daniel  was  a  very  popular  poet  in  his 
day,  and  in  later  times  has  been  highly  lauded  by 
Lamb,  Coleridge,  and  Southey. 


RICHARD    II.    ON    THE   MORNING    BEFORE    HIS   MURDER. 

The  morning  of  that  day  which  was  his  last, 
After  a  weary  rest,  rising  to  pain, 

Out  at  a  little  grate  his  eyes  he  cast 

Upon  those  bordering  hills  and  open  plain, 
Where  others'  liberty  make  him  complain 

The  more  his  own,  and  grieves  his  soul  the  more, 

Conferring  captive  crowns  with  freedom  poor. 
(273) 
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"O  happy  man,"  saith  he,  "that  lo  I  see, 
Grazing  his  cattle  in  those  pleasant  fields, 

If  he  but  knew  his  good.     How  blessed  he 

That  feels  not  what  affliction  greatness  yields  ! 

Other  than  what  he  is  he  would  not  be, 

Nor  change  his  state  with  him  that  sceptre  wields 

Thine,  thine  is  that  true  life  :  that  is  to  live, 

To  rest  secure  and  not  rise  up  to  grieve. 

"  Thou  sittest  at  home  safe  by  thy  quiet  fire, 
And  hearest  of  others'  harms,  but  fearest  none  : 

And  there  thou  tellest  of  Kings,  and  who  aspire, 
Who  fall,  who  rise,  who  triumph,  who  do  moan. 

Perhaps  thou  talkest  of  me,  and  dost  inquire 
Of  my  restraint,  why  here  I  live  alone, 

And  pitiest  this  my  miserable  fall  ; 

For  pity  must  have  part — envy  not  all. 

"  Thrice  happy  you  that  look  as  from  the  shore, 
And  have  no  venture  in  the  wreck  you  see  ; 

No  interest,  no  occasion  to  deplore 

Other  men's  travels,  while  yourselves  sit  free. 

How  much  doth  your  sweet  rest  make  us  the  more 
To  see  our  misery  and  what  we  be  : 

Whose  blinded  greatness,  even  in  turmoil, 

Still  seeking  happy  life,  makes  life  a  toil." 

SONNET    TO   SLEEP. 

Care-charmer  Sleep,  son  of  the  sable  Night, 

Brother  to  Death,  in  silent  darkness  born, 
Believe  my  anguish,  and  restore  the  light ; 

With  dark  forgetting  of  my  care,  return, 
And  let  the  day  be  time  enough  to  mourn 

The  shipwreck  of  my  ill-advised  youth  ; 

Let  waking  eyes  suffice  to  wail  their  scorn, 
Without  the  torments  of  the  night's  untruth. 

Cease,  dreams,  the  images  of  day-desires, 
To  model  forth  the  passions  of  to-morrow  ; 

Never  let  the  rising  sun  prove  you  liars, 
To  add  more  grief,  to  aggravate  my  sorrow. 

Still  let  me  sleep,  embracing  clouds  in  vain 

And  never  wake  to  feel  the  day's  disdain. 
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EPISTLE    TO    THE    COUNTESS   OF    CUMBERLAND. 


He  that  of  such  a  height  hath  built  hisjmind, 
And  reared  the  dwelling  of  his  thought  so  strong, 
As  neither  hope  nor  fear  can  shake  the  frame 
Of  his  resolved  powers  ;  nor  all  the  wind 
Of  vanity  or  malice  pierce  to  wrong 
His  settled  peace,  or  to  disturb  the  same  : 
What  a  fair  seat  hath  he,  from  whence  he  may 
The  boundless  wastes  and  wilds  of  man  survey  ! 

ii. 

And  with  how  free  an  eye  doth  he  look  down 

Upon  these  lower  regions  of  turmoil  ! 

Where  all  the  storms  of  passions  mainly  beat 

On  flesh  and  blood  :  where  honor,  power,  renown, 

Are  only  gay  afflictions,  golden  foil ; 

Where  greatness  stands  upon  as  feeble  feet 

As  frailty  doth  ;  and  only  great  doth  seem 

To  little  minds  who  do  it  so  esteem. 

IV. 

Nor  is  he  moved  by  all  the  thunder-cracks 

Of  tyrants'  threats,  or  with  the  surly  brow 

Of  Power,  that  proudly  sits  on  others'  crimes — 

Charged  with  more  crying  sins  than  those  he  checks, 

The  storms  of  sad  confusion,  that  may  grow 

Up  in  the  present  for  the  coming  times, 

Appall  him  not  that  hath  no  side  at  all, 

But  of  himself,  and  knows  the  worst  can  fall. 

VI. 

And  whilst  distraught  ambition  compasses, 
And  is  encompassed  ;  whilst  as  craft  deceives, 
And  is  deceived  ;  whilst  man  doth  ransack  me, 
And  builds  on  blood,  and  rises  by  distress ; 
And  the  inheritance  of  desolation  leaves 
To  great-expecting  hopes — he  looks  thereon 
As  from  the  shore  of  peace,  with  unwet  eye, 
And  bears  no  venture  in  impiety. 
VOL.  VII.— 18 
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VII. 

Thus,  madam,  fares  that  man  that  hath  prepared 
A  rest  for  his  desires  ;  and  sees  all  things 
Beneath  him  ;  and  hath  learned  this  book,  of  man, 
Full  of  the  notes  of  frailty,  and  compared 
The  best  of  glory  with  her  sufferings  : 
By  whom,  I  see,  you  labor  all  you  can 
To  plant  your  heart,  and  set  your  thoughts  as  near 
His  glorious  mansion  as  your  powers  can  bear. 

x. 

And  whereas  none  rejoice  more  in  revenge 
Than  women  used  to  do,  yet  well  you  know 
That  wrong  is  better  checked  by  being  contemned 
Than  being  pursued  ;  leaving  to  Him  to  avenge 
To  whom  it  appertains  :  Wherein  you  show 
How  worthily  your  clearness  hath  condemned 
Base  malediction,  living  in  the  dark, 
That  at  the  rays  of  goodness  still  will  bark  : — 

XI. 

Knowing  the  heart  of  man  is  set  to  be 

The  centre  of  this  world,  about  the  which 

These  revolutions  of  disturbances 

Still  roll  ;  where  all  the  aspects  of  misery 

Predominate  ;  whose  strong  effects  are  such 

As  he  must  bear,  being  powerless  to  redress ; 

And  that  unless  himself  he  can 

Erect  himself,  how  poor  a  thing  is  man. 

XIV. 

This  concord,  madam,  of  a  well-tuned  mind 

Hath  been  so  set  by  that  all-working  hand 

Of   Heaven,   that   though    the   world    hath   done    his 

worst 

To  put  it  out  by  discords  most  unkind — 
Yet  doth  it  still  in  perfect  union  stand 
With  God  and  man  ;  nor  ever  will  be  forced 
From  that  most  sweet  accord ;  but  still  agree, 
Equal  in  fortune's  inequality. 
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xv. 

And  this  note,  madam,  of  your  worthiness 
Remains  recorded  in  so  many  hearts, 
As  time  nor  malice  cannot  wrong  your  right 
In  the  inheritance  of  fame  you  must  possess  : 
You  that  have  built  you  by  your  great  deserts — 
Out  of  small  means — a  far  more  exquisite 
And  glorious  dwelling  for  your  honored  name, 
Than  all  the  gold  that  leaden  minds  can  frame. 

UNCERTAINTY    OF    THE    EARLY    HISTORY    OF    NATIONS. 

Undertaking  to  collect  the  principal  affairs  of  this 
kingdom,  I  had  a  desire  to  have  deduced  the  same  from 
the  beginning  of  the  first  British  kings,  as  they  are 
registered  in  their  catalogue  ;  but  finding  no  authenti* 
cal  warrant  how  they  came  there,  I  did  put  off  that 
desire  with  these  considerations  :  That  a  lesser  part  of 
time,  and  better  known — which  was  from  William  I. 
surnamed  the  Bastard — was  more  than  enough  for  my 
ability  ;  and  how  it  was  but  our  curiosity  to  search  far- 
ther back  into  times  past  than  we  might  discern,  and 
whereof  we  could  neither  have  proof  nor  profit ;  how 
the  beginnings  of  all  people  and  states  were  as  uncer- 
tain as  the  heads  of  great  rivers,  and  could  not  add  to 
our  virtue,  and  peradventure  little  to  our  reputation,  to 
know  them,  considering  how  commonly  they  rise  from 
the  springs  of  poverty,  piracy,  robbery,  and  violence. 
For  states,  as  men,  are  ever  best  seen  when  they  are  up, 
and  as  they  are,  not  as  they  were.  Besides,  it  seems, 
God,  in  His  providence,  to  check  our  presumptuous  in- 
quisition, wraps  up  all  things  in  uncertainty,  bars  us  out 
from  long  antiquity,  and  bounds  our  searches  within  the 
compass  of  a  few  ages.  We  shall  find  still  the  same 
correspondences  to  hold  in  the  actions  of  men  ;  virtue 
and  vices  the  same,  though  rising  and  falling,  according 
to  the  worth  or  weakness  of  governors  ;  the  causes  of 
the  ruins  and  mutations  of  states  to  be  alike,  and  the 
train  of  affairs  carried  by  precedent,  in -a  course  of  suc- 
cession, under  like  color. — History  of  England. 


DANTE  (DURANTE  ALIGHIERI),  an  Italian  poet, 
born  at  Florence  in  1265  ;  died  at  Ravenna,  Sep- 
tember 14,  1321.  The  name  Dante,  by  which  he 
is  universally  designated,  is  a  contraction  of  his 
baptismal  name  "  Durante."  The  family  Alighieri 
belonged  to  the  nobles,  but  not  to  the  highest  rank 
in  Florence.  Dante  was  but  a  child  when  his 
father  died.  Of  the  manner  of  his  education  lit- 
tle is  positively  known.  Biographers  say  that  at 
one  time  or  another  he  studied  in  the  Universities 
of  Bologna,  Padua,  Naples,  and  even  in  Paris  and 
Oxford.  But  wherever  he  was  educated,  it  is  clear 
that  while  a  youth  he  had  mastered  most  of  the 
learning  of  his  time.  Latin  was  of  course  almost 
vernacular  to  him  ;  of  Greek  he  knew  something  ; 
and  he  had  apparently  learned  a  few  words  of 
Hebrew  and  Arabic.  As  early  as  the  close  of  his 
ninth  year  an  incident  occurred  which  had  much 
to  do  in  shaping  all  his  future  life.  In  that  year 
he  for  the  first  time  saw  Beatrice  Portinari,  a  girl 
of  noble  family,  some  months  younger  than  him- 
self. In  his  Vita  Nuova  he  thus  describes  his  first 
sight  of  this  fair -child  : 

DANTE'S  FIRST  SIGHT  OF  BEATRICE. 

In  that  part  of  the  book  of  my  memory,  before  which 
little  can  be  read,  is  found  a  rubric,  which  sayeth  :  "  In- 
cipit  Vita  Nuova  ;  under  which  rubric  I  find  the  words 
written,  which  it  is  my  intention  to  copy  into  this  little 
book  :  and  if  not  all  of  them  at  least  their  meaning. 

1*78) 
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Nine  times  now,  since  my  birth,  had  the  heaven  of 
light  turned  almost  to  the  same  point  in  its  own  gyra- 
tion, when  first  appeared  before  mine  eyes  the  glorious 
Lady  of  my  mind,  who  was  called  Beatrice  ["  the 
Blessed  "]  by  many  who  knew  not  wherefore  she  was  so 
,  called.  She  had  already  been  in  this  life  so  long  that  in 
its  course  the  starred  heaven  had  moved  toward  the  re- 
gion of  the  East  one  of  the  twelve  parts  of  a  degree  ; 
so  that  at  about  the  beginning  of  her  ninth  year  she  ap- 
peared to  me,  and  I  near  the  end  of  my  ninth  year  saw 
her.  She  appeared  to  me  clothed  in  a  most  noble  color 
— a  modest  and  becoming  crimson,  garlanded  and 
adorned  in  suchwise  as  befitted  her  very  youthful  age. 
At  that  instant,  I  may  truly  say  that  the  spirit  of  life, 
which  dwelleth  in  the  most  secret  chamber  of  the  heart, 
began  to  tremble  with  such  violence  that  it  appeared 
fearfully  in  the  least  pulses,  and,  trembling,  said  these 
words  :  Ecce  deus  fortior  me,  qui  veniens  dominibitur  miJii, 

At  that  instant  the  intellectual  spirit,  which  dwelleth 
in  the  higher  chamber  to  which  all  the  spirits  of  the 
senses  carry  their  perceptions,  began  to  marvel  greatly, 
and,  speaking  especially  to  the  spirit  of  the  sight,  said 
these  words  :  Apparuit  jam  beatitudo  vestra.  At  that 
instant  the  natural  spirit,  which  dwelleth  in  that  part 
where  our  nourishment  is  supplied,  began  to  weep,  and, 
weeping,  said  these  words  :  Heu  miser!  quia frequenter 
impeditus  ero  deinceps. 

From  that  time  forward  I  say  that  Love  lorded  it  over 
my  soul,  which  had  so  suddenly  inclined  to  him  ;  and  he 
began  to  exercise  over  me  such  control  and  such  lord- 
ship, through  the  power  which  my  imagination  gave  to 
him,  that  it  behooved  me  to  do  completely  all  his  pleas- 
ure. He  commanded  me  ofttimes  that  I  should  seek  to 
see  this  youthful  angel,  so  that  I  in  my  boyhood  often 
went  seeking  her,  and  saw  her  of  such  noble  and  praise- 
worthy deportment  that  truly  of  her  might  be  said  that 
word  of  the  poet  Homer,  "She  seemeth  not  the  daugh- 
ter of  mortal  man,  but  of  God."  And  albeit  her  image, 
which  stayed  constantly  with  me,  gave  boldness  to  Love 
to  hold  lordship  over  me,  yet  it  was  of  such  noble  virtue 
that  it  never  suffered  that  Love  should  rule  me  without 
the  faithful  counsel  of  the  Reason  in  those  matters  in 
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which  it  were  useful  to  hear  such  counsel.  And  since 
to  dwell  upon  the  passions  and  actions  of  such  early 
youth  appeareth  like  telling  an  idle  tale,  I  will  leave 
them,  and,  passing  over  many  things  which  might  be 
drawn  from  the  original  where  these  lie  hidden,  I  will 
come  to  those  words  which  are  written  in  my  memory 
under  larger  paragraphs. —  Vita  Nuova — Translation  of 
CHARLES  ELIOT  NORTON. 

Dante,  however,  seems  to  have  scarcely  known 
Beatrice  as  she  grew  up  into  womanhood.  When 
about  twenty  years  of  age  she  was  married  to 
Simone  de'  Bardi;  and  died  in  1290  at  the  age 
of  twenty-five.  At  about  this  time,  or  perhaps  a 
little  earlier,  Dante  wrote  the  first  portion  of  the 
Vita  Nuova,  which  was  not  completed  until  some 
years  later.  In  this  work  he  narrates,  partly  in 
prose  and  partly  in  verse,  the  story  of  his  passion 
for  Beatrice. 

A    VISION    OF    BEATRICE. 

When  so  many  days  had  passed  that  it  was  exactly 
nine  years  since  the  above-described  apparition  of  this 
most  gentle  lady,  on  the  last  of  these  days  it  came  to 
pass  that  this  most  admirable  lady  appeared  before  me 
clothed  in  purest  white,  between  two  gentle  ladies  who 
were  of  greater  age,  and,  passing  along  a  street,  turned 
her  eyes  toward  that  place  where  I  stood  very  timidly  ; 
and  by  her  ineffable  courtesy,  which  is  now  rewarded  in 
the  eternal  world,  saluted  me  with  such  virtue  that  it 
seemed  to  me  then  that  I  beheld  all  the  bounds  of  bliss. 
The  hour  when  her  most  sweet  salutation  reached  me 
was  exactly  the  ninth  of  that  day  ;  and  since  it  was  the 
first  time  that  her  words  came  to  mine  ears,  I  took  in  such 
sweetness  that,  as  it  were,  intoxicated,  I  turned  away 
from  the  crowd  ;  and,  betaking  myself  to  the  solitude 
of  mine  own  chamber,  I  sat  myself  down  to  think  of  this 
rnost  courteous  lady.  And  thinking  of  her,  a  sweet 
s'amber  overcame  me,  in  which  a  marvellous  vision  ap- 
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peared  to  me.  .  .  .  Thinking  on  what  had  appeared 
to  me,  I  resolved  to  make  it  known  to  many  who  were 
famous  poets  at  that  time  ;  and  since  I  had  already  seen 
in  myself  the  art  of  discoursing  in  rhyme,  I  resolved  to 
make  a  sonnet,  in  which  I  would  salute  all  the  liege- 
men of  Love,  and,  praying  them  to  give  an  interpreta- 
tion of  my  vision,  would  write  to  them  that  which  I  had 
seen  in  my  slumber.  And  I  began  then  this  sonnet : 

To  every  captive  soul  and  gentle  heart 

Before  whose  sight  may  come  the  present  word, 
That  they  thereof  to  me  their  thoughts  impart, 

Be  greeting  in  Love's  name,  who  is  their  Lord. 
Now  of  these  hours  well-nigh  one-third  is  gone 

What  time  doth  every  star  appear  most  bright, 
When  on  a  sudden  Love  before  me  shone, 

Remembrance  of  whose  nature  gives  me  fright. 
Joyful  to  me  seemed  Love,  and  he  was  keeping 

My  heart  within  his  hands,  while  on  his  arm 
He  held  my  Lady,  covered  o'er  and  sleeping. 

Then  waking  her,  he,  with  his  flaming  heart, 

Did  humbly  feed  her,  fearful  of  some  harm. 

Thereon  I  saw  him  thence  in  tears  depart. 

—  Vita  Nuova,  III. —  Translation  of  NORTON. 

IN    PRAISE    OF    BEATRICE. 

This  most  gentle  lady,  of  whom  there  hath  been  dis- 
course in  the  preceding  words,  came  into  such  favor 
among  the  people  that,  when  she  passed  along  the  way, 
persons  ran  to  see  her,  which  gave  me  wonderful  de- 
light. And  when  she  was  near  anyone,  such  modesty 
came  into  his  heart  that  he  dared  not  raise  his  eyes,  or 
return  her  salutation.  She,  crowned  and  clothed  with 
humility,  took  her  way,  displaying  no  pride  in  that 
which  she  saw  and  heard.  Many  said,  when  she  had 
passed:  "  This  is  not  a  woman  ;  rather,  she  is  one  of  the 
most  beautiful  angels  of  heaven."  And  others  said  : 
"  She  is  a  marvel.  Blessed  be  the  Lord  who  can  work 
thus  admirably  !  "  .  .  .  These  and  more  admirable 
things  proceeded  from  her  admirably  and  with  power. 
Wherefore  I,  thinking  upon  this,  desiring  to  resume  the 
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style  of  her  praise,  resolved  to  say  words  in  which  I 
would  set  forth  her  admirable  and  excellent  influences, 
to  the  end  that  not  only  those  who  might  actually  be- 
hold her,  but  also  others,  might  know  of  her  what- 
ever words  could  tell.  Then  I  devised  this  sonnet : 

So  gentle  and  so  modest  doth  appear 

My  lady  when  she  giveth  her  salute, 

That  every  tongue  becometh,  trembling,  mute  ; 
Nor  do  the  eyes  to  look  upon  her  dare. 
Although  she  hears  her  praises,  she  doth  go 

Benignly  vested  with  humility  ; 

And,  like  a  thing  come  down,  she  seems  to  be 
From  heaven  to  earth,  a  miracle  to  show. 
So  pleaseth  she  whoever  cometh  nigh, 

She  gives  the  heart  a  sweetness  through  the  eyes, 
Which  none  can  understand  who  does  not  prove  ; 
And  from  her  countenance  there  seems  to  move 

A  spirit  sweet  and  in  Love's  very  guise, 
Who  to  the  soul  is  ever  saying,  Sigh ! 

— Vita  Nuova,  XXVI. — Translation  of  NORTON. 

THE    DEATH    OF    BEATRICE. 

I  say  that,  according  to  the  mode  of  reckoning  in 
Italy,  her  most  noble  soul  departed  in  the  first  hour  of 
the  ninth  day  of  the  month  ;  and,  according  to  the 
reckoning  in  Syria,  she  departed  in  the  ninth  month  of 
the  year ;  since  the  first  month  there  is  Tismin,  which 
with  us  is  October:  And  according  to  our  reckoning 
she  departed  in  that  year  of  our  indiction — that  is,  of 
the  Lord — in  which  the  perfect  number  was  completed 
for  the  ninth  time  in  the  century  in  which  she  had  been 
set  in  this  world  ;  and  she  was  of  the  Christians  of  the 
thirteenth  century. 

One  reason  why  this  number  was  so  friendly  to  her 
may  be  this  :  Since,  according  to  Ptolemy,  and  accord- 
ing to  the  Christian  truth,  there  are  nine  heavens  which 
move  ;  and,  according  to  the  common  astrological 
opinion,  the  said  heavens  work  effects  here  below  ac- 
cording to  their  conjunctions,  this  number  was  her 
friend,  to  the  end  that  it  might  be  understood  that  at 
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her  generation  all  the  nine  movable  heavens  were  in 
most  perfect  conjunction. 

This  is  one  reason  thereof;  but  considering  more 
subtilely,  and  according  to  the  infallible  truth,  this  num- 
ber was  she  herself ;  I  mean  by  similitude,  and  I  intend 
it  thus  :  The  number  three  is  the  root  of  nine,  for,  with- 
out any  other  number,  multiplied  by  itself,  it  maketh 
nine,  as  we  see  plainly  that  three  times  three  make  nine. 
Therefore,  since  there  is  the  factor  by  itself  of  nine,  and 
the  Author  of  the  miracles  by  himself  is  three,  namely 
Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Spirit — who  are  Three  and  One 
— this  lady  was  accompanied  by  the  number  nine  :  that 
is  a  miracle  whose  only  root  is  the  marvellous  Trinity. 
Perhaps  a  more  subtile  reason  might  be  seen  therein  by 
a  more  subtile  person  :  but  this  is  that  which  I  see  for 
it,  and  which  best  pleaseth  me. —  Vita  Nuova,  XXX. — 
Translation  of  NORTON. 

LOOKING    FORWARD    TO    BEATRICE. 

After  this  sonnet,  beginning — 

Beyond  this  sphere  that  widest  orbit  hath, 
Passeth  the  sigh  that  issues  from  my  heart ; 
A  new  intelligence  doth  Love  impart 

In  tears  to  him  which  leads  him  on  his  path — 

a  wonderful  vision  appeared  to  me,  in  which  I  saw  things 
which  made  me  resolve  to  speak  no  more  of  this  blessed 
one  until  I  could  more  worthily  treat  of  her.  And  to 
attain  to  this  I  study  to  the  utmost  of  my  power,  as  she 
truly  knoweth.  So  that,  if  it  shall  please  Him  through 
whom  all  things  live  that  my  life  shall  be  prolonged  for 
some  years,  I  hope  to  say  of  her  what  was  never  said  of 
any  woman.  And  then  may  it  please  Him  who  is  the 
Lord  of  Grace  that  my  soul  may  go  to  behold  the  glory 
of  its  Lady — namely,  of  that  blessed  Beatrice,  who  in 
glory  looketh  upon  the  face  of  Him  qui  est  per  omnia 
scecula  benedictus. —  Vita  Nuova,  XLIII. —  Translation  of 
NORTON. 

In  another  work,  the  Convito  ("  Banquet  "),  Dante 
tells  how  he  sought  consolation  after  the  death  of 
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Beatrice.  "  My  mind,"  he  says,  "  desirous  of  health, 
sought  to  return  to  the  method  by  which  other 
disconsolate  ones  had  found  consolation,  and  I  set 
myself  to  read  that  little-known  book  of  Boetius, 
in  which  he  consoled  himself  when  a  prisoner  and 
in  exile.  And  hearing  that  Tully  had  written  an- 
other work,  in  which  he  had  given  words  of  con- 
solation  to  Lselius,  I  set  myself  to  read  that  also/5 
— By  such  means,  and  others,  Dante  found  con- 
solation after  the  death  of  the  almost  unknown 
Beatrice.  Not  much  more  than  a  year  afterward 
he  married  Gemma  dei  Donati,  a  noble  lady  of 
Florence,  who  during  the  next  eight  or  ten  years 
bore  to  him  seven  children.  In  none  of  the  works 
of  Dante  is  to  be  found  any  mention  of  his  wife, 
from  which  it  has  been  inferred  that  his  marriage 
was  an  unhappy  one ;  but  of  this  there  is  no  direct 
evidence. 

To  narrate  the  public  life  of  Dante  would  be  to 
give  a  history  of  the  troublous  times  in  which  he 
lived.  All  Northern  Italy,  Florence  in  particular, 
was  convulsed  by  the  struggles  of  two  rival  parties, 
known  as  the  Guelphs  and  the  Ghibelines,  each  of 
which  was  from  time  to  time  split  up  into  smaller 
factions,  sometimes  one  and  sometimes  the  other 
getting  control  of  the  government  in  Florence. 
At  length,  in  1302  the  party  to  which  Dante  was 
then  attached  was  overthrown.  Dante,  who  had 
been  sent  on  an  embassy  to  the  Papal  Court  at 
Rome,  was,  with  some  others,  condemned  to  per- 
petual exile  and  to  the  payment  of  a  heavy  fine, 
the  offence  charged  against  him  being  that  of 
official  malversation.  Dante  never  again  saw  his 
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native  Florence.  Fourteen  years  after,  in  1316, 
the  existing  government  of  the  city  issued  a  decree 
permitting  the  exiles  to  return  upon  condition  of 
paying  their  fines,  and  submitting  to  humiliating 
public  penance :  thus  acknowledging  themselves 
guilty  of  the  crimes  with  which  they  had  been 
charged.  Dante  rejected  the  proffer  with  indig- 
nant scorn.  To  a  friend  he  wrote  : 

DANTE    UPON    HIS    EXILE. 

Is  this,  then,  the  glorious  return  of  Dante  Alighieri  to 
his  country  after  nearly  fifteen  years  of  suffering  exile  ? 
Did  an  innocence  patent  to  all  merit  this  ?  This  the 
perpetual  sweat  and  toil  of  study  ?  Far  from  a  man,  the 
housemate  of  philosophy  be  so  rash  and  earthen-hearted 
a  humility  as  to  allow  himself  to  be  offered  up  bound 
like  a  schoolboy  or  a  criminal  !  Far  from  a  man  the 
preacher  of  justice,  to  pay  those  who  have  done  him 
wrong  as  for  a  favor  !  This  is  not  the  way  of  returning 
to  my  country  ;  but  if  another  can  be  found  that  shall 
not  derogate  from  the  fame  and  honor  of  Dante,  that 
I  will  enter  on  with  no  lagging  steps.  But  if  by  none 
such  Florence  may  be  entered,  by  me,  then,  never  ! 
Can  I  not  everywhere  behold  the  sun  and  the  stars  ? 
Speculate  on  sweetest  truths  under  any  sky,  without 
giving  myself  up  inglorious,  nay  ignominious,  to  the 
populace  and  city  of  Florence  ?  Nor  shall  I  want  for 
bread. 

Dante  lived  nineteen  years  after  his  exile  from 
Florence.  The  accounts  of  his  whereabouts  for 
the  greater  part  of  the  time  are  vague  and  often 
improbable.  There  are  stories  that  he  went  to 
Paris,  visited  the  University  ;  resided  for  awhile 
in  the  Low  Countries,  and  even  crossed  the  Chan- 
nel to  England,  and  spent  some  time  at  Oxford. 
But  it  is  certain  that  the  greater  portion  of  these 
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years  was  passed  in  Northern  Italy.  In  some  dis- 
tricts there  is  scarce  a  village  which  does  not 
claim  the  honor  of  having  been  the  place  of  his 
temporary  sojourn.  At  times  he  appears  to  have 
been  in  a  condition  of  extreme  destitution ;  at 
times  he  was  under  the  protection  of  one  noble  or 
another.  He  himself  complains  how  bitter  he 
found  it  to  "  climb  the  stairs  of  another."  About 
two  years  before  his  death  we  find  him  living  at 
Ravenna  under  the  protection  of  Guido  da  Po- 
lenta, by  whom  he  was  sent  on  an  embassy  to  the 
Venetians.  He  did  not  succeed  in  accomplish- 
ing the  object  of  this  mission,  and  returned  to 
Ravenna,  bearing  the  seeds  of  a  fatal  fever  con- 
tracted in  the  miasmatic  lagoons. 

He  was  buried  under  a  humble  monument 
erected  by  his  friend  Guido  Novello.  A  more  im- 
posing tomb  was  built  for  him  in  1483,  which  was 
restored  in  1692,  and  finally  rebuilt,  as  it  now 
stands,  in  1780.  In  1865  Ravenna,  with  other 
cities  of  Italy,  celebrated  the  six-hundredth  an- 
niversary of  the  birth  of  Dante.  In  making  prep- 
arations for  the  celebration  a  chest  containing 
human  bones  was  found  in  a  cavity  near  the 
tomb.  A  commission  appointed  for  the  purpose 
decided  that  these  were  the  remains  of  Dante, 
which  had  been  hidden  in  the  seventeenth  century 
under  an  apprehension  that  they  might  be  stolen 
by  the  Florentines,  who  had  often  begged  that  they 
should  be  given  back  to  his  native  city.  The 
bones  were  reinterred  in  the  tomb,  where  they 
now  rest. 

Besides  the  Vita  Nuova  and  the  Convito,  already 
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mentioned,  and  the  Divina  Commedia,  which  re- 
mains to  be  considered,  Dante  wrote  several  minor 
works  in  Italian  and  Latin,  in  verse  and  prose. 
The  most  important  of  these  is  the  Latin  treatise 
De  Monarchia,  written,  probably,  between  1310  and 
1313.  The  special  aim  of  this  treatise  is  to  show 
that  to  the  Roman  Empire  belongs  the  supremacy 
of  the  world,  which  was  given  to  it  directly  by 
God  ;  and  that  while  the  Pope  is  supreme  in  things 
spiritual,  the  Emperor  is  supreme  in  things  tem- 
poral. His  argument,  here  greatly  condensed, 
runs  thus: 

THE  SUPREMACY  OF  THE  ROMAN  EMPERORS. 

Christ  consented  to  be  born  under  the  reign  of  Au- 
gustus ;  and  he  assented  to  the  jurisdiction  of  the  Em- 
pire by  suffering  himself  to  be  crucified  under  a  decree 
of  one  of  its  courts.  The  atonement  could  not  have 
been  accomplished  unless  Christ  had  suffered  under  sen- 
tence of  a  tribunal  having  rightful  jurisdiction  ;  for 
otherwise  his  condemnation  would  have  been  an  act  of 
usurpation,  and  not  the  infliction  of  a  legal  penalty. 
Moreover,  since  all  mankind  were  represented  in  the 
person  of  Christ,  the  Court  must  have  been  one  of 
rightful  jurisdiction  over  all  the  human  family ;  and 
since  he  was  delivered  up  to  Pilate — an  officer  of  Ti- 
berius— it  must  follow  that  the  jurisdiction  of  Tiberius 
was  universal. — And  again,  since  it  is  God  who  gives 
the  victory  in  all  battles,  and  since  he  ultimately  gave 
the  victory  to  the  Romans,  it  is  clear  that  it  is  his  will 
that  the  Romans  should  attain  universal  dominion  ;  so 
that  the  Roman  Empire  was  divinely  instituted. 

But  Dante's  great  fame  rests  mainly  upon  his 
poem,  the  Divina  Commedia.  In  this  poem  Dante 
is  in  vision  conducted  through  the  realms  of  the 
Infernal  Regions,  of  Purgatory,  and  of  Paradise : 
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Virgil  being  his  divinely  appointed  guide  through 
the  first  two  realms,  and  Beatrice  through  the 
third.  What  may  be  styled  the  "  Physical  The- 
ory "  of  these  realms,  as  conceived  by  Dante,  is 
set  forth  by  Dr.  John  Carlyle  (whom  see)  in  the 
Introduction  to  his  translation  of  the  Inferno. 
Each  book  of  the  Divina  Commedia  is  divided  into 
thirty-three  Cantos  (for  the  first  Canto  of  the  In- 
ferno is  properly  an  Introduction  to  the  entire 
poem),  corresponding  to  the  thirty-three  years 
of  our  Saviour's  earthly  life.  The  Inferno  was 
probably  completed  about  the  year  1314;  the 
Purgatorio  some  three  years  later  ;  and  the  Para- 
diso  not  long  before  the  death  of  Dante,  in  1321. — 
There  have  been  many  translations  of  Dante  into 
English.  The  best  translations  of  the  entire 
Divina  Commedia  are  those  of  Cary  (1813),  and  of 
Longfellow  (1867-70).  Gary's  translation  is  in 
blank  verse  ;  Longfellow's  is  in  unrhymed  triplets. 
Mr.  Thomas  W.  Parsons,  of  Boston,  has  made 
perhaps  the  best  translation  of  the  Inferno  (cantos 
I-X.  1843,  the  remaining  Cantos  in  1867);  in  this 
the  triple  rhyme,  as  well  as  the  metre  of  the  origi- 
nal, is  exceedingly  well  represented.  The  prose 
translation  of  the  Inferno  by  Dr.  John  Carlyle  is 
admirably  executed  and  annotated.  Translations 
of  separate  passages  are  very  numerous. 

Dante  himself,  in  a  letter  to  Can  Grande  della 
Scala,  explains  the  intention  of  the  Divina  Com. 
media,  and  the  method  to  be  employed  in  its  in- 
terpretation. It  is  called  a  "  Comedy,"  he  says, 
"  because  it  has  a  fortunate  ending."  He  thus 
proceeds : 
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THE    IDEA    OF    THE     "  DIVINA    COMMEDIA. 

The  literal  subject  of  the  whole  work  is  the  state  of 
the  soul  after  death,  simply  considered.  But  if  the  work 
be  taken  allegorically,  the  subject  is  man,  as  by  merit  or 
demerit,  through  freedom  of  the  will,  he  renders  him- 
self liable  to  the  reward  or  punishment  of  justice.  It  is 
to  be  interpreted  in  a  literal,  allegorical,  moral,  and 
anagogical  sense.  To  make  which  mode  of  treatment 
more  clear,  it  may  be  applied  in  the  following  verses  of 
Scripture  :  In  exitu  Israel  de  sEgypto,  domus  Jacob  de 
populo  barbaro,  facta  est  Jud&a  sanctificatio  ejus,  Israel 
potestas  ejus.  For,  if  we  look  only  at  the  literal  sense,  it 
signifies  the  going  out  of  the  children  of  Israel  from 
Egypt  in  the  time  of  Moses  ;  if  at  the  allegorical,  it 
signifies  our  redemption  through  Christ ;  if  at  the  moral, 
it  signifies  the  conversion  of  the  soul  from  the  grief  and 
misery  of  sin  to  a  state  of  grace  ;  and  if  at  the  anagogi- 
cal, it  signifies  the  passage  of  the  blessed  soul  from  the 
bondage  of  this  corruption  to  the  freedom  of  eternal 
glory. 

DANTE    MEETS    THE    SHADE    OF    VIRGIL. 

While  I  was  rushing  downward,  there  appeared  be- 
fore my  eyes  one  who  seemed  hoarse  from  long  silence. 
When  I  saw  him  in  the  great  desert,  I  cried  :  "  Have 
pity  on  me,  whate'er  thou  be,  whether  shade  or  vener- 
able man  !  " 

He  answered  me  :  "Not  a  man,  a  man  I  once  was  ; 
and  my  parents  were  Lombards,  and  both  of  Mantua 
by  country.  I  was  born  under  Julius,  though  late  ; 
and  lived  at  Rome  beneath  the  good  Augustus,  in  the 
time  of  the  false  and  lying  gods.  A  Poet  I  was  ;  and 
sang  of  the  just  son  of  Anchises,  who  came  from  Troy 
after  proud  Ilium  was  burned.  But  thou,  why  return- 
est  thou  to  such  disquiet  ?  Why  ascendest  not  the 
delectable  mountain,  which  is  the  beginning  and  the 
cause  of  gladness  ? " 

"  Art  thou  then  that  Virgil,  and  that  fountain  which 
pours  abroad  so  rich  a  stream  of  speech  ?  "  I  answered 
him  with  bashful  front.  "  O  glory  and  light  of  other 
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poets  !  May  the  long  zeal  avail  me,  and  the  great  love 
that  made  me  search  thy  volume.  Thou  art  my  master 
and  my  author.  Thou  alone  art  he  from  whom  I  took 
the  good  style  that  hath  done  me  honor.  See  the 
beast  *  from  which  I  turned  back.  Help  me  from  her, 
thou  famous  sage  ;  for  she  makes  my  veins  and  pulses 
tremble." 

"Thou  must  take  another  road,"  he  answered  when 
he  saw  me  weeping,  "  if  thou  desirest  to  escape  from 
this  wild  place;  because  this  beast,  for  which  thou 
criest,  lets  not  men  pass  her  way,  but  so  entangles  that 
she  slays  them  ;  and  has  a  nature  so  perverse  and 
vicious  that  she  never  satiates  her  craving  appetite  ; 
and  after  feeding  she  is  hungrier  than  before.  The 
animals  to  which  she  weds  herself  are  many  ;  and  will 
yet  be  more,  until  the  Greyhound  comes,  that  will  make 
her  die  with  pain.  He  will  not  feed  on  land  and  pelf, 
but  on  wisdom,  and  love,  and  manfulness,  and  his  na- 
tion shall  be  between  Feltro  and  Feltro.  He  shall  be 
the  salvation  of  that  low  Italy  for  which  Camilla  the 
virgin,  Euryalus  and  Turnus  and  Nisus,  died  of  wounds. 
He  shall  chase  her  through  every  city,  till  he  have  put 
her  into  Hell  again  ;  from  which  Envy  first  set  her 
loose.  Wherefore  I  think  and  discern  this  for  thy  best, 
that  thou  follow  me.  And  I  will  be  thy  guide,  and  lead 
thee  hence  through  an  eternal  place,  where  thou  shalt 
hear  the  hopeless  shrieks,  shalt  see  the  ancient  spirits 
in  pain,  so  that  each  calls  for  second  death.  And  thou 
shalt  see  those  who  are  contented  in  the  fire  [in  Purga- 
tory] ;  for  they  hope  to  come,  whensoever  it  be,  among 
the  blessed.  Then  to  those  [in  Paradise]  if  thou 
desirest  to  ascend,  there  shall  be  a  spirit  [Beatrice] 
worthier  than  I  to  guide  thee.  With  her  will  I  leave 
thee  at  my  parting.  For  that  Emperor  who  reigns 
above — because  I  was  rebellious  to  his  law — wills  not 
that  I  come  into  his  city.  In  all  parts  he  rules,  and 
there  he  dwells.  There  is  his  city  and  his  high  seat. 
O  happy  whom  he  chooses  for  it !  " 

And  I  to  him  :  "  Poet,  I  beseech  thee  by  that  God 

*The  She-wolf,  typical  of  Avarice,  the  worship  of  this  world's 
goods  ;  and  of  the  Court  of  Rome  in  particular,  "where,"  as  Dante 
elsewhere  says,  "  Christ  is  daily  bought  and  sold." 
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whom  thou  knowest  not,  in  order  that  I  may  escape 
this  ill  and  worse,  lead  me  where  thou  now  hast  said, 
so  that  I  may  see  the  gate  of  Saint  Peter,  and  those 
whom  thou  makest  so  sad."  Then  he  moved ;  and  I 
kept  on  behind  him. — Inferno^  Canto  I. — Translation  of 
CARLYLE. 

AT  THE  ENTRANCE  OF  THE  INFERNO. 

"  Through  me  ye  pass  into  the  city  of  woe  : 

Through  me  ye  pass  into  eternal  pain  : 

Justice  the  founder  of  my  fabric  moved  : 

To  rear  me  was  the  task  of  Power  divine, 

Supremest  Wisdom  and  primeval  Love. 

Before  me  things  create  were  none,  save  things 

Eternal,  and  eternal  I  endure. 

Ail  hope  abandon,  ye  who  enter  here." 

Such  characters,  in  color  dim,  I  marked 
Ove.  a  portal's  lofty  porch  inscribed. 
Whereat  I  thus  :  "  Master,  these  words  import 
Hard  meaning."     He  as  one  prepared,  replied  : 
"  Here  thou  must  all  distrust  behind  thee  leave  ; 
Here  be  vile  fear  relinquished.     We  are  come 
Where  I  have  told  thee  we  shall  see  the  souls 
To  misery  doomed  who  intellectual  good 
Have  lost."     And  when  his  hand  he  had  stretched  forth 
To  mine,  with  pleasant  looks,  whence  I  was  cheered, 
Into  that  secret  place  he  led  me  on. 

Here  sighs,  with  lamentations  and  loud  moans, 
Resounded  through  the  air  pierced  by  no  star, 
That  e'en  I  wept  at  entering.      Various  tongues, 
Horrible  languages,  outcries  of  woe, 
Accents  of  anger,  voices  deep  and  hoarse, 
With  hands  together  smote  that  swelled  the  sounds, 
Made  up  a  tumult,  that  forever  whirls 
Round  through  that  air  with  solid  darkness  stained, 
Like  to  the  sand  that  in  the  whirlwind  flies. 

I  then,  with  error  yet  encompassed,  cried  : 
"  O  Master !  what  is  this  I  hear  ?  what  race 
Are  these  who  seem  so  overcome  with  woe  ?  " 

He  thus  to  me  :  "  This  miserable  fate 
Suffer  the  wretched  souls  of  those  who  lived 
Without  praise  or  blame,  with  that  ill  band 
VOL.  VII.— 19 
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Of  angels  mixed,  who  nor  rebellious  proved> 

Nor  yet  were  true  to  God,  but  for  themselves 

Were  only.     From  his  bounds  Heaven  drove  them  forth 

Not  to  impair  his  lustre  ;  nor  the  depth 
Of  Hell  receives  them,  lest  the  accursed  tribe 
Should  glory  thence  with  exultation  vain." 

I  then  :  "  Master,  what  doth  aggrieve  them  thus, 
That  they  lament  so  loud  ?  "     He  straight  replied  : 
"  That  I  will  tell  thee  briefly.     These  of  death 
No  hope  may  entertain  :  and  their  blind  life 
So  meanly  passes,  that  all  other  lots 
They  envy.     Fame  of  them  the  world  has  none, 
Nor  suffers  ;  Mercy  and  Justice  scorn  them  both. 
Speak  not  of  them,  but  look  and  pass  them  by." 

And  I,  who  straightaway  looked,  beheld  a  flag, 
Which,  whirling,  ran  round  so  rapidly 
That  it  no  pause  obtained  ;  and  following  came 
Such  a  long  train  of  Spirits,  I  should  ne'er 
Have  thought  that  Death  so  many  had  despoiled. 

When  some  of  these  I  recognized,  I  saw 
And  knew  the  shade  of  him  who,  to  base  fear 
Yielding,  abjured  his  high  estate.     Forthwith 
I  understood  for  certain,  this  the  tribe 
Of  those  ill  spirits  both  to  God  displeasing 
And  to  His  foes.     These  wretches,  who  ne'er  lived, 
Went  on  in  nakedness,  and  sorely  stung 
By  wasps  and  hornets,  which  bedewed  their  cheeks, 
With  blood,  that,  mixed  with  tears,  dropped  to  their 

feet, 
And  by  disgustful  worms  were  gathered  there. 

Then  looking  farther  onward  I  beheld 
A  throng  upon  the  shore  of  a  great  stream  : 
Whereat  I  thus  :  "  Sir,  grant  me  now  to  know 
Whom  here  we  view,  and  whence  impelled,  they  seem 
So  eager  to  pass  o'er,  as  I  discern 
Through  the  blear  light  ?  "     He  thus  to  me  in  few  : 
"  This  thou  shalt  know  soon  as  our  steps  arrive 
Beside  the  woful  tide  of  Acheron." 

Then  with  eyes  downward  cast,  and  filled  with  shame, 
Fearing  my  words  offensive  to  his  ear, 
Till  we  had  reached  the  river,  I  from  speech 
Abstained.     And  lo  !  toward  us  in  a  bark 
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Comes  on  an  old  man,  hoary,  white  with  eld, 

Crying,  "Woe  to  you,  wicked  spirits  !  hope  not 

Ever  to  see  the  sky  again.     I  come 

To  take  you  to  the  other  shore  across, 

Into  eternal  darkness,  there  to  dwell 

Tn  fierce  heat  and  in  ice.     And  thou,  who  there 

Standest,  live  spirit !  get  thee  hence,  and  leave 

These  who  are  dead  !  "     But  soon  as  he  beheld 

I  left  them  not,  "  By  other  way,"  said  he, 

"By  other  haven  shalt  thou  come  to  shore, 

Not  by  this  passage  ;  thee  a  nimbler  boat 

Must  carry."     Then  to  him  thus  spake  my  guide  : 

"  Charon  !  thyself  torment  not :  So  'tis  willed 

Where  Will  and  Power  are  one.     Ask  thou  no  more." 

Straightway  in  silence  fell  the  shaggy  cheeks 
Of  him  the  boatman  o'er  the  livid  lake, 
Around    whose   eyes   glared   wheeling    flames.     Mean- 

while 

Those  spirits,  faint  and  naked,  color  changed, 
And  gnashed  their  teeth,  soon  as  the  cruel  words 
They  heard.     God  and  their  parents  they  blasphemed, 
The  human  kind,  the  place,  the  time,  and  seed 
That  did  engender  them  and  give  them  birth. 

Then  all  together,  sorely  wailing,  drew 
To  the  cursed  strand  that  every  man  must  pass 
Who  fears  not  God.     Charon,  demoniac  form, 
With  eyes  of  burning  coal,  collects  them  all, 
Beckoning,  and  each  that  lingers  with  his  oar 
Strikes.     As  fall  off  the  light  autumnal  leaves, 
One  still  another  following,  till  the  bough 
Strews  all  its  honors  on  the  earth  beneath ; 
E'en  in  like  manner  Adam's  evil  brood 
Cast  themselves,  one  by  one,  down  from  the  shore, 
Each  at  a  beck,  as  falcon  at  his   call. 

Thus  they  go  over  through  the  umbered  wave  ; 
And  ever  they  on  the  opposing  bank 
Be  landed,  on  this  side  another  throng 
Still  gathers.     "  Son,"  thus  spoke  the  courteous  guide, 
"Those  who  die  subject  to  the  wrath  of  God 
All  here  together  come  from  every  clime 
And  to  o'erpass  the  river  are  not  loth  : 
For  so  Heaven's  justice  goads  them  on  that  fear 
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Is  turned  into  desire.     Hence  ne'er  hath  passed 

Good  spirit.     If  of  thee  Charon  complain, 

Now  may'st  thou  know  the  import  of  his  words." 

— Inferno,  Canto  III. — Translation  of  GARY. 

FRANCESCA    DA    RIMINI. 

"  The  land  where  I  was  born  sits  by  the  seas, 
Upon  that  shore  to  which  the  Po  descends, 
With  all  his  followers,  in  search  of  peace. 

Love,  which  the  gentle  heart  soon  apprehends, 
Seized  him  for  the  fair  person  which  was  ta'en 
From  me  ;  and  me  even  yet  the  mode  offends. 

Love,  who  to  none  beloved  to  love  again 

Remits,  seized  me  with  wish  to  please  so  strong, 
That,  as  thou  seest,  yet  it  doth  remain. 

Love  to  one  death  conducted  us  along  ; 

But  Caina  waits  for  him  our  life  who  ended." 
These  were  the  accents  uttered  by  her  tongue. 

Since  first  I  listened  to  these  souls  offended, 
I  bowed  my  visage,  and  so  kept  it,  till 
"What  think'st  thou? "said  the  bard;  when   I   un« 
bended, 

And  recommenced  :  "Alas  !  unto  such  ill 

How  many  sweet  thoughts,  what  strong  ecstacies, 
Led  these  their  evil  fortunes  to  fulfil !  " 

And  I  turned  unto  their  side  mine  eyes, 
And  said  :  "  Francesca,  thy  sad  destinies 
Have  made  me  sorrow  till  the  tears  arise 

But  tell  me,  in  the  season  of  sweet  sighs 
By  what,  and  how,  thy  love  to  passion  rose, 
So  as  his  dim  desires  to  recognize." 

Then  she  to  me     "  The  greatest  of  all  woes 
Is  to  remind  us  of  our  happy  days 
In  misery  :  and  that  thy  Teacher  knows. 

But  if  to  learn  our  passion's  first  root  preys 
Upon  thy  spirit  with  such  sympathy, 
I  wilt  do  even  as  he  who  weeps  and  says. 

We  read  one  day  for  pastime — seated  nigh — 
Of  Lancilot ;  how  Love  enchained  him,  too. 
We  were  alone,  quite  unsuspiciously  ; 

But  oft  our  eyes  met,  and  our  cheeks  in  hue 
All  o'er  discolored  by  t.iat  reading  were  ; 
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But  one  point  only  wholly  us  o'erthrew  ; 
When  we  read  the  long-sighed-for  smile  of  her 

To  be  thus  kissed  by  such  devoted  lover, 

He,  who  from  me  can  be  divided  ne'er, 
Kissed  my  mouth — trembling  in  the  act  all  over. 

Accursed  was  the  book,  and  he  who  wrote  ! 

That  day  no  further  leaf  we  did  uncover." 
While  thus  one  spirit  told  us  of  their  lot, 

The  other  wept,  so  that  with  pity's  thrills 

I  swooned,  as  if  by  death  I  had  been  smote  ; 
And  fell  down,  even  as  a  dead  body  falls. 

— Inferno,  Canto  V. — Translation  of  BYRON. 

FARINATA    AND    CAVALCANTA. 

"  O  Tuscan,  thou  who  com'st  with  gentle  speech 
Through  Hell's  hot  city,  breathing  from  the  earth, 

Stop  in  this  place  one  moment,  I  beseech. 

Thy  tongue  betrays  the  country  of  thy  birth  ; 
Of  that  illustrious  land  I  know  thee  sprung 

Which  in  my  day,  perchance,  1  somewhat  vext." 

Forth  from  one  vault  these  sudden  accents  rung, 
So  that  I,  trembling,  stood  with  fear  perplext 

Then,  as  I  closer  to  my  Master  drew, 

"Turn    back!    what  dost  thou?"    he    exclaimed    in 

haste  ; 
"  See  Farinata  rises  to  thy  view  ! 

Now  may'st  behold  him  upward  from  the  waist  !  " 

Full  in  his  face  already  I  was  gazing 
While  his  front  lowered  and  his  proud  bosom  swelled, 

As  though  even  there,  amid  his  burial  blazing, 

The  infernal  realm  in  high  disdain  he  held. 
My  Leader  then,  with  ready  hands  and  bold, 

Forced  me  toward  him,  among  the  graves  to  pace, 

Saying,  "  Thy  thoughts  in  open  words  unfold." 
So  by  his  tomb  I  stood — beside  its  base. 

Glancing  upon  me  with  a  scornful  air, 
"  Who  were  thine  ancestors  ?  "  he  coldly  asked. 
Willing  to  answer,  I  did  not  forbear 

My  name  or  lineage,  but  the  whole  unmasked. 

Slightly  the  spirit  raised  his  haughty  brows, 
And  said  :  "  Thy  sires  to  me  and  mine  were  aye  ad- 
verse— 
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To  me,  and  to  the  cause  I  did  espouse  ; 

Therefore  their  legions  twice  did  I  disperse." 
"What  though  they  banished  were  ?     They  all  returned, 

Each  time  of  their  expulsion,"  I  replied  : 

"  That  is  an  art  thy  party  never  learned." 
Hereat  arose  a  shadow  at  his  side, 

Uplifted  on  his  knees  he  seemed  to  me, 

For  his  face  only  to  his  chin  was  bare  : 
And  round  about  he  stared,  as  though  to  see 

If  other  mortal  than  myself  were  there. 

But  when  the  momentary  dream  was  o'er, 
Weeping,  he  groaned  :  "  If  thou  this  dungeon  dim, 

Led  by  thy  soaring  genius  dost  explore, 

Where  is  my  son  ?  ah,  wherefore  bringst  not  him?" 
"  Not  of  myself  I  seek  this  realm  forlorn  ; 

He  who  waits  yonder  marshals  me  my  road  ; 

Whom  once,  perchance,  thy  Guido  had  in  scorn." 
My  recognition  thus  I  fully  showed  ; 

For  in  the  pangs  on  that  poor  sinner  wreaked, 

And  in  his  question,  plain  his  name  I  read. 
Suddenly  starting  up — what !  what  !  "  he  shrieked  ; 
"  Say 'st  thou  He  had?     What  mean  ye  ?     Is  he  dead  ?" 

Doth  heaven's  dear  light  his  eyes  no  longer  bless?" 
Perceiving  how  I  hesitated,  then, 

Ere  I  responded  to  his  wild  address, 

Backward  he  shrunk,  nor  looked  he  forth  again. 
— Inferno,  Canto  X. — Translation  of  PARSONS. 

THE    TORTURES   IN    MALBOLGE. 

Divers  lamentings  pierced  me  through  and  through, 
Which  with  compassion  had  their  arrows  barbed, 
Whereat  mine  ears  I  covered  with  my  hands. 

What  pain  would  be,  if  from  the  hospitals 
Of  Valdichiana  'twixt  July  and  September, 
And  of  Maremma  and  Sardinia 

All  the  diseases  in  one  moat  were  gathered. 

Such  was  it  here,  and  such  a  stench  came  from  it 
As  from  putrescent  limbs  is  wont  to  issue. 

We  had  descended  on  the  farthest  bank 

From  the  long  crag,  upon  the  left  hand  still, 
And  then  more  vivid  was  my  power  of  sight 

Down  toward  the  bottom,  where  the  ministress 
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Of  the  high  Lord — Justice  infallible — 
Punishes  forgers  which  she  here  records. 

I  do  not  think  a  sadder  sight  to  see 
Was  in  yEgina — the  whole  people  sick 
(When  was  the  air  so  full  of  pestilence, 

The  animals,  down  to  the  little  worm, 

All  fell  ;  and  afterward  the  ancient  people, 
According  as  the  poets  have  affirmed, 

Were  from  the  seed  of  ants  restored  again), 
Than  was  it  to  behold  through  that  dark  valley 
The  spirits  languishing  in  divers  heaps. 

This  on  the  belly,  that  upon  the  back, 

One  on  the  other  lay,  and  others,  crawling, 
Shifted  themselves  along  the  dismal  road. 

We  step  by  step  went  onward  without  speech. 
Gazing  upon  and  listening  to  the  sick 
Who  had  not  strength  enough  to  lift  their  bodies. 

I  saw  two  sitting,  leaned  against  each  other, 
As  leans  in  heating  platter  against  platter, 
From  head  to  foot  bespotted  o'er  with  scabs ; 

And  never  saw  I  plied  a  currycomb 

By  stable-boy  for  whom  his  master  waits, 
Or  him  who  keeps  awake  unwillingly, 

As  everyone  was  plying  fast  the  bite 

Of  nails  upon  himself,  for  the  great  rage 
Of  itching  which  no  other  succor  had. 

And  the  nails  downward  with  them  dragged  the  scab 
In  fashion  as  a  knife  the  scales  of  bream, 
Or  any  other  fish  that  has  them  largest. 

"  O  thou,  that  with  thy  fingers  dost  dismail  thee," 
Began  my  Leader  unto  one  of  them, 
"And  makest  of  them  pincers  now  and  then, 

Tell  me  if  any  Latian  is  with  those 

Who  are  herein  ;  so  may  thy  nails  suffice  thee 
To  all  eternity  unto  this  work." 

"  Latians  are  we,  whom  thou  so  wasted  seest, 
Both  of  us  here,"  one,  weeping,  made  reply  ; 
"But  who  art  thou,  that  questionest  about  us?" 

And  said  the  Guide  :    "One  am  I  who  descends 
Down  with  this  living  man  from  cliff  to  cliff, 
And  I  intend  to  show  Hell  unto  him." 

Then  broken  was  their  mutual  support, 
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And,  trembling,  each  one  turned  himself  to  me, 
With  others  who  had  heard  him  by  rebound. 

Wholly  to  me  did  the  good  Master  gather, 

Saying  :    "  Say  unto  tnem  whate'er  thou  wishesi 

And  I  began,  since  ne  would  have  it  so  : 

"  So  may  your  memory  not  steal  away 

In  the  first  world  from  out  the  minds  of  men, 

But  so  may  it  survive  'neath  many  suns, 

Unfold  me  whu  ye  are,  and  of  what  people. 
Let  not  your  foul  and  loathsopie  punishment 
Make  you  afraid  to  show  yourselves  to  me." 

"  I  of  Arezzo  was,"  one  made  reply, 
"  And  Albert  of  Siena  had  me  burned  ; 
But  what  I  died  for  does  not  bring  me  here. 

'Tis  true  I  said  to  him,  speaking  in  jest, 
That  I  could  rise  by  flight  into  the  air, 
And  he,  who  had  conceit  but  little  wit, 

Would  have  me  show  to  him  the  art  ;  and  only 
Because  no  Daedalus  I  made  him,  made  me 
Be  burned  by  one  who  held  him  as  his  son. 

But  unto  the  last  Bolgia  of  the  ten 

For  alchemy,  which  in  the  world  I  practised, 
Minos — who  cannot  err — has  me  condemned." 

And  to  the  Poet  said  I :  "  Now  was  ever 
So  vain  a  people  as  the  Sienese  ? 
Not  for  a  certainty  the  French  by  far." 

Whereat  the  other  leper,  who  had  heard  me, 
Replied  unto  my  speech  :  "  Taking  out  Stricca, 
Who  knew  the  art  of  moderate  expenses, 

And  Niccolb,  who  the  luxurious  use 
Of  cloves  discovered  earliest  of  all 
Within  that  garden  where  such  seed  takes  root ; 

And  taking  out  the  band,  among  whom  squandered 
Caccia  d'Ascian  his  vineyards  and  vast  woods, 
And  where  his  wit  the  Abbagliato  proffered  ! 

But,  that  thou  know  who  thus  doth  second  thee 
Against  the  Sienese,  make  sharp  thine  eye 
Toward  me,  so  that  my  face  will  answer  thee, 

And  thou  shalt  see  I  am  Capocchio's  shade, 
Who  metals  falsified  by  alchemy ; 
Thou  must  remember,  if  I  will  descry  thee, 

How  I  a  skilful  ape  of  nature  was." 

Inferno,  Canto  XXIX. — Translation  of  LONGFELLOW. 
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DIS    OR    SATAN. 

"  The  banners  of  Hell's  Monarch  do  come  forth 
Toward  us  ;  therefore  look,"  so  spoke  my  Guide, 
"If  thou  discern  him."     As  when  breathes  a  cloud 
Heavy  and  dense,  or  when  the  shades  of  night 
Fall  on  our  hemisphere,  seems  viewed  from  far 
A  windmill,  which  the  blast  stirs  briskly  round  ; 
Such  was  the  fabric  then  methought  I  saw. 

To  shield  me  from  the  wind,  forthwith  I  drew, 
Behind  my  guide  :  no  covert  else  was  there. 

Now  came  I  (and  with  fear  I  bid  my  strain 
Record  the  marvel)  where  the  souls  were  all 
4  Whelmed  underneath,  transparent  as  through  glass, 
Pellucid  the  frail  stem.     Some  prone  were  laid  ; 
Others  stood  upright,  this  upon  the  soles, 
That  on  the  head,  a  third  with  face  to  feet 
Arched  like  a  bow.     When  to  the  point  we  came, 
Whereat  my  Guide  was  pleased  that  I  should  see 
The  creature  eminent  in  beauty  once, 
He  from  before  me  stepped,  and  made  me  pause. 

"  Lo  !  "  he  exclaimed,  "  lo  Dis  ;  and  lo  the  place 
Where  thou  hast  need  to  arm  thyself  with  strength." 

How  frozen  and  how  faint  I  then  became, 
Ask  me  not,  reader  !  for  I  write  it  not ; 
Since  words  would  fail  to  tell  thee  of  my  state. 
I  was  not  dead  or  living.     Think  thyself, 
If  quick  conception  work  in  thee  at  all, 
How  I  did  feel.     That  Emperor  who  sways 
The  realm  of  sorrow  at  mid-breast  from  the  ice 
Stood  forth  ;  and  I  in  stature  am  more  like 
A  giant  than  the  giants  are  his  arms. 
Mark  now  how  great  that  whole  must  be  which  suits 
With  such  a  part.     If  he  were  beautiful 
As  he  is  hideous  now,  and  yet  did  dare 
To  scowl  upon  his  Maker,  well  from  him 
May  all  our  misery  flow.     Oh  what  a  sight ! 
How  passing  strange  it  seemed  when  I  did  spy 
Upon  his  head  three  faces  :  one  in  front 
Of  hue  vermilion,  the  other  two  with  this 
Midway  each  shoulder  joined  and  at  the  crest ; 
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The  right  'twixt  wan  and  yellow  seemed  ;  the  left, 
To  look  on,  such  as  come  from  whence  old  Nile 
Stoops  to  the  lowlands.     Under  each  shot  forth 
Two  mighty  wings,  enormous,  as  became 
A  bird  so  vast.     Sails  never  such  I  saw 
Outstretched  on  the  wide  sea.     No  plumes  had  they, 
But  were  in  texture  like  a  bat  ;  and  these 
He  flapped  i'  th'  air,  that  from  him  issued  still 
Three  winds  wherewith  Cocytus  to  its  depth 
Was  frozen.     At  six  eyes  he  wept :  the  tears 
Adown  three  chins  distilled  with  bloody  foam. 
At  every  mouth  his  teeth  a  sinner  champed, 
Bruised  as  with  ponderous  engine  ;  so  that  three 
Were  in  this  guise  tormented.     But  far  more 
Than  from  that  gnawing  was  the  foremost  panged 
By  the  fierce  rending,  whence  ofttimes  the  back 
Was  stripped  of  all  its  skin.     "  That  upper  spirit, 
Who  has  worse  punishment,"  so  spake  my  guide, 
"  Is  Judas — he  that  hath  his  head  within, 
And  plies  the  feet  without.     Of  the  other  two 
Whose  heads  are  under,  from  the  murky  jaw 
Who  hangs  is  Brutus :  lo  how  he  doth  writhe, 
And  speaks  not.     The  other  Cassius,  that  appears 
So  large  of  limb.     But  night  now  reascends  ; 
And  it  is  time  for  parting.     All  is  seen." 

Inferno,  Canto  XXXIV. —  Translation  of  GARY. 

APPROACHING    THE    MOUNTAIN    OF    PURGATORY. 

We  still  were  on  the  border  of  the  sea, 

Like  people  who  are  thinking  of  their  road, 
Who  go  in  heart,  and  with  the  body  stay, 

And  lo  !  as  when,  upon  the  approach  of  morning, 
Through  the  gross  vapors  Mars  grows  fiery  red, 
Down  in  the  west  upon  the  ocean  floor, 

Appeared  to  me — may  I  again  behold  it ! — 
A  light  upon  the  sea  so  swiftly  coming, 
Its  motion  by  no  flight  of  wing  is  equalled  ; 

From  which  when  I  a  little  had  withdrawn 

Mine  eyes  that  I  might  question  my  Conductor, 
Again  I  saw  it  brighter  grown  and  larger. 

Then  on  each  side  of  it  appeared  to  me 

I  knew  not  what  of  white,  and  underneath  it, 
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Little  by  little,  there  came  forth  another. 
My  Master  yet  had  uttered  not  a  word 

While  the  first  whiteness  into  wings  unfolded  ; 

But  when  he  clearly  recognized  the  pilot, 
He  cried  :  "  Make  haste,  make  haste  to  bow  the  knee. 

Behold  the  Angel  of  God  !  fold  thou  thy  hands  ! 

Henceforward  shalt  thou  see  such  officers! 
See  how  he  scorneth  human  arguments, 

So  that  nor  oar  he  wants,  nor  other  sail 

Than  his  own  wings,  between  so  distant  shores. 
See  how  he  holds  them  pointed  up  to  heaven, 

Fanning  the  air  with  the  eternal  pinions, 

That  do  not  moult  themselves  like  mortal  hair  !  " 
Then  as  still  nearer  and  more  near  us  came 

The  Bird  Divine,  more  radiant  he  appeared, 

So  that  near  by  the  eye  could  not  endure  him, 
But  down  I  cast  it ;  and  he  came  to  shore 

With  a  small  vessel,  very  swift  and  light, 

So  that  the  water  swallowed  naught  thereof. 
Upon  the  stern  stood  the  Celestial  Pilot ; 

Beatitude  seemed  written  in  his  face, 

And  more  than  a  hundred  spirits  sat  within. 
"  In  exitu  Israel  de  ^Egypto  !  " 

They  chanted  all  together  in  one  voice, 

With  whatso  in  that  Psalm  is  after  written. 
Then  made  he  sign  of  holy  rood  upon  them, 

Whereat  all  cast  themselves  upon  the  shore, 

And  he  departed  swiftly  as  he  came. 
The  throng,  which  still  remained  there,  unfamiliar 

Seemed  with  the  place,  all  round  about  them  gazing, 

As  one  who  in  new  matters  makes  essay. 
Then  the  new  people  lifted  up  their  faces 

Toward  us,  saying  to  us  :   "  If  ye  know, 

Show  us  the  way  to  go  unto  the  mountain." 
And  answer  made  Virgilius  :  "Ye  believe, 

Perchance,  that  we  have  knowledge  of  this  place; 

But  we  are  strangers,  even  as  yourselves. 
Just  now  we  came,  a  little  while  before  you, 

Another  way,  which  was  so  rough  and  steep 

That  mounting  will  henceforth  seem  sport  to  us." 
Even  as  when  collecting  grain  or  tares, 

The  doves,  together  at  their  pasture  met, 
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Quiet,  nor  showing  their  accustomed  pride, 
If  aught  appear  of  which  they  are  afraid, 
Upon  a  sudden  leave  their  food  alone, 
Because  they  are  assailed  by  greater  care ; 
So  that  fresh  company  did  I  behold 

The  song  relinquish,  and  go  toward  the  hill, 
As  one  who  goes,  and  knows  not  whitherward  ; 
Nor  was  our  own  departure  less  in  haste. 
— Purgatorio,  Canto  II. —  Translation  of  LONGFELLOW. 

A    VISION    OF    THE    TRINITY. 

0  grace  unenvying  of  thy  boon  !  that  gavest 
Boldness  to  fix  so  earnestly  my  ken 

On  the  Everlasting  Splendor,  that  I  looked 
While  sight  was  unconsumed  ;  and,  in  that  depth, 
Saw  in  one  volume  clasped  of  love,  whate'er 
The  universe  unfolds  ;  all  properties 
Of  Substance  and  of  Accident,  beheld, 
Compounded,  yet  one  individual  light 
The  whole.     And  of  such  bond  methinks  I  saw 
The  universal  form  ;  for  that  whene'er 

1  do  but  speak  of  it,  my  soul  dilates 
Beyond  her  proper  self ;  and  till  I  speak 
One  moment  seems  a  longer  lethargy 
Than  five-and-twenty  ages  had  appeared 

To  that  emprise  that  first  made  Neptune  wonder 
At  Argo's  shadow  darkening  on  his  flood. 

With  fixed  head,  suspensed  and  motionless, 
Wondering  I  gazed  ;  and  admiration  still 
Was  kindled  as  I  gazed.     It  may  not  be 
That  one  who  looks  upon  that  light  can  turn 
To  other  object,  willingly,  his  view. 
For  all  the  good  that  will  may  covet  there 
Is  summoned  ;  and  all  elsewhere  defective  found 
Complete.     My  tongue  shall  utter,  now,  no  more, 
E'en  what  remembrance  keeps,  than  could  the  babe's 
That  is  yet  moistened  at  his  mother's  breast. 

Not  that  the  semblance  of  the  living  Light 
Was  changed  (that  ever  as  at  first  remained) ; 
But  that  my  vision  quickening,  in  that  sole 
Appearance  still  new  miracles  descried, 
And  toiled  me  with  the  change.     In  that  abyss 
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Of  radiance,  clear  and  lofty,  seemed,  methought, 

Three  orbs  of  triple  hue,  clipped  in  one  bound. 

And  from  another  one  reflected  seemed, 

As  rainbow  is  from  rainbow  ;  and  the  third 

Seemed  fire,  breathed  equally  from  both.     O  speech  ! 

How  feeble  and  how  faint  art  thou,  to  give 

Conception  birth.     Yet  this  to  what  I  saw 

Is  less  than  little.     O  Eternal  Light ! 

Sole  in  thyself  that  dwellest  ;  and  of  thyself 

Sole  understood,  past,  present,  or  to  come  ; 

Thou  smiledst  on  that  circling,  which  in  Thee 

Seemed  as  reflected  splendor,  while  I  mused  ; 

For  I  therein,  methought,  in  its  own  hue 

Beheld  our  image  painted.     Steadfastly 

I  therefore  pored  upon  the  view.     As  one 

Who,  versed  in  geometric  lore,  would  fain 

Measure  the  circle  ;  and,  though  pondering  long 

And  deeply  that  beginning  which  he  needs, 

Finds  not :  E'en  such  was  I,  intent  to  scan 

The  novel  wonder,  and  trace  out  the  form, 

How  to  the  circle  fitted,  and  therein 

How  placed.     But  the  flight  was  not  for  my  wing ; 

Had  not  a  flash  darted  athwart  my  mind, 

And,  in  the  spleen,  unfolded  what  it  sought. 

Here  vigor  failed  the  towering  fantasy  : 
But  yet  the  will  rolled  onward,  like  the  wheel 
In  even  motion,  by  the  Love  impelled 
That  moves  the  Sun  in  heaven  and  all  the  Stars. 

— Paradiso,  Canto  XXXIII. —  Translation  0/CARY. 


BARLEY,  GEORGE,  a  British  mathematician 
and  poet,  born  at  Dublin  in  1785 ;  died  at  London 
in  1849.  He  was  educated  at  Trinity  College, 
Dublin,  went  to  London  in  1825,  and  became  in 
time  connected  with  literary  journals,  for  which 
he  wrote  criticisms  upon  poetry  and  the  fine  arts. 
He  was  the  author  of  several  popular  works  on 
mathematics,  among  which  are  Familiar  Astron- 
omy, Popular  Algebra,  Geometrical  Companion,  and 
Trigonometry.  His  principal  poetic  works  are  : 
Sylvia,  or  tlie  May  Queen ;  Ethelstan,  a  Dramatic 
Chronicle  ;  and  Errors  of  Extasie. 

The  London  Athenceum,  in  its  memoir  of  Dar- 
ley,  in  1846,  said:  "That  the  attention  which  Mr. 
Darley's  poems  commanded  has  been  unequal  to 
their  merits,  every  true  lover  of  poetry  to  whom 
they  are  familiar  will  feel — for  a  true  lover  will 
allow  for  an  almost  bewildering  exuberance  of 
fancies,  the  offspring  of  self-indulgent  loneliness 
— for  occasional  singularities  of  humor  and  lan- 
guage as  natural  to  one  who  had  'commerced  '  so 
intimately  with  ancient  literature — and  for  a 
knowledge  of  passion  and  insight  into  character 
greater  than  such  experience  of  life  as  leads  the 
imaginative  creator  to  prefer  what  is  probable  for 
his  subjects  and  symmetrical  in  their  elaboration. 
These  peculiarities  granted,  there  remain  excur- 
siveness  of  invention,  vigor  of  expression,  and  de- 
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licious  sweetness  of  versification — rare  in  any  day 
— in  right  of  which,  the  name  of  George  Darley 
ought  to  stand  high  among  the  poets  of  his  time." 

THE   QUEEN    OF    MAY. 

Here's  a  bank  rich  with  cowslips  and  cuckoo  buds 
strown, 

To  exalt  your  bright  locks,  gentle  Queen  of  the  May  ! 
Here's  a  cushion  of  moss  for  your  delicate  shoon, 

And  a  woodbine  to  weave  you  a  canopy  gay. 

Here's  a  garland  of  red  maiden-roses  for  you  ; 

Such  a  delicate  wreath  is  for  beauty  alone  ; 
Here's  a  golden  king-cup,  brimming  over  with  dew, 

To  be  kissed  by  a  lip  just  as  sweet  as  its  own. 

Here  are  bracelets  of  pearl  from  the  fount  in  the  dale, 
That  the  nymph  of  the  wave  on  your  wrists  doth  be- 
stow ; 

Here's  a  lily-wrought  scarf  your  sweet  blushes  to  hide, 
Or  to  lie  on  that  bosom,  like  snow  upon  snow. 

Here's  a  myrtle  enwreathed  with  a  jessamine  band, 
To  express  the  fond  twining  of  beauty  and  youth  ; 

Take  the  emblem  of  Love  in  thy  exquisite  hand, 
And  do  thou  sway  the  evergreen  sceptre  of  Truth. 

Then  around  you  we'll  dance,  and  around  you  we'll  sing, 
To  soft  pipe  and  tabor  we'll  foot  it  away  ; 

And  the  hills  and  the  dales  and  the  forest  shall  ring. 
While  we  hail  you  our  lovely  young  Queen  of  the  May. 

THE    FAIRIES. 

Have  you  not  oft,  in  the  still  wind, 
Heard  sylvan  notes  of  a  strange  kind, 
That  rose  one  moment,  and  then  fell 
Swooning  away  like  a  far  knell  ? 

Listen  ! — that  wave  of  perfume  broke 
Into  sea-music,  as  I  spoke, 
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Fainter  than  that  which  seems  to  roar 
On  the  moon's  silver-sanded  shore 
When  through  the  silence  of  the  night 
Is  heard  the  ebb  and  flow  of  light. 

Oh,  shut  the  eye  and  ope  the  ear  ! 
Do  you  not  hear — or  think  you  hear — 
A  wide  hush  o'er  the  woodland  pass, 
Like  distant,  waving  fields  of  grass  ? — 
Voices  !  ho  !  ho  ! — a  band  is  coming, 
Loud  as  ten  thousand  bees  a-humming, 
Or  ranks  of  little  merry  men 
Tromboning  deeply  from  the  glen  ; 
And  now  as  if  they  changed,  and  rung 
Their  citterns,  small  and  ribbon-slung, 
Over  their  gallant  shoulders  hung  ; 
A  chant !  a  chant  !  that  swoons  and  swells, 
Like  soft  winds  jangling  meadow-bells  ; 
Now  brave,  as  when  in  Flora's  bower 
Gay  Zephyr  blows  a  trumpet-flower  ; 
Now  thrilling  fine,  and  sharp  and  clear, 
Like  Dian's  moonbeam  dulcimer  ; 
But  mixed  with  whoops  and  infant  laughter 
Shouts  following  one  another  after, 
As  on  a  hearty  holiday 
When  youth  is  flush  and  full  of  May  ; — 
Small  shouts,  indeed,  as  wild-bees  know, 
Both  how  to  hum  and  halloo,  too. 


DARMESTETER,  JAMES,  French  Orientalist, 
was  born  at  Chateau  Salins,  Meurthe,  March  28, 
1849;  died  at  Paris,  October  19,  1894.  He  was  of 
Jewish  extraction ;  his  father,  Cerf  Darmesteter, 
was  a  well-known  bookbinder.  He  was  educated 
at  Paris;  studied  law  ;  but  left  the  law  for  Oriental 
studies  in  1872;  and  in  1877  he  received  the  de- 
gree of  Docteur  a  Lettres,  and  became  assistant 
professor  for  Zend  at  the  Ecole  des  Hautes  Etudes. 
He  succeeded  Ernest  Renan  as  secretary  to  the 
Soci6te  Asiatique  de  Paris  in  1881  ;  and  became 
professor  of  Iranian  languages  and  literature  at 
the  College  de  France  in  1885.  He  was  sent  on  a 
philological  mission  to  India  in  1886;  and  was 
elected  fellow  of  the  Bombay  University  in  the 
following  year.  Among  his  most  noted  works  are, 
Haurvatdt  et  Ameratdt,  Essai  sur  la  Mythologie  de 
L  Avesta  (1875) ;  Ormazd  et  Akriman,  Leurs  Origines 
et  Leur  Histoire(\%']'j} ;  The  Zend  Avesta,  translated 
(3  vols.,  1880,  1883,  1893),  in  the  series  of  the 
Sacred  Books  of  the  East  ;  Etudes  Iraniennes  (1883)  ; 
Essais  Orientaux  (1883) ;  Chants  Populaires  des 
Afghans  (1888-90);  Les  Pr ophites  d' Israel  (1892); 
and  valuable  reports  on  Oriental  studies  to  the 
Asiatic  Society.  He  was  a  brother  of  Arsene 
Darmesteter,  professor  of  history  of  the  French 
language  at  the  Sorbonne,  who  died  in  1888.  In 
the  same  year  James  married  Miss  Mary  A.  F. 
VOL.  VII.— 20  (307) 
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Robinson,  authoress  of  An  Italian  Garden  and  A 
Book  of  Songs. 

"  He  was  a  scholar,"  says  The  Critic,  "  of  lively 
imagination,  which  carried  him,  however,  some 
times  farther  than  other  scholars  in  the  same  field 
were  willing  to  follow ;  the  breadth  of  his  learning 
was  acknowledged  on  every  side ;  he  was  char- 
acterized, furthermore,  by  a  mental  activity  and 
productiveness  which  were  as  remarkable  as  they 
were  indefatigable,  and  by  a  brain  which  was  as 
vigorous  and  creative  as  his  body  was  frail  and 
delicate."  "  In  him,"  says  the  London  Athenceum, 
"  was  realized  the  perfect  ideal  of  scholarship." 

KALI-GHAT. 

Calcutta  owed  its  name  to  a  famous  temple  of  Kali 
— or  Kali-Ghat — situated  two  or  three  miles  away. 
And  Kali-Ghat  in  English  speech  became  Calcutta. 
Kali,  that  is  to  say,  "  She  who  is  black,"  is  one  of  the 
names  of  the  formidable  spouse  of  Siva  :  Mahadiva, 
"  the  Great  Goddess,"  she  of  a  thousand  names  and  a 
thousand  forms,  who  is  adored  alternately  as  the  Su- 
preme Mind  and  the  power  of  creation  anu  destruc- 
tion ;  perpetual  object  of  mystic  adoration,  bloody  and 
obscene.  This  is  how  her  worship  came  to  be  estab- 
lished at  Calcutta  : 

Dakcha  had  married  his  daughter  Parvati   to  Siva. 
But,  elevated   by  Brahma   to   the  rank  of  chief  of  th« 
Parajapatis,  Dakcha  grew  arrogant  and  waxed  in  pride 
He  gave  a  great  sacrifice  and  did  not  invite  Siva.     In 
fact,  he  was  meditating  the  best  way  to  drop — or  a; 
least   keep  in   the  background — this  most  undesirably 
son-in-law,  this  ranger  of  cemeteries,  this  madman  witt 
his  collar  of  skulls,  his  face  smeared  with  human  ashes 
his  cohort  of  ghosts  and   "  spooks."     Meanwhile,  Par 
vati  sees  all  the  gods  and  goddesses  going  by  in  thei 
carriages  and  asks  to  what  party  are  they  all   invited 
Siva  replies,  "  They  are  your  father's  guests.     /  ha  •• 
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nut  been  invited."  Outraged  at  the  slight  on  her  hus- 
band, Parvati  goes  to  the  house  of  festivity,  "has  it 
out  "  with  her  parent,  shakes  the  dust  of  his  palace  off 
her  feet,  and,  finally,  in  order  to  avenge  herself  upon 
the  corporeal  form  which  she  owes  to  her  peccant 
father,  gives  up  the  ghost.  Siva,  inconsolable  for  the 
loss  of  so  good  a  wife,  takes  her  corpse  on  his  shoulders 
and  wanders  up  and  down  the  earth,  which  groans  un- 
der the  weight  of  his  sorrow.  Mankind,  affrighted, 
calls  on  Vishnou  for  protection.  Vishnou  rushes  to  the 
rescue,  flings  high  in  the  air  his  miraculous  disc,  which 
cuts  the  dead  body  of  Parvati  into  two-and-fifty  mor- 
sels. The  two-and-fifty  places  where  the  fragments  fell 
have  since  become  shrines  of  pilgrimage  where  the  pious 
faithful  have  erected  temples.  That  of  Kali-Ghat,  for 
instance,  was  raised  on  the  precise  spot  hallowed  by  the 
second  toe  of  the  left  foot. — From  Lettre  sur  I  hide; 
Translated  by  the  Author's  Widow. 


DARWIN,  CHARLES  ROBERT,  a  celebrated  Eng- 
lish naturalist,  born  February  12,  1809  ;  died  April 
19,  1882.  He  was  the  son  of  Robert  Waring  Dar- 
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tions  of  Plants  and  Animals  Under  Domestication 
(1867),  The  Descent  of  Man  and  Selection  in  Relation 
to  Sex  (1871);  Expression  of  the  Emotions  in  Man 
and  Animals  ( 1 873) ;  Insectivorous  Plants  (1875);  The 
Effects  of  Cross  and  Self-fertilization  in  the  Vegetable 
Kingdom  (1876);  Different  Forms  of  Flowers  in  Plants 
of  the  Same  Species  (1877) ;  Poiver  of  Movement  in 
Plants  (1880) ;  and  The  Formation  of  Vegetable  Mould 
Through  the  Action  of  Worms,  with  Observations  on 
Their  Habits  (\$&\\ 

In  the  Origin  of  Species  Darwin  sets  forth  the  the- 
ory that  the  various  species  of  plants  and  animals 
were  not  separately  created,  but  that  they  are  the 
result  of  the  adaptation  of  parts  to  environment,  and 
to  the  effort  to  maintain  existence  and  propagate 
their  kind.  In  this  " struggle  for  existence"  the 
stronger  species  survive  and  multiply,  the  weaker 
and  more  imperfect  perish,  and  organic  life  rises, 
by  almost  imperceptible  degrees,  to  higher  forms. 
Thus  from  one,  or,  at  most,  from  a  few  low  forms 
of  life,  all  existing  species  have  been  evolved. 

THE    STRUGGLE    FOR    EXISTENCE. 

I  should  promise  that  I  use  this  term  in  a  large  and 
metaphorical  sense,  including  dependence  of  one  being 
on  another,  and  including  (which  is  more  important)  not 
only  the  life  of  the  individual,  but  success  in  leaving 
progeny.  Two  canine  animals,  in  time  of  dearth,  may 
be  truly  said  to  struggle  with  each  other  which  shall  get 
food  and  live.  But  a  plant  on  the  edge  of  a  desert  is 
said  to  struggle  for  life  against  the  drought,  though  more 
properly  it  should  be  said  to  be  dependent  on  the  moist- 
ure. A  plant  which  annually  produces  a  thousand " 
seeds,  of  which  only  one  on  an  average  comes  to  matur- 
ity, may  be  more  truly  said  to  struggle  with  the  plants 
of  the  same  and  other  kinds  which  already  clothe  the 
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ground.  The  mistletoe  is  dependent  on  the  apple  and  a 
few  other  trees,  but  can  only  in  a  far-fetched  sense  be 
said  to  struggle  with  these  trees,  for,  if  too  many  of  these 
parasites  grow  on  the  same  tree,  it  languishes  and  dies. 
But  several  seedling  mistletoes,  growing  close  together 
on  the  same  branch,  may  more  truly  be  said  to  struggle 
with  each  other.  As  the  mistletoe  is  disseminated  by 
birds,  its  existence  depends  on  them  ;  and  it  may  meta- 
phorically be  said  to  struggle  with  other  fruit-bearing 
plants  in  tempting  the  birds  to  devour  and  thus  dissem- 
inate its  seeds.  In  these  several  senses,  which  pass  into 
each  other,  I  use  for  convenience  sake  the  general  term 
of  Struggle  for  Existence. — Origin  of  Species. 

NECTAR-BEARING     FLOWERS     AND     NECTAR-FEEDING     IN- 
SECTS. 

It  may  be  worth  while  to  give  another  and  more  com- 
plex illustration  of  the  action  of  natural  selection.  Cer- 
tain plants  excrete  sweet  juice,  apparently  for  the  sake 
of  eliminating  something  injurious  from  the  sap  :  this 
is  effected,  for  instance,  by  glands  at  the  base  of  the 
stipules  in  some  Leguminosae,  and  at  the  backs  of  the 
leaves  of  the  common  laurel.  This  juice,  though  small 
in  quantity,  is  greedily  sought  by  insects  ;  but  their 
visits  do  not  in  any  way  benefit  the  plant.  Now,  let  us 
suppose  that  the  juice  or  nectar  was  excreted  from  the 
inside  of  the  flowers  of  a  certain  number  of  plants  of 
any  species.  Insects  in  seeking  the  nectar  would  get 
dusted  with  pollen,  and  would  often  transport  it  from 
one  flower  to  another.  The  flowers  of  two  distinct  in- 
dividuals of  the  same  species  would  thus  get  crossed  ; 
and  the  act  of  crossing,  as  can  be  fully  proved,  gives  rise 
to  vigorous  seedlings,  which  consequently  would  have 
the  best  chance  of  flourishing  and  surviving.  The  plants 
which  produced  flowers  with  the  largest  glands  or  nec- 
taries, excreting  most  nectar,  would  oftenest  be  visited 
by  insects,  and  would  be  oftenest  crossed  ;  and  so  in 
the  long  run  would  gain  the  upper  hand  and  form  a 
local  variety.  The  flowers,  also,  which  had  their  stamens 
and  pistils  placed,  in  relation  to  the  size  and  habits  of 
the  particular  insect  which  visited  them,  so  as  to  favor, 
n  any  degree,  the  transportal  of  the  pollen  would  like^ 
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wise  be  favored.  We  might  have  taken  the  case  of  in- 
sects visiting  flowers  for  the  sake  of  collecting  pollen, 
instead  of  nectar ;  and  as  pollen  is  formed  for  the  sole 
purpose  of  fertilization,  its  destruction  appears  to  be  a 
simple  loss  to  the  plant;  yet  if  a  little  pollen  were 
carried,  at  first  occasionally,  and  then  habitually,  by  the 
pollen-devouring  insects  from  flower  to  flower,  and  a 
cross  thus  effected,  although  nine-tenths  of  the  pollen 
were  destroyed,  it  might  still  be  a  great  gain  to  the 
plant  to  be  thus  robbed  ;  and  the  individuals  which  pro- 
duced more  and  more  pollen,  and  had  larger  anthers, 
would  be  selected.  When  our  plant,  by  the  above  proc- 
ess long  continued,  had  been  rendered  highly  attractive 
to  insects,  they  would,  unintentionally  on  their  part, 
regularly  carry  pollen  from  flower  to  flower ;  and  that 
they  do  this  effectually  I  could  easily  show  by  many 
striking  facts.  .  .  . 

Let  us  now  turn  to  the  nectar-feeding  insects ;  we 
may  suppose  the  plant,  of  which  we  have  been  slowly 
increasing  the  nectar  by  continued  selection,  to  be  a 
common  plant ;  and  that  certain  insects  depend  in 
main  part  on  its  nectar  for  food.  I  could  give  many 
facts  showing  how  anxious  bees  are  to  save  time  :  for 
instance,  their  habit  of  cutting  holes  and  sucking  the 
nectar  at  the  bases  of  certain  flowers,  which,  with  a 
very  little  more  trouble,  they  can  enter  by  the  mouth. 
Bearing  such  facts  in  mind,  it  may  be  believed  that  under 
certain  circumstances  individual  differences  in  the  cur- 
vature or  length  of  the  proboscis,  etc.,  too  slight  to  be 
appreciated  by  us,  might  profit  a  bee  or  other  insect,  so 
that  certain  individuals  would  be  able  to  obtain  their 
food  more  quickly  than  others  ;  and  thus  the  communi- 
ties to  which  they  belonged  would  flourish  and  throw  off 
many  swarms  inheriting  the  same  peculiarities.  The 
tubes  of  the  corolla  of  the  common  red  and  incarnate 
clovers  \Trif olium pratense  and  incarnatuni)  do  not,  on  a 
hasty  glance,  appear  to  differ  in  length  ;  yet  the  hive-bee 
pan  easily  suck  the  nectar  out  of  the  incarnate  clover, 
Dut  not  out  of  the  common  red  clover,  which  is  visited  by 
lumble-bees  alone  ;  so  that  whole  fields  of  the  red  clover 
offer  in  vain  an  abundant  supply  of  precious  nectar  to 
he  hive-bee.  That  this  nectar  is  much  liked  by  the 
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hive-bee  is  certain  ;  for  I  have  repeatedly  seen,  but  only 
in  autumn,  many  hive-bees  sucking  the  flowers  through 
holes  bitten  in  the  base  of  the  tube  by  humble-bees. 
The  difference  in  the  length  of  the  corolla  in  the  two 
kinds  of  clover  which  determines  the  visits  of  the  hive- 
bee  must  be  very  trifling ;  for  I  have  been  assured  that 
when  red  clover  has  been  mown  the  flowers  of  the  sec- 
ond crop  are  somewhat  smaller,  and  that  these  are  visited 
by  many  hive-bees. 

I  do  not  know  whether  this  statement  is  accurate  ; 
nor  whether  another  published  statement  can  be  trusted  ; 
namely,  that  the  Ligurian  bee,  which  is  generally  con- 
sidered a  mere  variety  of  the  common  hive-bee,  and 
which  freely  crosses  with  it,  is  able  to  reach  and  suck 
the  nectar  of  the  red  clover.  Thus,  in  a  country  where 
this  kind  of  clover  abounded,  it  might  be  a  great  ad- 
vantage to  the  hive-bee  to  have  a  slightly  longer  or 
differently  constructed  proboscis.  On  the  other  hand, 
as  the  fertility  of  this  clover  absolutely  depends  on  bees 
visiting  the  flowers,  if  humble-bees  were  to  become 
rare  in  any  country,  it  might  be  a  great  advantage  to 
the  plant  to  have  a  shorter  or  more  deeply  divided 
corolla,  so  that  the  hive-bees  should  be  enabled  to  suck 
its  flowers.  Thus  I  can  understand  how  a  flower  and  a 
bee  might  slowly  become,  either  simultaneously  or  one 
after  the  other,  modified  and  adapted  to  each  other  in 
the  most  perfect  manner,  by  the  continued  preservation 
of  all  the  individuals  which  presented  slight  deviations 
of  structure  mutually  favorable  to  each  other. 

I  am  well  aware  that  this  doctrine  of  natural  selec- 
tion, exemplified  in  the  above  imaginary  instances,  is 
open  to  the  same  objections  which  were  first  urged 
against  Sir  Charles  Lyell's  noble  views  on  "  the  modern 
changes  of  the  earth,  as  illustrative  of  geology  "  ;  but 
we  now  seldom  hear  the  agencies  which  we  see  still  at 
work  spoken  of  as  trifling  or  insignificant,  when  used  in 
explaining  the  excavation  of  the  deepest  valleys  or  the 
formation  of  long  lines  of  inland  cliffs.  Natural  selec- 
tion acts  only  by  the  preservation  and  accumulation  of 
small  inherited  modifications,  each  profitable  to  the 
preserved  being  ;  and  as  modern  geology  has  almost 
banished  such  views  as  the  excavation  of  a  great  valley 
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by  a  single  diluvial  wave,  so  will  natural  selection  ban- 
ish the  belief  of  the  continued  creation  of  new  organic 
beings,  or  of  any  great  and  sudden  modification  in  their 
structure. — Origin  of  Species. 

LIMITS   OF    THE    THEORY    OF    NATURAL    SELECTION. 

In  considering  how  far  the  theory  of  natural  selection 
may  be  extended — that  is,  in  determining  from  how 
many  progenitors  the  inhabitants  of  the  world  have  de- 
scended— we  may  conclude  that  at  least  all  the  mem- 
bers of  the  same  class  have  descended  from  a  single 
ancestor.  A  number  of  organic  beings  are  included 
in  the  same  class  because  they  present,  independently 
of  their  habits  of  life,  the  same  fundamental  type  of 
structure,  and  because  they  graduate  into  each  other. 
Moreover,  members  of  the  same  class  can  in  most  cases 
be  shown  to  be  closely  alike  at  an  early  embryonic  age. 
These  facts  can  be  explained  on  the  belief  of  their  de- 
scent from  a  common  form  ;  therefore,  it  may  be  safely 
admitted  that  all  the  members  of  the  same  class  are  de- 
scended from  one  progenitor.  But  as  the  members  of 
quite  distinct  classes  have  something  in  common  in 
structure,  and  much  in  common  in  constitution,  analogy 
would  lead  us  one  step  farther,  and  to  infer  as  probable 
that  all  living  creatures  are  descended  from  a  single 
prototype. —  Variation  of  Animals  and  Plants  under  Do- 
mestication. 

COMPLEX    EMOTIONS   COMMON    TO   MAN    AND    ANIMALS. 

Most  of  the  complex  emotions  are  common  to  the 
higher  animals  and  ourselves.  Everyone  has  seen  how 
jealous  a  dog  is  of  his  master's  affection,  if  lavished  on 
any  other  creature  ;  and  I  observed  the  same  fact  with 
monkeys.  This  shows  that  animals  not  only  love,  but 
have  desire  to  be  loved.  Animals  manifestly  feel  emu- 
lation. They  love  approbation  or  praise  ;  and  the  dog 
carrying  a  basket  for  his  master  exhibits  in  a  high  de- 
gree self-complacency  or  pride.  There  can,  I  think,  be 
no  doubt  that  a  dog  feels  shame,  as  distinct  from  fear, 
and  something  very  like  modesty  when  begging  too 
often  for  food.  A  great  dog  scorns  the  snarling  ef  a 
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little  dog,  and  this  maybe  called  magnanimity.  Several 
observers  have  stated  that  monkeys  certainly  dislike 
being  laughed  at ;  and  they  sometimes  invent  imaginary 
offences.  In  the  Zoological  Gardens  I  saw  a  baboon 
who  always  got  into  a  furious  rage  when  his  keeper 
took  out  a  letter  or  book  and  read  it  aloud  to  him :  and 
his  rage  was  so  violent  that,  as  I  witnessed  on  one  oc- 
casion, he  bit  his  own  leg  till  the  blood  flowed.  Dogs 
show  what  may  be  fairly  called  a  sense  of  humor,  as 
distinct  from  mere  play  :  if  a  bit  of  stick  or  other  such 
object  be  thrown  to  one,  he  will  often  carry  it  away  for 
a  short  distance  ;  and  then,  squatting  down  with  it  on 
the  ground  close  before  him,  will  wait  until  his  master 
comes  quite  close,  to  take  it  away.  The  dog  will  then 
seize  it  and  rush  away  in  triumph,  repeating  the  same 
manoeuvre,  and  evidently  enjoying  the  practical  joke. 

We  will  now  turn  to  the  more  intellectual  emotions 
and  faculties,  which  are  very  important  as  forming  the 
basis  for  the  development  of  the  higher  mental  powers. 
Animals  manifestly  enjoy  excitement,  and  suffer  from 
ennui,  as  may  be  seen  with  dogs,  and,  according  to 
Rengger,  with  monkeys.  All  animals  feel  wonder,  and 
many  exhibit  curiosity.  They  sometimes  suffer  from 
this  latter  quality,  as  when  the  hunter  plays  antics  and 
thus  attracts  them  ;  I  have  witnessed  this  with  deer,  and 
so  it  is  with  the  wary  chamois,  and  some  kinds  of  wild 
ducks.  Brehm  gives  a  curious  account  of  the  instinct- 
ive dread  which  his  monkeys  exhibited  for  snakes  ;  but 
their  curiosity  was  so  great  that  they  could  not  desist 
from  occasionally  satiating  their  horror  in  a  most  human 
fashion,  by  lifting  up  the  lid  of  the  box  in  which  the 
snakes  were  kept.  I  was  so  much  surprised  at  his  ac- 
count that  I  took  a  stuffed  and  coiled-up  snake  into  the 
monkey-house  at  the  Zoological  Gardens,  and  the  ex- 
citement thus  caused  was  one  of  the  most  curious 
spectacles  which  I  ever  beheld.  Three  species  of  Cer- 
copithecus  were  the  most  alarmed  ;  they  dashed  about 
their  cages,  and  uttered  sharp  signal-cries  of  danger, 
which  were  understood  by  the  other  monkeys.  A  few 
young  monkeys  and  one  old  Anubis  baboon,  alone, 
took  no  notice  of  the  snake.  I  then  placed  the  stuffed 
specimen  on  the  ground  in  one  of  the  larger  com- 
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partments.  After  a  time  all  the  monkeys  collected 
around  it  in  a  large  circle,  and,  staring  intently,  pre- 
sented a  most  ludicrous  appearance.  They  became 
extremely  nervous  ;  so  that  when  a  wooden  ball  with 
which  they  were  familiar  as  a  plaything  was  acci- 
dentally moved  in  the  straw,  under  which  it  was  partly 
hidden,  they  all  instantly  started  away.  These  mon- 
keys behaved  very  differently  when  a  dead  fish,  a 
mouse,  a  living  turtle,  and  other  new  objects  were 
placed  in  the  cages  ;  for,  though  at  first  frightened,  they 
soon  approached,  handled,  and  examined  them.  I  then 
placed  a  live  snake  in  a  paper  bag,  with  the  mouth 
loosely  closed,  in  one  of  the  larger  compartments. 
One  of  the  monkeys  immediately  approached,  cautiously 
opened  the  bag  a  little,  peeped  in,  and  instantly  dashed 
away.  Then  I  witnessed  what  Brehm  has  described, 
for  monkey  after  monkey,  with  head  raised  high  and 
turned  on  one  side,  could  not  resist  taking  a  momen- 
tary peep  into  the  upright  bag,  at  the  dreadful  object 
lying  quietly  at  the  bottom. —  The  Descent  of  Man. 

THE    KELP. 

There  is  one  marine  production  which,  from  its  im- 
portance, is  worthy  of  a  particular  history.  It  is  the 
kelp,  or  Macrocystis  pyrifera.  This  plant  grows  on 
every  rock  from  low-water  mark  to  a  great  depth,  both 
on  the  outer  coast  and  within  the  channels.  I  believe, 
during  the  voyages  of  the  Adventure  and  Beagle,  not 
one  rock  near  the  surface  was  discovered  which  was 
not  buoyed  by  this  floating  weed.  The  good  service  it 
thus  affords  to  vessels  navigating  near  this  stormy  land 
is  evident ;  and  it  certainly  has  saved  many  a  one  from 
being  wrecked.  I  know  few  things  more  surprising 
than  to  see  this  plant  growing  and  flourishing  amidst 
those  great  breakers  of  the  Western  Ocean,  which  no 
mass  of  rock,  let  it  be  ever  so  hard,  can  long  resist. 
The  stem  is  round,  slimy,  and  smooth,  and  seldom  has 
a  diameter  of  so  much  as  an  inch.  A  few  taken  to- 
gether are  sufficiently  strong  to  support  the  weight  of 
the  large,  loose  stones  to  which,  in  the  inland  channels, 
they  grow  attached  ;  and  yet  some  of  these  stones  were 
so  heavy  that,  when  drawn  to  the  surface,  they  could 
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scarcely  be  lifted  into  a  boat  by  one  person.  The  beds 
of  this  sea-weed,  even  when  not  of  great  breadth,  make 
excellent  natural  floating  breakwaters.  It  is  quite 
curious  to  see,  in  an  exposed  harbor,  how  soon  the 
waves  from  the  open  sea,  as  they  travel  through  the 
straggling  stems,  sink  in  height,  and  pass  into  smooth 
water. 

The  number  of  living  creatures  of  all  orders  whose 
existence  intimately  depends  on  the  kelp  is  wonderful. 
A  great  volume  might  be  written  describing  the  inhab- 
itants of  one  of  these  beds  of  sea-weed.  Almost  all  the 
leaves,  excepting  those  that  float  on  the  surface,  are  so 
thickly  incrusted  with  corallines  as  to  be  of  a  white 
color.  We  find  exquisitely  delicate  structures,  some 
inhabited  by  simple  and  hydra-like  polypi,  others  by 
more  organized  kinds,  and  beautiful  compound  Acidise. 
On  the  leaves,  also,  various  patelliform  shells,  Trochi, 
uncovered  molluscs,  and  some  bivalves  are  attached. 
Innumerable  Crustacea  frequent  every  part  of  the  plant. 
On  shaking  the  great,  entangled  roots,  a  pile  of  small 
fish,  shells,  cuttle-fish,  crabs  of  all  orders,  sea  eggs, 
star-fish,  beautiful  Holuthuriae,  Planariae,  and  crawling, 
nereidous  animals  of  a  multitude  of  forms,  all  fall  out 
together.  Often  as  I  recurred  to  a  branch  of  the  kelp, 
I  never  failed  to  discover  animals  of  new  and  curious 
structures.  In  Chiloe,  where  the  kelp  does  not  thrive 
very  well,  the  numerous  shells,  corallines,  and  Crustacea 
are  absent ;  but  there  yet  remains  a  few  of  the  Flus- 
traceae,  and  some  compound  Acidiae  ;  the  latter,  how- 
ever, are  of  different  species  from  those  in  Terra  del 
Fuego  ;  we  here  see  the  fucus  possessing  a  wider  range 
than  the  animals  which  use  it  as  an  abode.  I  can  only 
compare  these  great  aquatic  forests  of  the  Southern 
Hemisphere  with  the  terrestrial  ones  in  the  inter-trop- 
ical regions.  Yet  if  in  any  country  a  forest  were  de- 
stroyed, I  do  not  believe  nearly  so  many  species  of 
animals  would  perish  as  would  here  from  the  destruction 
of  the  kelp.  Amidst  the  leaves  of  this  plant  many 
species  of  fish  live  which  nowhere  else  could  find  food 
or  shelter  ;  with  their  destruction  the  many  cormorants 
and  other  fishing  birds,  the  otters,  seals,  and  porpoises, 
would  soon  perish,  also  ;  and  lastly,  the  Fuegian  savage, 
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the  miserable  lord  of  this  miserable  land,  would  re- 
double his  cannibal  feast,  decrease  in  numbers,  and 
perhaps  cease  to  exist. — Journal  of  Researches  Into  the 
Natural  History  and  Geology,  etc. 

UTILITARIANISM    NOT    THE    SOLE    MOTIVE    IN    NATURAL 
SELECTION. 

I  willingly  admit  that  a  great  number  of  male  animals 
— as  all  our  most  gorgeous  birds,  some  fishes,  reptiles 
and  mammals,  and  a  host  of  magnificently  colored  but- 
terflies— have  been  rendered  beautiful  for  beauty's 
sake  ;  but  this  has  been  effected  through  sexual  selec- 
tion ;  that  is,  by  the  more  beautiful  males  having  been 
continually  preferred  by  the  females,  and  not  for  the 
delight  of  man.  So  it  is  with  the  music  of  birds.  We 
only  infer  from  all  this  that  a  nearly  similar  taste  for 
beautiful  colors  and  for  musical  sounds  runs  through  a 
large  part  of  the  animal  kingdom. — Origin  of  Species. 


DARWIN,  ERASMUS,  an  English  physician  and 
poet,  born  at  Elston,  Nottingham,  December  12, 
1731  ;  died  at  Derby,  April  18,  1802.  After  several 
years  spent  at  Exeter  School,  he  entered  St.  John's 
College,  Cambridge,  where  he  won  the  Exeter 
Scholarship.  Having  completed  his  medical 
course  at  Edinburgh,  he  married,  settled  in  Lich- 
field,  and  established  a  large  practice.  On  the 
death  of  his  wife  in  1770,  he  seems  to  have  begun 
his  botanical  and  poetical  studies.  While  at  Cam- 
bridge he  had  written  poetry,  one  poem  on  the 
Death  of  Prince  Frederick,  written  then,  being 
published  more  than  forty  years  afterward.  In 
1781  appeared  The  Economy  of  Vegetation,  being 
the  first  part  of  his  Botanic  Garden,  a  poem  in 
heroic  verse  in  honor  of  the  Linnasan  system  of 
Botany.  In  the  same  year  Darwin  married  again, 
and  removed  to  Derby.  His  poem  was  highly 
popular,  and  in  1789  he  published  the  second  part, 
entitled  The  Loves  of  the  Plants.  A  third  part  ap- 
peared in  1792.  Darwin  next  published  Zoonomia, 
jr  the  Laws  of  Organic  Life  ( 1 794-96),  "  an  endeavor 
to  reduce  the  facts  belonging  to  animal  life  into 
classes,  orders,  genera,  and  species;  and,  by  com- 
paring them  with  each  other,  to  unravel  the  theory 
of  diseases."  Phytologia,  or  the  Philosophy  of  Agri- 
culture and  Gardening,  was  published  in  1800. 
Darwin's  last  publication  was  a  treatise  on  Female 
Education.  TJie  Temple  of  Nature,  or  the  Origin  of 
(320) 
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Society,  a  Poem,  with  Philosophical  Notes,  was  pub- 
lished after  his  death.  He  died  suddenly  of  an 
attack  of  gout.  He  had,  nevertheless,  been  a  re- 
markably temperate  man. 

THE    GODDESS   OF    BOTANY. 

"Winds  of  the  north  !  restrain  your  icy  gales, 

Nor  chill  the  bosom  of  the  happy  vales  ! 

Hence  in  dark  heaps,  ye  gathering  clouds,  revolve  ! 

Disperse,  ye  lightnings,  and  ye  mists,  dissolve  ! 

Hither,  emerging  from  yon  orient  skies, 

Botanic  Goddess  from  thy  radiant  eyes ; 

O'er  these  soft  scenes  assume  thy  gentle  reign, 

Pomona,  Ceres,  Flora,  in  thy  train  ; 

O'er  the  still  dawn  thy  placid  smile  effuse, 

And  with  thy  silver  sandals  print  the  dews; 

In  noon's  bright  blaze  thy  vermeil  vest  unfold, 

And  wave  thy  emerald  banner  starred  with  gold." 

Thus  spoke  the  Genius  as  he  stepped  along, 
And  bade  these  lawns  to  peace  and  truth  belong; 
Down  the  steep  slopes  he  led,  with  modest  skill, 
The  willing  pathway  and  the  truant  rill  ; 
Stretched  o'er  the  marshy  vale  yon  willowy  mound, 
Where  shines  the  lake  amid  the  tufted  ground  ; 
Raised  the  young  woodland,  smoothed  the  wavy  green, 
And  gave  to  beauty  all  the  quiet  scene. 

She  comes!  the  goddess  !  through  the  whispering  air, 
Bright  as  the  morn  descends  her  blushing  car  ; 
Each  circling  wheel  a  wreath  of  flowers  entwines, 
And,  gemmed  with  flowers,  the  silken  harness  shines  ; 
The  golden  bits  with  flowery  studs  are  decked, 
And  knots  of  flowers  the  crimson  reins  connect. 
And  now  on  earth  the  silver  axle  rings, 
And  the  shell  sinks  upon  its  slender  springs  ; 
Light  from  her  airy  seat  the  goddess  bounds, 
And  steps  celestial  press  the  pansied  grounds. 
Fair  Spring,  advancing,  calls  her  feathered  quire, 
And  tunes  to  softer  notes  her  laughing  lyre  ; 
Bids  her  gay  hours  on  purple  pinions  move, 
And  arms  her  zephyrs  with  the  shafts  of  love. 

—  The  Botanic  Garden 
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DEATH    OF    ELIZA,    AT    THE    BATTLE    OF    MINDEN, 

Now  stood  Eliza  on  the  wood-crowned  height, 

O'er  Minden's  plain,  spectatress  of  the  fight ; 

Sought  with  bold  eye  amid  the  bloody  strife 

Her  dearer  self,  the  partner  of  her  life  ; 

From  hill  to  hill  the  rushing  host  pursued, 

And  viewed  his  banner,  or  believed  she  viewed. 

Pleased  with  the  distant  roar,  with  quicker  tread, 

Fast  by  his  hand,  one  lisping  boy  she  led  ; 

And  one  fair  girl  amid  the  loud  alarm 

Slept  on  her  kerchief,  cradled  by  her  arm  ; 

.While  round  her  brows  bright  beams  of  Honor  dart, 

And  Love's  warm  eddies  circle  round  her  heart. 

Near  and  more  near  the  intrepid  beauty  pressed, 

Saw  through  the  driving  smoke  his  dancing  crest  ; 

Saw  on  his  helm  her  virgin  hands  inwove 

Bright  stars  of  gold,  and  mystic  knots  of  love  ; 

Heard  the  exulting  shout,  "  They  run  !  they  run  !  " 

"  Great  God  ! "  she  cried,  "  he's  safe  !  the  battle's  won  ! " 

A  ball  now  hisses  through  the  airy  tides — 
Some  fury  winged  it,  and  some  demon  guides  ! — 
Parts  the  fine  locks  her  graceful  head  that  deck, 
Wounds  her  fair  ear,  and  sinks  into  her  neck  ; 
The  red  stream,  issuing  from  her  azure  veins, 
Dyes  her  white  veil,  her  ivory  bosom  stains. 
"  Ah  me  ! "  she  cried,  and  sinking  on  the  ground, 
Kissed  her  dear  babes,  regardless  of  the  wound  ; 
"  O  cease  not  yet  to  beat,  thou  vital  urn ! 
Wait,  gushing  life,  O  wait  my  love's  return  ! " 
Hoarse  barks  the  wolf,  the  vulture  screams  from  far ! 
The  angel  Pity  shuns  the  walks  of  war  ! 
"  O  spare,  ye  war-hounds,  spare  their  tender  age  ; 
On  me,  on  me,"  she  cried,  "  exhaust  your  rage  !  " 
Then  with  weak  arms  her  weeping  babes  caressed, 
And,  sighing,  hid  them  in  her  blood-stained  vest. 

From  tent  to  tent  the  impatient  warrior  flies, 
Fear  in  his  heart,  and  frenzy  in  his  eyes  : 
Eliza's  name  along  the  camp  he  calls, 
"  Eliza  !  "  echoes  through  the  canvas  walls  ; 
Quick    through   the   murmuring    gloom   his   footsteps 
tread, 
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O'er  groaning  heaps,  the  dying  and  the  dead, 
Vault  o'er  the  plain,  and  in  the  tangled  wood, 
Lo  !  dead  Eliza  weltering  in  her  blood  ! 
Soon  hears  his  listening  son  the  welcome  sounds  : 
With  open  arms  and  sparkling  eye  he  bounds  : 
"  Speak  low,"  he  cries,  and  gives  his  little  hand, 
"  Mamma's  asleep  upon  the  dew-cold  sand  ;  " 
Poor,  weeping  babe,  with  bloody  fingers  pressed, 
And  tried  with  pouting  lips  her  milkless  breast  ; 
"  Alas  !  we  both  with  cold  and  hunger  quake — 
Why  do  you  weep; — Mamma  will  soon  awake." 
"  She'll  wake  no  more  ! "  the  hapless  mourner  cried, 
Upturned  his  eyes,  and  clasped  his  hands,  and  sighed  ; 
Stretched  on  the  ground,  awhile  entranced  he  lay, 
And  pressed  warm  kisses  on  the  lifeless  clay  ; 
And  then  upsprung  with  wild,  convulsive  start, 
And  all  the  father  kindled  in  his  heart ; 
"  O  heavens  !  "  he  cried,  "  my  first  rash  vow  forgive  ; 
These  bind  to  earth,  for  these  I  pray  to  live  !  " 
Round  his  chill  babes  he  wrapped  his  crimson  vest', 
And  clasped  them  sobbing  to  his  aching  breast. 

—  The  Loves  of  the  Plants. 

THE    STARS. 

Roll  on,  ye  stars,  exult  in  youthful  prime, 

Mark  with  bright  curves  the  printless  steps  of  time  : 

Near  and  more  near  your  beamy  cars  approach, 

And  lessening  orbs  on  lessening  orbs  encroach  ; 

Flowers  of  the  sky  !  ye,  too,  to  age  must  yield, 

Frail  as  your  silken  sisters  of  the  field  ! 

Star  after  star  from  heaven's  high  arch  shall  rush, 

Suns  sink  on  suns,  and  systems  systems  crush, 

Headlong,  extinct,  to  one  dark  centre  fall, 

And  death,  and  night,  and  chaos  mingle  all  ! 

Till  o'er  the  wreck,  emerging  from  the  storm, 

Immortal  nature  lifts  her  changeful  form, 

Mounts  from  her  funeral  pyre  on  wings  of  flame, 

And  soars  and  shines,  another  and  the  same  ! 

•—The  Loves  of  the  Plants. 
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DAUDET,  ALPHONSE,  a  French  novelist,  born 
at  Nimes,  May  13,  1840;  died  in  Paris,  December 
1 6,  1897.  He  was  sent  to  the  lyceum  at  Lyons, 
and  was  early  employed  as  an  usher  in  a  school  at 
Alais.  In  1857  ne  went  to  Paris,  taking  with  him 
a  volume  of  poetry,  Les  Amotireuses,  which  was 
published  in  1858,  and  led  to  his  employment  by 
Figaro  and  other  newspapers.  From  1861  to  1865, 
he  was  private  secretary  to  the  Due  de  Morny. 
During  this  time  he  published  a  poem,  La  Double 
Conversion  (1861),  and  Le  Roman  du  Chaperon  Rouge 
(1863),  a  collection  of  articles  previously  contrib- 
uted to  Figaro.  He  also  wrote,  with  M.  Ernest 
Lepine,  two  successful  dramas,  La  Derntire  Idole, 
and  LCEillet  Blanc.  Three  later  pieces,  L'Arte- 
sienne,  Le  Sacrifice,  and  Lise  Tavernier  (1872),  were 
unsuccessful  on  the  stage,  and,  disgusted  with  their 
fate,  Daudet,  who  had  intended  to  make  a  comedy 
of  Fromont  Jeune  et  Risler  Aine",  turned  it  into  a 
novel.  His  success  was  already  assured  by  Le 
Petit  Chose,  Tar  tar  in  de  Tarascon,  Les  Femmes  d' Ar- 
tistes, Lettres  de  Mon  Moulin,  and  Jack,  the  last- 
named  novel  being  published  in  1873.  Fromont 
Jeune  et  Risler  Aine"  appeared  in  1874,  and  was 
crowned  the  next  year  by  the  French  Academy. 
It  brought  its  author  both  fame  and  money.  This 
novel  was  succeeded  by  Les  Contes  Choisis  (1877), 
C324) 
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Le  Nabab,  Mceurs  Parisicnnes  (1879),  Cauteries  du 
Lundi,  Robert  Helmont,  Les  Rois  en  Exil  (1879), 
Numa  Roumestan  ( 1 880),  L  Evangelist  e  (1882),  Sappho 
(1884),  Trent  e  Ans  de  Paris  (1887),  LImmortel 
(1888),  Souvenirs  dun  Homme  de  Lettres  (1888),  Porte 
Tarascon  (1890),  La  Petit  Paroisse  (1895). 

THE    DOLOBELLES. 

Lame  from  her  infancy,  in  consequence  of  an  accident 
that  had  in  no  way  lessened  the  beauty  of  her  refined 
face,  De"siree  had  acquired,  in  consequence  of  her  en- 
forced immobility,  a  certain  high-bred  pallor,  and  her  in- 
dustry was  of  such  a  nature  that  the  natural  beauty  of 
her  white  hands  was  uninjured.  Her  beautiful  hair  was 
always  carefully  arranged  ;  and  she  passed  her  days 
buried  in  a  large  arm-chair,  before  a  table  that  was 
covered  with  fashion-plates  and  birds  of  all  tints,  find- 
ing some  compensation  in  the  elegance  of  her  employ- 
ment for  the  poverty  and  anxiety  of  her  life.  She  knew 
that  all  these  little  wings  would  glitter  at  Parisian  fetes, 
and,  by  the  fashion  in  which  she  would  arrange  her 
birds  and  her  beetles,  it  was  easy  to  divine  her  thoughts. 
On  her  sad  and  weary  days  the  wings  were  widely 
spread,  as  if  eager  for  a  flight,  fast  and  furious  enough 
to  bear  the  little  creature  far  away  from  this  poor  abode 
and  petty  cares  and  trials.  At  other  times,  when  she 
was  happy,  she  looked  radiant,  like  a  very  caprice  of 
fashion. 

Happy  or  unhappy,  De"siree  toiled  on  with  unflagging 
energy  :  from  sunrise  until  far  into  the  night  the  table 
was  piled  with  work.  When  daylight  was  gone,  and 
the  bell  of  the  factory  sounded  its  dismissal,  Madame 
Dolobelle  lighted  her  lamp,  and,  after  a  light  repast,  the 
two  resumed  their  labors. 

The  indefatigable  women  had  but  one  aim — one  fixed 
idea  in  life — and  this  was  the  dramatic  success  of 
Dolobelle.  From  the  unfortunate  day  that  he  had  left 
a  provincial  theatre,  to  play  comedy  in  Paris,  Dolobelle 
had  expected  some  manager,  cleverer  and  less  ignorant 
than  others,  to  discover  his  genius  and  offer  him  a  posi- 
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tion  worthy  of  his  talents.  Perhaps,  in  the  beginning, 
Dolobelle  might  have  found  some  employment  in  a  third- 
rate  theatre,  but  to  such  an  idea  he  would  not  conde- 
scend to  listen.  He  preferred,  he  said,  "  to  wait  and 
to  struggle  !  "  And  shall  we  show  our  readers  how  he 
struggled  ?  He  passed  his  mornings  in  his  chamber — 
often  in  his  bed — rehearsing  his  former  rfiles,  and  his 
wife  and  daughter  shuddered  with  terror  as  they  heard 
some  tragic  speech  loudly  declaimed.  After  a  late 
breakfast  the  actor  sallied  forth,  well  brushed  and  per- 
fumed, and  wandered  up  and  down  the  boulevards  until 
night,  his  hat  a  little  on  one  side,  and  a  toothpick  be- 
tween his  lips.  The  matter  of  costume  he  regarded  as 
of  the  highest  importance.  What  manager,  he  asked, 
would  engage  him  were  he  shabbily  dressed  and  un- 
shaven ?  So  his  womenkind  watched  carefully  that  he 
lacked  nothing,  and  you  may  imagine  how  many  beetles 
and  humming-birds  they  mounted  daily  to  keep  him  in 
this  resplendent  condition. 

But  the  comedian  thought  it  all  right.  In  his  opinion 
the  privations  and  toil  of  his  wife  and  daughter  were 
so  many  sacrifices,  not  made  for  him,  but  laid  on  the 
altar  of  the  unknown  divinity,  the  coming  manager. 

Between  the  Dolobelle  household  and  the  Chebe 
there  was  a  certain  similarity  of  position,  but  it  was 
brighter  and  gayer  with  the  Dolobelles,  for  their  hopes 
and  faith  opened  to  them  a  possible  future,  while  the 
Chebes  knew  that  for  them  there  could  be  no  ameliora- 
tion of  their  lot ;  then,  Madame  Chebe  no  longer  be- 
lieved in  her  husband,  while  her  neighbor  had  never 
doubted  hers.  And  yet  for  years  and  years  Dolobelle 
had  interviewed  all  the  dramatists  of  the  great  city,  had 
waited  on  one  manager  after  another,  but  had  never 
succeeded  in  obtaining  an  engagement  A  friend  had 
succeeded  in  procuring  his  appointment  as  steward  of  a 
fashionable  club,  where  good  manners  are  an  essential — 
and  Heaven  knows  the  actor  had  those  ;  but  all  such 
propositions  Dolobelle  received  with  an  heroic  denial. 
"  I  have  no  right  to  bid  farewell  to  the  theatre,"  said 
the  great  man. 

From  the  lips  of  this  poor  fellow,  whose  feet  had  not 
trod  the  boards  for  many  a  long  year,  such  words  were 
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Irresistibly  comic  ;  but,  after  a  glance  at  the  pale  wife 
and  paler  daughter,  one  lost  all  desire  to  smile  ;  and  to 
hear  one  or  the  other  say,  as  they  twisted  the  steel  wire 
of  their  birds,  "  No,  no,  M.  Dolobelle  has  no  right  to 
relinquish  the  theatre,"  was  enough  to  bring  tears  to 
one's  eyes. 

Happy  man  !  idolized  in  his  own  home,  saluted  re- 
spectfully by  the  neighbors  when  he  appeared  in  the 
street — for  Parisians  have  an  extraordinary  predilection 
for  the  theatre,  and  a  great  regard  for  anyone,  however 
remotely,  connected  with  it.  And  yet  this  great  man 
contentedly  went  every  Saturday  evening  to  a  milliner 
in  La  Rue  Saint-Denis,  a  huge  paper  box  under  his  arm, 
to  carry  home  the  work  of  his  wife  and  daughter.  Even 
in  executing  this  commission  his  manners  and  costume 
were  so  irreproachable  that  the  young  lady  whose  duty 
it  was  to  receive  him  found  it  extremely  embarrassing 
to  hand  him  the  week's  wages  so  laboriously  earned  and 
so  small  in  amount.  On  these  evenings  the  actor  did 
not  dine  at  home  ;  the  ladies  never  looked  for  him  ;  his 
excuse  was  always  ready  :  he  had  met  an  old  friend  and 
invited  him  to  dinner.  He  brought  home  the  remainder 
of  the  money,  to  be  sure  ;  and  sometimes  a  bouquet  to 
D6siree,  or  a  little  gift  to  his  wife.  "  A  mere  nothing," 
he  said,  loftily. 

Thus  you  understand  how,  notwithstanding  the  in- 
dustry and  the  courage  of  these  two  women,  and  the 
fact  that  their  labors  were  comparatively  lucrative, 
they  were  often  cramped  for  money,  particularly  at  cer- 
tain seasons  of  the  year,  when  the  gay  world  had  left 
Paris,  and  their  particular  branch  of  industry  languished. 

Fortunately  Risler  was  near  at  hand,  and  always  ready 
to  serve  his  friends.  William  Risler,  the  third  tenant 
on  that  floor,  resided  there  with  his  younger  brother 
Franz,  younger  by  fifteen  years  than  himself.  The  two 
were  natives  of  Switzerland,  and  their  tall,  manly  forms 
and  fresh  complexions  seemed  to  lend  some  of  their  own 
vitality  to  the  dark  and  dreary  house.  The  elder  was 
designer  to  the  Fromont  manufactory,  and  paid  his 
brother's  expenses  at  college.  When  William  first  ar- 
rived in  Paris,  a  stranger,  and  ignorant  of  the  ways  of 
cities,  he  gladly  availed  himself  of  the  kind  offers  of 
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assistance  made  to  him  by  his  new  neighbors,  Madame 
Chebe  and  the  Dolobelles.  They  gave  him  advice  and 
recommended  their  own  tradespeople,  and  altogether 
were  invaluable  to  him.  In  a  few  months  they  all  be- 
came one  family.  .  .  . 

In  each  one  of  these  three  humble  homes  Sidonie 
Chebe  was  always  welcome  and  equally  at  ease.  At 
any  hour  of  the  day  she  would  rush  into  the  Dolobelles' 
room,  perch  herself  on  the  arm  of  Desiree's  chair,  and 
watch  the  rapid  movements  of  the  pale  girl's  fingers. 
When  tired  of  this,  the  child  would  pounce  on  some 
discarded  beetle — one  which  had  lost  a  wing  on  its  long 
voyage,  or  a  humming-bird  whose  feathers  were  hope- 
lessly damaged  ;  such  being  always  preserved  for  her 
use.  Already  more  coquettish  than  pla>yful,  the  little 
girl  would  arrange  them  in  her  clustering  curls,  while 
Desirde  and  her  mother  smiled  to  see  her  standing  on 
tiptoe  before  the  old,  tarnished  mirror. 

When  she  had  studied  herself  sufficiently,  Sidonie, 
craving  more  admiration,  would  gravely  go  and  knock 
at  the  Rislers'  door.  During  the  day  only  Franz  was 
there,  busy  over  his  books  at  his  table  by  the  window. 
Sidonie,  holding  her  head  very  stiffly,  lest  her  tiara 
should  be  disarranged,  appeared  on  the  threshold.  Fare- 
well to  study  !  Everything  must  be  abandoned  to  do 
honor  to  this  princess  from  fairy-land  who  came,  crowned 
with  shining  jewels,  to  pay  him  a  visit.  It  was  droll 
enough  to  see  this  tall,  overgrown  youth  absorbed  by 
this  eight-year-old  girl,  yielding  to  her  caprices  and 
whims  ;  so  that  later,  when  he  became  madly  in  love 
with  her,  no  one  could  fix  the  date  when  his  passion 
had  begun. — Fromont  Jeune  et  Risler  AinJ. 

ZIZI    TRIES    TO    SPEAK. 

One  night  D£siree  awoke  in  a  singular  state  ;  but  the 
physician  had  found  her,  some  hours  before,  very  much 
better — with  her  fever  all  gone.  He  did  not  attempt  to 
account  for  the  change,  nor  did  he  say  that  the  improve- 
ment was  more  than  temporary.  "  Let  us  wait,"  he  said, 
gravely,  hoping  that  it  might  be  one  of  those  singular 
efforts  made  by  Nature  and  youth.  Had  he  looked  un- 
der Desiree's  pillow  he  would  have  found  a  letter  post- 
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marked  "Cairo" — four   pages  signed  by  Franz — four 
pages  of  confession  and  explanation.     .     .     . 

Had  that  letter  reached  Zizi  but  a  few  days  earlier  ! 
Now  all  its  tenderness  was  like  food  brought  too  late 
to  a  man  dying  of  hunger:  he  sees  it,  smells  it,  but  can- 
not swallow  it.  Over  and  over  again  the  sick  girl  read 
this  letter.  She  drew  it  from  the  envelope,  kissed  it 
lovingly,  and  even  through  her  closed  lids  saw  its  every 
word,  and  the  color  of  the  stamp.  Franz  had  not  for- 
gotten her,  and  she  fell  asleep,  as  if  her  head  had  been 
on  his  shoulder.  Suddenly  she  awoke,  and,  as  we  said 
before,  in  a  most  extraordinary  state  ;  she  felt  all  nerves, 
and  yet  as  if  she  held  on  to  life  with  but  the  slenderest 
thread.  It  was  night,  and  the  room  in  which  she  lay 
was  in  a  shadow.  The  lamp,  half  turned  down,  lighted 
only  the  scattered  work-table,  and  poor  Madame  Dolo- 
belle's  sleeping  face.  Desiree's  whole  past  came  back 
to  her  :  forgotten  incidents  of  her  childhood  ;  scenes 
that,  at  the  time,  she  had  not  understood  ;  words  heard 
as  in  a  dream — all  returned.  The  child  was  bewildered, 
but  not  terrified.  She  did  not  know  that,  very  often, 
death  is  heralded  by  just  such  excessive  excitement  of 
sleeping  faculties. 

She  saw  her  father  through  the  open  door.  Her 
mother  lay  back  in  her  chair,  utterly  worn  out,  and  all 
the  traces  of  years  of  misery  and  of  toil  were  visible  on 
her  worn  face.  During  the  day  they  were,  in  a  meas- 
ure, masked  by  the  will  and  by  constant  occupation  ; 
but  sleep  brought  them  out.  The  deep  wrinkles  and 
reddened  eyelids,  the  scanty  hair — already  white  on  the 
temples — were  all  to  be  seen,  and  De"siree  saw  them  all. 
How  she  longed  for  strength  and  power  to  kiss  away 
all  those  wrinkles  !  Dolobelle  offered  the  strongest  pos- 
sible contrast.  With  a  napkin  thrown  over  his  knee,  he 
sat  eating  his  supper,  and  at  the  same  time  reading  his 
newspaper.  For  the  first  time  in  her  life  Desiree  no- 
ticed this  contrast  between  her  father  and  mother  :  her 
mother  in  her  scanty  black  dress,  thin  and  haggard ; 
her  father,  wearing  a  new  coat,  hale  and  hearty  ;  and 
she  understood  the  difference  in  their  lives  and  natures. 
The  atmosphere  of  habit,  which  weakens  the  vision  of 
children,  had  vanished  for  her;  she  judged  her  parents 
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as  if  she  were  not  their  daughter.  What  would  Decome 
of  her  mother  when  she  was  gone  ?  Would  she  pa- 
tiently toil  on,  until  worn  out,  and  then  would  her  self- 
ish companion,  too  indolent  to  work  himself,  permit  her 
to  starve  ?  And  yet  he  was  not  cruel ;  he  was  only  ab- 
sorbed in  himself  and  in  his  futile  ambition.  Should  she 
try  to  arouse  him  ?  Should  she  try  to  tear  away  the 
thick  bandage  with  which  her  father  had  for  so  many 
years  covered  his  eyes  ?  It  was  only  a  loving  hand  like 
her  own  that  could  attempt  such  a  delicate  operation. 
She  alone  had  the  right  to  say  to  him,  "  Give  up  these 
foolish  dreams  of  a  theatrical  career.  Work,  through 
the  day,  and,  if  must  be,  part  of  the  night,  too,  at  some 
honest  trade."  Then  as  if  she  were  bidden  to  hasten,  by 
some  invisible  lips,  she  summoned  all  her  courage,  and 
called  him  softly  : 

"  Papa,  papa  !  " 

At  the  sound  of  her  voice,  the  old  actor  hurried  to  her 
side.  He  had  been  at  the  first  representation  of  a  new 
play  and  had  come  away  enchanted  and  excited.  He 
entered  his  daughter's  room  with  a  beaming  face  and  a 
camellia  in  his  button-hole. 

"  Not  asleep  yet,  Zizi  ?  "  And  his  words  were  said  so 
lightly  that  they  resounded  strangely  in  that  sad  and  si- 
lent room.  Desiree  made  a  sign  to  him  to  be  quiet, 
and  pointed  to  her  sleeping  mother. 

"  Come  here  ;  I  want  to  speak  to  you,"  she  whispered. 
Her  voice  trembled,  and  her  widely  opened  eyes  had  a 
strange,  far-away  look.  Somewhat  startled,  he  bent 
over  her,  with  his  camellia  in  his  hand. 

"What  is  it,  my  dear?     Do  you  feel  worse  ?" 

Desire"e  shook  her  head,  but  beckoned  him  to  come 
nearer  ;  she  laid  her  hot  hand  on  his,  and  whispered  that 
she  was  ill,  and  had  not  long  to  live.  "  Then,  papa,  you 
will  be  alone  with  mamma.  Do  not  tremble — I  am  not 
afraid  for  myself,  but  I  dread  lest  mamma  should  not  be 
strong  enough  to  do  everything.  Look,  how  pale  she 


is 


The  actor  turned,  and  seemed  astonished  at  the  sad 
face  he  saw.  "She  has  never  been  very  strong,"  he 
said,  calmly. 

This  selfish  reply,  and,  above  all,  the  tone  in  which 
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ft  was  made,  confirmed  Desire*e  in  her  intention. 
"  What  will  become  of  you  both  when  I  am  not  here  ? 
Yes,  I  know,  you  have  great  hopes  and  expectations, 
but  they  will  never  be  realized.  Dear  father,  I  do  not 
wish  to  hurt  your  feelings,  but  it  seems  to  me  that,  at 
your  age,  with  your  intelligence,  you  ought  to  be  doing 
something.  M.  Risler,  I  am  sure,  would " 

She  spoke  slowly,  choosing  her  words  with  care,  and 
waiting  a  moment  after  each  sentence  ;  but  the  actor 
did  not  yet  grasp  her  meaning.  He  listened  intently, 
with  a  vague  consciousness  that  he  was  being  accused 
of  something;  but  of  what,  he  had  no  idea. 

"  I  think,"  continued  D^siree  timidly,  "  that  it  would 
be  far  wiser  to  relinquish " 

"What?" 

She  stopped,  astonished  at  the  effect  of  her  words  ; 
for  tears,  real  tears,  rose  to  her  father's  eyes.  He  under- 
stood her  now.  Of  the  only  two  admirers  left  to  him 
by  a  cruel  fate,  one  had  deserted  him  !  His  child  no 
longer  believed  in  him  !  It  was  not  possible  !  Before 
the  mute  entreaty  of  his  gaze,  Desiree's  courage  fled  ; 
besides,  her  strength  was  exhausted. 

She  murmured,  "  Give  up — give  up — "  her  head  fell 
back  on  her  pillow,  and  she  died  without  having  dared 
to  say  what  she  wished  him  to  give  up. — Fromont  Jeune 
et  Risler  Aine. 

IN    THE    AMPHITHEATRE. 

In  the  vast  theatre  enlarged  into  an  ellipse,  and  out- 
lining a  large  patch  of  blue,  thousands  of  faces  were 
pressed  close  together  on  the  many  rows  of  benches, 
bright  eyes  forming  luminous  points  of  light  which 
mingled  with  the  varied  reflections  and  brilliancy  of 
festal  toilets  and  picturesque  costumes.  From  thence, 
as  from  a  huge  vat,  ascended  joyous  shouts,  ringing 
voices  and  trumpets,  violinized,  as  it  were,  by  the  intense 
light  of  the  sun.  Though  hardly  distinct  on  the  lower 
steps,  which  were  dim  and  dusty  with  sand  and  many 
breaths,  these  sounds  were  accentuated  when  they  were 
detached,  and  ascended  into  the  pure  air. 

Above  all  rose  most  distinctly  the  cry  of  venders  of 
milk-biscuit,  bearing  from  step  to  step  their  baskets 
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draped  with  white  linen,  "  Li  pau  ou  la,  li  pau  ou  la." 
The  venders  of  fresh  water,  balancing  their  green  and 
varnished  jugs,  made  one  thirsty  when  listening  to  their 
gulping.  "  L'aigo  es  fresco,  qua  vou  beure  ?  "  "The 
water  is  fresh,  who  wishes  to  drink  ? "  Then,  at  the 
very  top,  children  running  and  playing  on  the  crest  of 
the  arena  crowned  this  grand  hubbub  with  sharp  sounds 
as  high  as  martinets  soar  in  the  kingdom  of  birds.  Over 
all  what  an  admirable  play  of  light,  when,  the  day  ad- 
vancing, the  sun  turned  slowly  around  the  vast  am- 
phitheatre as  on  the  disc  of  a  sun-dial,  driving  back  and 
crowding  into  the  zone  of  the  shadow  the  people,  who 
left  vacant  the  places  most  exposed  to  the  strong  heat — 
spaces  of  reddish  slabs  separated  by  dried  grasses  and 
blackened  by  successive  conflagrations  !  At  times  on 
the  upper  tiers  a  stone,  becoming  loosened,  rolled  from 
tier  to  tier  amid  cries  of  terror  and  crowding  of  the 
people,  as  if  the  whole  circle  were  crumbling:  then  there 
was  a  rapid  movement  on  the  seats,  like  the  assault  of 
a  cliff  by  the  sea  in  its  fury.  Thus  peopled  and  ani- 
mated, the  ruins  seemed  alive  again,  and  lost  their  ap- 
pearance of  a  cicerone's  show  building.  When  looking 
at  it  one  had  the  sensation  given  by  a  strophe  of  Pin- 
dar recited  by  a  modern  Athenian.  The  sky  so  pure, 
this  sun  like  molten  silver  ;  these  Latin  intonations  pre- 
served here  and  there,  especially  in  the  small  places,  in 
the  Provengal  idiom ;  the  attitudes  of  some  standing  in 
archways  with  motionless  poses,  which,  in  the  glimmer- 
ing air,  seemed  antique  and  almost  like  the  work  of  a 
sculptor,  and  were  a  type  of  the  place,  their  heads  ap- 
pearing as  if  struck  off  on  medals  ;  the  short,  arched 
nose,  the  broad,  shaven  cheeks,  and  the  turned-up  chin 
of  Roumestan — all  together  completed  the  illusion  of  a 
Roman  spectacle,  even  to  the  lowing  Landaise  cows, 
which  echoed  through  vaults  from  which  formerly  lions 
and  elephants  came  forth  to  combat.  Thus  when  above 
the  circle,  empty  and  covered  with  sand,  the  very  large, 
black  hole  of  the  podium,  covered  by  a  skylight,  opened, 
people  expected  to  see  wild  beasts  leap  forth  instead  of 
the  quiet  and  rural  procession  of  beasts  and  people 
crowned  at  the  fair. — Numa  Roumestan. 
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He  was  engaged  to  revise  the  reports  of  proceed- 
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HENRIETTE    DE    MAIGNELAY. 

Hers  is  not  a  beauty  resulting  from  regularity  of  feat- 
ure, for  this  is  wanting.  Lovely  as  she  is,  her  features, 
when  critically  examined,  are  not  of  that  perfect  sym- 
metry so  dear  to  painters  and  sculptors,  and  for  which 
so-called  beauties,  like  the  Duchesse  de  Maugiron  and 
Madame  de  Rochebrie  are  celebrated.  The  mouth  is 
large  ;  the  nose  a  trifle  too  strong  ;  the  forehead  a  lit- 
tle too  broad  ;  but  you  never  notice  these  faults.  They 
are  lost  in  the  brilliancy  and  beauty  of  eyes  so  clearly 
blue  that  they  have  almost  a  greenish  tint.  These  eyes 
are  large  and  full,  with  tawny  lights,  and  veiled  by  long, 
curling,  black  lashes.  Their  expression  is  one  of  fiery 
ardor  and  indomitable  will.  They  transfigure  the  whole 
face — revealing  an  impassioned  soul  unused  to  dissimu- 
lation and  unable  to  overcome  any  emotion  without  be- 
traying it.  Rose  and  vermilion  glow  on  the  lips  which 
are  perhaps  a  trifle  too  full,  but  beautifully  curved,  and 
which  open  to  reveal  perfect  teeth.  Her  hair,  arranged 
in  a  shower  of  light  curls  upon  her  forehead  and  tem- 
ples, and  then  falling  heavily,  low  at  the  back  of  the 
head,  is  of  a  warm,  reddish,  chestnut  tint,  that  contrasts 
charmingly  with  the  delicate  whiteness  of  her  skin.  Un- 
confined  by  the  comb  that  is  scarcely  able  to  restrain 
the  heavy  golden  waves,  it  would  fall  around  her  to  her 
feet,  enveloping  her  as  with  a  mantle.  Her  face  is 
radiant  with  the  all-conquering  charm  of  health  and  a 
pure,  proud  youth.  Her  figure,  whose  graceful  curves 
were  revealed  by  a  perfectly  fitting  dress,  is  tall  and 
beautifully  developed.  All  those  united  charms  make 
Mademoiselle  de  Maignelay  a  superior  type  of  physical 
beauty,  perfected  and  idealized  by  the  light  of  a  noble 
soul  within. — Henriette. 

AN    ANCIENT    CHATEAU. 

The  chateau  of  Saint-Guenole  lifts  its  gray  walls  and 
massive  towers  from  a  wooded  promontory  that  over- 
looks the  barren  shores  of  the  Bay  of  Audirene  and  the 
precipitous  cliffs  of  Penmarch.  Nowhere  on  the  coast 
of  Finistere  is  there  a  wilder  and  more  dreaded  shore 
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than  this.  The  sea,  fretted  by  multitudinous  rocks  and 
shoals,  is  never  tranquil.  On  more  peaceful  shores  he 
is  content  to  kiss  the  shingle  with  his  murmuring  waves  : 
here  he  dashes  great,  frothing  breakers  against  the  stet\ 
cliffs  ;  and  when  angered  by  storms  the  entire  surface 
of  the  waters,  from  Brest  to  Cherbourg,  is  lashed  into 
a  boiling  fury  of  billow  and  foam.  What  bold  warrior, 
what  whimsical  brain,  what  daring  adventurer,  far  back 
in  the  Middle  Ages,  chose  this  spot  on  which  to  con- 
struct his  dwelling  ?  Only  a  passionate  soul,  the  prey 
of  violent  emotions,  would  pitch  his  tent  on  this  ex- 
tremity of  the  Old  World,  on  the  borders  of  this  ocean 
which  is  never  at  rest,  and  in  the  midst  of  this  wild, 
desolate,  and  convulsed  landscape ;  and  unless  the 
necessity  of  defense  caused  the  erection  of  this  fortress, 
whose  grim  and  massive  architecture  seems  to  have 
been  copied  from  surrounding  objects,  it  can  only  be 
explained  as  the  result  of  a  fierce  paroxysm  of  misan- 
thropy.— Henriette. 


DAVENANT,  or  D'AVENANT,  SIR  WILL- 
IAM,  an  English  dramatist  and  poet,  born  at  Ox- 
ford, in  February,  1606;  died  at  London,  April 
7,  1668.  His  father  kept  the  Crown  Tavern  at 
Oxford,  where  Shakespeare  was  accustomed  to 
stop  when  journeying  between  Stratford  and  Lon- 
don. He  took  much  notice  of  the  boy,  of  whom 
it  was  said  that  he  was  the  actual  father.  The  re- 
port seems  to  have  no  credible  foundation,  al- 
though Davenant  himself  favored  it.  He  was 
entered  at  one  of  the  colleges,  but  left  without 
taking  his  degree.  He  became  page  to  the 
Duchess  of  Richmond,  and  afterward  to  Lord 
Brooke.  He  manifested  a  marked  literary  talent, 
and  as  early  as  1623  was  known  by  his  masques, 
which  were  played  at  Court  by  the  nobility. 
Upon  the  death  of  Ben  Jonson,  in  1637,  Davenant 
was  made  poet  laureate.  During  the  civil  war  he 
was  arrested  as  a  Royalist,  but  effected  his  escape 
to  France.  He  returned  to  England  with  some 
forces  for  the  relief  of  the  king,  and  in  1643,  at  the 
siege  of  Gloucester,  received  the  honor  of  knight- 
hood. In  1651  he  set  sail,  with  some  French 
artisans,  for  Virginia,  but  was  captured  by  a  Par- 
liamentary cruiser,  and  was  thrown  into  prison, 
where  he  remained  two  years  ;  being  released,  it 
is  said,  through  the  influence  of  Milton,  a  kindness 
which  he  afterward  repaid  in  kind.  After  the 
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Restoration  Davenant  gathered  a  company  of 
omedians,  and  became  manager  of  the  Court 
fheatre,  for  which  he  wrote  several  dramatic 
pieces.  His  son,  CHARLES  DAVENANT  (1656-1714), 
Lecame  a  Doctor  of  Civil  Law,  and  sat  in  several 
Parliaments.  While  young  he  wrote  Circe,  a 
tragedy,  in  which  he  himself  acted.  He  also  wrote 
several  political  and  commercial  treatises,  a  col- 
lection of  which,  in  five  volumes,  was  published 
in  1771.  Sir  William  Davenant's  works,  which 
were  published  by  his  widow  in  1673,  consist  of 
several  dramas,  the  best  of  which  is  The  Siege  of 
Rhodes,  masques,  Gondibert,  an  epic  poem,  and  nu- 
merous occasional  verses.  Gondibert  was  highly 
praised  by  Waller  and  Cowley. 

DESCRIPTION    OF    BIRTHA. 

To  Astragon,  Heaven  for  succession  gave 
One  only  pledge,  and  Birtha  was  her  name; 

Whose  mother  slept  where  flowers  grew  on  her  grave. 
And  she  succeeded  her  in  face  and  fame. 

Her  beauty  princes  durst  not  hope  to  use, 
Unless,  like  poets,  for  their  morning  theme  ; 

And  her  mind's  beauty  they  would  rather  choose, 
Which  did  the  light  >n  beauty's  lanthorn  seem. 

She  ne'er  saw  courts,  yet  courts  could  have  undone 
With  untaught  looks,  and  an  unpracticed  heart ; 

Her  nets  the  most  prepared  could  never  shun, 
For  Nature  spread  them  in  the  scorn  of  Art. 

She  never  had  in  busy  cities  been, 

Ne'er  warmed  with  hopes,  nor  e'er  allayed  with  fears; 
Not  seeing  punishment,  could  guess  no  sin  ; 

And  sin  not  seeing,  ne'er  had  use  o*  tears. 
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But  here  her  father's  precepts  gave  her  skill, 
Which  with  incessant  business  filled  the  hours ; 

In  spring  she  gathered  blossoms  for  the  still ; 
In  autumn,  berries  ;  and  in  summer,  flowers. 

And  as  kind  Nature,  with  calm  diligence, 

Her  own  free  virtue  silently  employs, 
Whilst  she  unheard,  does  ripening  growth  dispense, 

So  were  her  virtues  busy  without  noise. 

Whilst  her  great  mistress,  Nature,  thus  she  tends, 
The  busy  household  waits  no  less  on  her ; 

By  secret  law,  each  to  her  beauty  bends, 
Though  all  her  lowly  mind  to  that  prefer. 

Gracious  and  free,  she  breaks  upon  them  all 

With  morning  looks  ;  and  they,  when  she  does  rise, 

Devoutly  at  her  dawn  in  homage  fall, 

And  droop  like  flowers  when  evening  shuts  her  eyes. 

— Gondibert. 

THE    SOLDIER    TO    HIS   MISTRESS. 

Preserve  thy  sighs,  unthrifty  girl, 

To  purify  the  air  ; 
Thy  tears  to  thread,  instead  of  pearl, 

On  bracelets  of  thy  hair. 

The  trumpet  makes  the  echo  hoarse, 

And  wakes  the  louder  drum  ; 
Expense  of  grief  gains  no  remorse 

When  sorrow  should  be  dumb. 

For  I  must  go  where  lazy  peace 

Will  hide  her  drowsy  head  ; 
And,  for  the  sport  of  kings,  increase 

The  number  of  the  dead. 

But  first  I'll  chide  thy  cruel  theft ; 

Can  I  in  war  delight, 
Who,  being  of  my  heart  bereft, 

Can  have  no  heart  to  fight  ? 
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Thou  knowest  the  sacred  laws  of  old 

Ordained  a  thief  should  pay, 
To  quit  him  of  his  theft,  sevenfold 

What  he  had  stolen  away. 

The  payment  shall  but  double  be ; 

Oh,  then,  with  speed  resign 
My  own  seduced  heart  to  me, 

Accompanied  by  thine. 

A  SONG. 

The  lark  now  leaves  his  watery  nest, 
And  climbing  shakes  his  dewy  wings; 

He  takes  this  window  for  the  east, 
And  to  implore  your  light  he  sings : 

Awake,  awake,  the  moon  will  never  rise, 

Till  she  can  dress  her  beauty  at  your  eyes ! 

The  merchant  bows  unto  the  seaman's  star, 
The  ploughman  from  the  sun  his  season  takes ; 

But  still  the  lover  wonders  what  they  are 
Who  look  for  day  before  his  mistress  wakes  ; 

Awake,  awake,  break  through  your  veils  of  lawn  5 

Then  draw  your  curtains  and  begin  the  dawn. 
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DAVIDSON,  LUCRETIA  MARIA,  born  at  Platts- 
burg,  N.  Y.,  September  27,  1808  ;  died  there  Au- 
gust 27,  1825,  and  MARGARET  MILLER,  born  at 
Plattsburg,  March  26,  1823;  died  at  Saratoga, 
N.  Y.,  November  25,  1838,  American  poets  and 
sisters.  Both  girls  manifested  decided  poetical 
ability  at  a  very  early  age.  A  collection  of  the 
poems  of  Lucretia  was  published  four  years  after 
her  death,  at  the  age  of  seventeen.  This  volume 
was  cordially  reviewed  in  the  London  Quarterly 
Review,  by  Southey,  who  says,  "  In  our  own  lan- 
guage, except  in  the  cases  of  Chatterton  and  Kirke 
White,  we  can  call  to  mind  no  instance  of  so  early, 
so  ardent,  and  so  fatal  a  pursuit  of  intellectual  ad- 
vancement. In  these  poems  there  is  enough  of 
originality,  enough  of  inspiration,  enough  of  con- 
scious energy,  enough  of  growing  power,  to  war- 
rant any  expectations,  however  sanguine,  which 
the  patrons  and  friends  and  parents  of  the  deceased 
could  have  formed."  A  new  edition  of  her  poems, 
with  a  Memoir  by  Miss  Catherine  Sedgwick,  ap- 
peared in  1844;  and  a  more  extended  collection 
of  her  "  Remains,''  in  verse  and  prose,  edited  by 
M.  Oliver  Davidson,  was  published  in  1871. 

THE    HERE    AND    THE    HEREAFTER. 

Oh  that  the  eagle's  wing  were  mine  ! 

I'd  soar  above  the  dreary  earth. 
I'd  spread  my  wings,  and  rise  to  join 

The  immortal  fountain  of  my  birth 
(34o) 
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?o<~  what  is  Joy  ?     How  soon  it  fades, 

The  childish  vision  of  an  hour ! 
Though  warm  and  brilliant  are  its  shades, 

Tis  but  a  frail  and  fleeting  flower. 

And  what  is  Hope  ?     It  is  a  light 
Which  leads  us  on,. deluding  ever, 

Till,  lost  amid  the  shades  of  night, 
We  sink  ;  and  then  it  flies  forever. 

And  what  are  Honor,  Glory,  Fame, 

But  Death's  dark  watchwords  to  the  grave  ? 

The  victim  dies,  and  lo  !  his  name 
Is  lost  in  Life's  swift-rolling  wave. 

And  what  are  all  the  joys  of  life, 

But  vanity,  and  toil,  and  woe  ? 
What  but  a  bitter  cup  of  grief, 

With  dregs  of  sin  and  death  below  ? 

This  world  is  but  the  first  dark  gate 

Unfolded  to  the  waking  soul ; 
2*#  Death,  unerring,  led  by  Fate, 

Shall  Heaven's  bright  portals  backward  rolL 

Then  shall  this  unchained  spirit  fly 

On  to  the  God  who  gave  it  life  ; 
Rejoicing,  as  it  soars  on  high, 

Released  from  danger,  doubt,  and  strife. 

There  will  it  pour  its  anthems  forth, 
Bending  before  its  Maker's  throne — 

The  great  I  AM,  who  gave  it  birth, 

The  Almighty  God,  the  dread  Unknown. 


BACHELORS    AT    AUCTION. 

I  dreamed  a  dream  in  the  midst  of  my  slumbers, 
And  fast  as  I  dreamed  it,  it  came  into  numbers  ; 
My  thoughts  ran  along  in  such  beautiful  metre, 
I'm  sure  that  I  never  saw  any  poetry  sweeter. 
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It  seemed  that  a  law  had  been  recently  made 
That  a  tax  on  old  bachelors'  pates  should  be  laid  ; 
And  in  order  to  make  them  all  willing  to  marry, 
The  tax  was  as  large  as  a  man  could  well  carry. 
The  bachelors  grumbled,  and  said  'twas  no  use, 
'Twas  horrid  injustice  and  horrid  abuse, 
And  declared  that,  to  save  their  own  heart's  blood  from 

spilling, 
Of  such  a  vile  tax  they  would  not  pay  a  shilling. 

But  the  rulers  determined  then  to  pursue, 
So  they  set  the  old  bachelors  up  at  vendue. 
A  crier  was  sent  through  the  town  to  and  fro, 
To  rattle  his  bell,  and  his  trumpet  to  blow, 
And  to  call  out  to  all  he  might  meet  on  his  way, 
"  Ho  !  forty  old  bachelors  sold  here  to-day  !  " 

And  presently  all  the  old  maids  in  the  town, 
Each  in  her  very  best  bonnet  and  gown, 
From  thirty  to  sixty,  fair,  plain,  red,  and  pale, 
Of  every  description,  all  flocked  to  the  sale. — 
The  auctioneer  then  his  labor  began, 
And  called  out  aloud,  as  he  held  up  a  man  : 
"  How  much  for  a  bachelor  ?     Who  wants  to  buy  ? " 
In  a  twink  every  maiden  responded,  "  I !  I ! " 
In  short,  at  a  high,  extravagant  price, 
The  bachelors  all  were  sold  off  in  a  trice  ; 
And  forty  old  maidens — some  younger,  some  older — 
Each  lugged  an  old  bachelor  home  on  her  shoulder. 

THE    FAMILY    TIME-PIECE. 

Friend  of  my  heart,  thou  monitor  of  youth  ! 
Well  do  I  love  thee,  dearest  child  of  truth  ; 
Though  many  a  lonely  hour  thy  whisperings  low 
Have  made  sad  chorus  to  the  notes  of  woe. 

Or  'mid  the  happy  hours  which  joyful  flew, 
Thou  still  wert  faithful,  still  unchanged,  still  true  ; 
Or  when  the  task  employed  my  infant  mind, 
Oft  have  I  sighed  to  see  thee  lag  behind  ; 

And  watched  thy  finger,  with  a  youthful  glee, 
When  it  had  pointed,  silently,  "  Be  free  !  " 
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Thou  wert  my  mentor  through  each  passing  year ; 
'Mid  pain  or  pleasure,  thou  wert  ever  near. 

And  when  the  wings  of  Time  unnoticed  flew, 
I  paused,  reflected,  turned  to  you  : 
Paused  in  my  heedless  round,  to  mark  thy  hand, 
Pointing  to  Conscience,  like  a  magic  wand.     .     .     . 

Friend  of  my  youth  !  ere  from  its  mouldering  clay 
My  joyful  spirit  wings  to  heaven  its  way, 
Oh,  may'st  thou  watch  beside  my  aching  head, 
And  tell  how  fast  Time  flits  with  feathered  tread. 


The  following,  probably  the  last  poem  by  Lu- 
cretia  Davidson,  was  written  while  confined  to 
her  bed  during  her  last  illness.  It  was  left  un- 
finished and  in  the  midst  of  a  stanza: 

THE    FEAR    OF    MADNESS. 

There  is  a  something  which  I  dread  ; 

It  is  a  dark,  a  fearful  thing  : 
It  steals  along  with  withering  tread, 

Or  sweeps  on  wild  destruction's  wing. 

That  thought  comes  o'er  me  in  the  hour 
Of  grief,  of  sickness,  or  of  sadness  : 

'Tis  not  the  dread  of  death  ;  'tis  more — 
It  is  the  dread  of  madness. 

O  !  may  these  throbbing  pulses  pause, 
Forgetful  of  their  feverish  course  ; 

May  this  hot  brain,  which,  burning,  glows 
With  all  its  fiery  whirlpool's  force, 

Be  cold,  and  motionless,  and  still, 

A  tenant  of  its  lowly  bed  ; 
But  let  not  dark  delirium  steal 
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MARGARET  DAVIDSON  was  barely  two  years  old 
when  Lucretia  died ;  but  she  cherished  a  vivid 
recollection  of  her  sister,  and  as  she  grew  up 
fancied  that  she  still  held  intimate  communion 
with  her.  She  died  before  she  had  entered  her 
sixteenth  year.  A  collection  of  her  Poetical  Re- 
mains, with  a  memoir  by  Washington  Irving,  was 
published  in  1841.  "The  further  we  have  pro- 
ceeded in  our  task,"  writes  Irving,  "  the  more  has 
the  intellectual  beauty  and  seraphic  purity  of  the 
little  being  we  have  attempted  to  commemorate 
broken  upon  us.  To  use  one  of  her  own  exquisite 
expressions,  she  was  '  a  spirit  of  heaven,  fettered 
by  the  strong  affections  of  earth.'  The  example 
of  her  sister  was  incessantly  before  her;  and  no 
better  proof  can  be  given  of  it  than  the  following 
lines,  which  breathe  the  heavenly  aspirations  of 
her  pure  young  spirit,  in  strains  to  us  quite  un- 
earthly. We  may  have  read  poetry  more  arti- 
ficially perfect  in  its  structure,  but  never  any  more 
truly  divine  in  its  inspiration." 

TO    MY    SISTER   LUCRETIA. 

My  sister  !  With  that  thrilling  word 

What  thoughts  unnumbered  wildly  spring  ; 

What  echoes  in  my  heart  are  stirred, 
While  thus  I  touch  the  trembling  string. 

My  sister  !  ere  this  youthful  mind 

Could  feel  the  value  of  thine  own ; 
Ere  this  infantine  heart  could  bind, 

In  its  deep  cell,  one  look,  one  tone, 
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To  glide  along  on  memory's  stream, 

And  bring  back  thrilling  thoughts  of  thee, 

Ere  I  knew  aught  but  childhood's  dream, 
Thy  soul  had  struggled,  and  was  free. 

My  sister  with  this  mortal  eye 

I  ne'er  shall  see  thy  form  again  ; 
And  never  shall  this  mortal  ear 

Drink  in  sweetness  of  thy  strain. 

Yet  fancy  wild  and  glowing  love 

Reveal  thee  to  my  spirit's  view, 
Enwreathed  with  graces  from  above, 

And  decked  in  heaven's  own  fadeless  hue.     .     .    » 

I  cannot  weep  that  thou  art  fled  : 

Forever  blends  my  soul  with  thine ; 
Each  thought,  by  purer  impulse  led, 

Is  soaring  on  to  realms  divine.     .     .     . 

Thou  wert  unfit  to  dwell  with  clay  ; 

For  sin  too  pure,  for  earth  too  bright ; 
And  Death,  who  called  thee  hence  away, 

Placed  on  his  brow  a  gem  of  light. 

A  gem,  whose  brilliant  glow  is  shed 

Beyond  the  ocean's  swelling  wave, 
Which  gilds  the  memory  of  the  dead, 

And  pours  its  radiance  on  the  grave.     .     .    . 

I  know  that  here  thy  harp  is  mute, 

And  quenched  the  bright  poetic  fire  ; 
Yet  still  I  bend  my  ear,  to  catch 

The  hymnings  of  thy  seraph  lyre  : 

O  !  if  this  partial  converse  now 

So  joyous  to  my  heart  can  be, 
How  must  the  streams  of  rapture  flow 

When  both  are  chainless,  both  are  free  !     .    •     . 

Away,  away,  ecstatic  dream  ! 

I  must  not,  dare  not,  dwell  on  thee  : 
My  soul,  immersed  in  life's  dark  stream, 

Is  far  too  earthly  to  be  free. 
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Though  heaven's  bright  portal  were  unclosed, 
And  angels  wooed  me  from  on  high, 

Too  much  I  fear  my  shrinking  soul 
Would  cast  on  earth  its  longing  eye. 

Teach  me  to  fill  my  place  below, 
That  I  may  dwell  with  thee  above  ; 

To  soothe,  like  thee,  a  mother's  woe, 
And  prove,  like  thine,  a  sister's  love. 

Lenore,  the  longest  of  Margaret  Davidson's  po- 
ems, containing  nearly  2,000  lines,  is  dedicated 
"  To  the  Spirit  of  my  Sister  Lucretia." 


DEDICATION    OF   LENORE. 

O  thou,  so  early  lost,  so  long  deplored ! 

Pure  spirit  of  my  Sister,  be  thou  near ; 
And  while  I  touch  this  hallowed  harp  of  thine, 

Bend  from  the  skies,  sweet  Sister,  bend  and  hear. 

For  thee  I  pour  this  unaffected  lay  ; 

To  thee  these  simple  numbers  all  belong  : 
For  tnough  thine  earthly  form  has  passed  away, 

Thy  memory  still  inspires  my  childish  song. 

Take,  then,  this  feeble  tribute  !  'tis  thine  own  ; 

Thy  fingers  sweep  my  trembling  heart-strings  o'er, 
Arouse  to  harmony  each  buried  tone, 

And  bid  its  wakened  music  sleep  no  more. 

Long  hath  thy  voice  been  silent,  and  thy  lyre 
Hung  o'er  thy  grave  in  death's  unbroken  rest ; 

But  when  its  last  sweet  tones  were  borne  away, 
One  answering  echo  lingered  in  my  breast. 

O  thou  pure  spirit !  if  thou  hoverest  near, 
Accept  these  lines,  unworthy  though  they  be, 

Faint  echoes  from  thy  fount  of  song  divine, 
By  thee  inspired,  and  dedicate  to  thee 
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INVOCATION    TO    SPRING. 
[  Written  at  the  age  of  twelve] 

Bend  down  from  thy  chariot,  O  beautiful  Spring  ! 

Unfold,  like  a  standard,  thy  radiant  wing, 

And  beauty  and  joy  in  thy  rosy  path  bring  ! 

We  long  for  thy  coming,  sweet  goddess  of  love  ! 

We  watch  for  thy  smile  in  the  pure  sky  above, 

And  we  sigh  for  the  hour  when  the  wood-birds  shall 

sing, 

And  nature  shall  welcome  thee,  beautiful  Spring. 
How  the  lone  heart  will  bound  as  thy  presence  draws 

near, 

As  if  borne  from  this  world  to  some  lovelier  sphere  ; 
How  the  fond  soul  to  meet  thee  in  raptures  shall  rise, 
When  thy  first  blush  has  tinted  the  earth  and  the  skies. 

Oh,  send  thy  soft  breath  on  the  icy-bound  stream, 
'Twill  vanish,  'twill  melt,  like  the  forms  in  a  dream  ; 
Released  from  its  chains,  like  a  child  in  its  glee, 
It  will  flow  on  in  its  beauty,  all  sparkling  and  free  ; 
It  will  spring  on  in  its  joy,  like  a  bird  on  the  wing, 
And  hail  thee  with  music,  O  beautiful  Spring  ! 
But  tread  with  thy  foot  on  the  snow-covered  plain, 
And  verdure  and  beauty  shall  smile  in  thy  train. 
Only  whisper  one  word  with  thy  seraph-like  voice, 
And  nature  to  hear  the  sweet  sound  shall  rejoice. 

O  Spring  !  lovely  goddess  !  what  form  can  compare 

With  thine,  so  resplendent,  so  glowing,  so  fair  ? 

What  sunbeam  so  bright  as  thine  own  smiling  eye, 

At  whose  glance  the  dark  spirits  of  Winter  do  fly  ? 

A  garland  of  roses  is  twined  round  thy  brow  ; 

Thy  cheek  like  the  pale  blush  of  evening  doth  glow  ; 

A  mantle  of  green  o'er  thy  soft  form  is  spread, 

And  the  zephyr's  light  wing  gently  plays  round  thy  head. 

Oh,  could  I  but  mount  on  the  eagle's  dark  wing 
And  rest  ever  beside  thee,  Spring,  beautiful  Spring.' 
Methinks  I  behold  thee  ;  I  hear  thy  soft  voice  ; 
And,  in  fulness  of  heart,  I  rejoice,  I  rejoiee  1 
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But  the  cold  wind  is  moaning,  the  drear  j.r=  ow  doth  fat 
And  nought  but  the  shrieking  blasts  echoes  my  call. 
Oh,  heed  the  frail  offering  an  infant  can  bring  ! 
Oh,  grant  my  petition,  Spring,  beautiful  Spring  ! 


MORNING. 

How  calm,  how  beautiful  a  scene  is  this, 

When  nature,  waking  from  her  silent  sleep, 

Bursts  forth  in  light,  and  harmony,  and  joy ; 

When  earth  and  sky  and  air  are  glowing  all 

With  gayety  and  life  :  and  pensive  shades 

Of  morning  loveliness  are  cast  around. 

The  purple  clouds,  so  streaked  with  crimson  light, 

Bespeak  the  coming  of  majestic  Day ; 

Mark  how  the  crimson  grows  more  crimson  still, 

While  ever  and  anon  a  golden  beam 

Seems  darting  out  its  radiance. 

Herald  of  Day  !  where  is  that  mighty  form 

Which  clothes  you  all  in  splendor,  and  around 

Your  colorless,  pale  forms  spreads  the  bright  hues 

Of  heaven  ? — He  cometh  from  his  gorgeous  couch, 

And  gilds  the  bosom  of  the  glowing  East. 


ON    THE    DEPARTURE   OF   THE    OLD   YEAR,   1837,  AND   TH* 
COMMENCEMENT    OF    THE    NEW,    1838. 

Hark  to  the  house-clock's  measured  chime, 

As  it  cries  to  the  startled  ear, 
"  A  dirge  for  the  soul  of  departing  time, 

A  requiem  for  the  Year!" 

Thou  art  passing  away  to  the  mighty  Past, 

Where  thy  countless  brethren  sleep 
Till  the  great  Archangel's  trumpet  blast 

Shall  waken  land  and  deep. 

Oh,  the  lovely  and  beautiful  things  that  lie 

On  the  cold  and  motionless  breast ! 
Oh,  the  tears,  the  rejoicing,  the  smiles,  the  sighs, 

Departing  with  thee  to  their  rest !     ,    , 
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Thou  hast  folded  thy  pinions,  thy  race  is 

And  fulfilled  the  Creator's  behest  ; 
Then  adieu  to  thee,  year  of  our  sorrows  and  joys, 

And  peaceful  and  long  be  thy  rest. 

Farewell  !  for  thy  truth-written  record  is  full, 
And  the  page  weeps  for  sorrow  and  crime. 

Farewell  !  for  the  leaf  hath  shut  down  on  the  past 
And  concealed  the  dark  annals  of  time. 

The  bell  !  it  hath  ceased  with  its  iron  tongue 

To  ring  on  the  startled  ear  ; 
The  dirge  o'er  the  grave  of  the  lost  one  is  rung  ;•— 

All  hail  to  the  new-born  Year. 

All  hail  to  the  new-born  year  ! 

To  the  child  of  hope  and  fear! 

He  comes  on  his  car  of  state, 

And  weaves  our  web  of  fate  ; 
And  he  opens  his  robe  to  receive  us  all, 
And  we  live  or  die  and  we  rise  or  fall, 

In  the  arms  of  the  new-born  Year  ! 

Hope  !  spread  thy  soaring  wings  ; 

Look  on  the  boundless  sea, 
And  trace  thy  bright  and  beautiful  things 

On  the  veil  of  the  great  To  Be. 

Build  palaces  broad  as  the  sky, 

And  store  them  with  treasures  of  light  ; 

Let  exquisite  visions  bewilder  the  eye  ; 
And  illume  the  darkness  of  night. 

We  are  gliding  fast  from  the  buried  Year, 

And  the  present  is  no  more  ; 
But,  Hope,  we  will  borrow  thy  sparkling  gear 

And  shroud  the  Future  o'er. 

Our  tears  and  sighs  shall  sleep 

In  the  grave  of  the  silent  Past  ; 
We  will  raise  up  flowers,  nor  weep 

That  the  air-hues  may  not  last. 
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We  will  dream  our  dreams  of  joy  : — 
Ah,  Fear  !  why  darken  the  scene  ? 

Why  sprinkle  that  ominous  tear 
My  beautiful  visions  between  ! 

Hath  not  Sorrow  swift  wings  of  her  own, 
That  thou  must  assist  in  her  flight  ? 

Is  not  daylight  too  rapidly  gone, 

That  thou  must  urge  onward  the  night  ? 

Ah  !  leave  me  to  Fancy,  to  Hope, 
For  Grief  will  too  quickly  be  here  ; 

Ah  !  leave  me  to  shadow  forth  figures  of  light 
In  the  mystical  robe  of  the  Year. 

'Tis  true  they  may  never  assume 

The  substance  of  pleasure — the  Real ; 

But,  believe  me,  our  purest  of  joy 
Consists  in  the  vague — the  Ideal. 

Then  away  to  the  darksome  cave, 

With  thy  sisters — the  Sigh  and  the  Tear ; 

We  will  drink,  in  the  crystal  wave, 
The  health  of  the  new-born  Year. 


DAVIES,  SIR  JOHN,  an  English  lawyer  and 
poet,  born  at  Tisbury,  Wiltshire,  in  1569;  died 
December  8,  1626.  He  studied  at  Oxford,  and 
afterward  entered  the  Middle  Temple,  London, 
to  prosecute  the  study  of  law,  but  was  in  1598 
expelled  from  the  Society  in  consequence  of  an 
affray  in  which  he  had  become  involved.  Subse- 
quently he  rose  to  a  high  position  in  his  profes- 
sion. In  1603,  upon  the  accession  of  James  I.,  he 
was  sent  to  Ireland  as  Solicitor-General,  and  re- 
ceived the  honor  of  knighthood.  He  represented 
the  County  of  Fermanagh  in  the  Irish  Parliament, 
of  which  he  was  chosen  Speaker.  He  afterward 
sat  in  the  English  Parliament;  and  in  1626  was 
appointed  Lord  Chief  Justice  of  England,  but 
died  suddenly  before  entering  upon  the  duties 
of  this  office.  In  1612  he  put  forth  a  work  of 
prose,  entitled  A  Discourse  of  the  True  Reasons 
Why  Ireland  Has  Never  Been  Entirely  Subdued. 
His  poems  were  all  written  before  he  had  reached 
middle  age.  One  of  these  poems,  entitled  Orches- 
tra ;  or,  A  Poem  on  Dancing,  contains  several  happy 
stanzas;  such  as  the  following: 

MUSIC    AND    DANCING. 

And  thou,  sweet  Music,  Dancing's  only  life, 
The  ear's  sole  happiness,  the  air's  best  speech, 

Loadstone  of  fellowship,  charming  rod  of  strife, 
The  soft  mind's  paradise,  the  sick  mind's  leech, 
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With  thine  own  tongue  thou  trees  and  stones  can  teach, 
That  when  the  air  doth  dance  her'finest  measure, 
Then   art   thou    born,   the    gods'  and    men's   sweet 
pleasure. 

Lastly,  where  keep  the  winds  their  revelry, 

Their  violent  turnings,  and  wild,  whirling  hays, 
But  in  the  air's  translucent  gallery  ? 

Where  she  herself  is  turned  a  hundred  ways, 
While  with  those  maskers  wantonly  she  plays ; 
Yet  in  this  misrule,  they  such  rule  embrace, 
As  two  at  once  encumber  not  the  place. 

THE    MOON    AND    THE    TIDES. 

For  lo,  the  sea  that  fleets  about  the  land, 
And  like  a  girdle  clips  her  solid  waist, 
Music  and  measure  both  doth  understand  ; 
For  his  great,  crystal  eye  is  always  cast 
Up  to  the  moon,  and  on  her  fixed  fast ; 
And  as  she  danceth  in  her  pallid  sphere 
So  danceth  he  about  the  centre  here. 

Sometimes  his  proud  green  waves  in  order  set, 

One  after  another  flow  into  the  shore, 
Which  when  they  have  with  many  kisses  wet, 
They  ebb  away  in  order  as  before  ; 
And  to  make  known  his  courtly  love  the  more, 
He  oft  doth  lay  aside  his  three-forked  mace, 
And  with  his  arms  the  timorous  earth  embrace. 

Sir  John  Davies's  most  important  poem  is 
Nosce  Teipsum  ("  Know  Thyself")  a  poem  on  the 
Soul  of  Man  aud  the  Immortality  Thereof,  first  pub- 
lished in  the  author's  twenty-ninth  year  (1599). 

ON    MYSELF. 

I  know  my  body's  of  so  frail  a  kind, 

As  force  without,  fevers  within,  can  kill ; 

I  know  the  heavenly  nature  of  my  mind  ; 
But  'tis  corrupted  both  in  wit  and  will. 
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I  know  my  soul  hath  power  to  know  all  things, 
Yet  is  she  blind  and  ignorant  in  all  ; 

I  know  I'm  one  of  Nature's  little  kings, 
Yet  to  the  least  and  vilest  thing  am  thrall. 

I  know  my  life's  a  pain,  and  but  a  span ; 

I  know  my  sense  is  mocked  in  everything; 
And — to  conclude — I  know  myself  a  Man  : 

Which  is  a  proud  and  yet  a  wretched  thing. 


ASPIRATIONS    FOR    IMMORTALITY. 

All  moving  things  to  other  things  do  move 

Of  the  same  kind,  which  shows  their  nature  such ; 

So  earth  falls  down,  and  fire  doth  mount  above, 
Till  both  their  proper  elements  do  touch. 

And  as  the  moisture  which  the  thirsty  earth 
Sucks  from  the  sea  to  fill  her  empty  veins, 

From  out  her  womb  at  last  doth  take  a  birth, 
And  runs  a  lymph  along  the  grassy  plains : 

Long  doth  she  stay,  as  loth  to  leave  the  land, 
From  whose  soft  side  she  first  did  issue  make  ; 

She  tastes  all  places,  turns  to  every  hand, 
Her  flowery  banks  unwilling  to  forsake. 

Yet  nature  so  her  streams  doth  lead  and  carry 
As  that  her  course  doth  make  no  final  stay, 

Till  she  herself  unto  the  sea  doth  marry, 
Within  whose  watery  bosom  first  she  lay. 

E'en  so  the  soul,  which,  in  this  earthly  mould, 
The  Spirit  of  God  doth  secretly  infuse, 

Because  at  first  she  doth  the  earth  behold, 
And  only  this  material  world  she  views, 

At  first  her  mother-earth  she  holdeth  dear, 

And  doth  embrace  the  world  and  worldly  things , 

She  flies  close  by  the  ground,  and  hovers  here, 
And  mount*  «~*  im  with  her  celestial  wings 
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Vet  under  heaven  she  cannot  light  on  aught 
That  with  her  heavenly  nature  doth  agree  ; 

She  cannot  rest,  she  cannot  fix  her  thought, 
She  cannot  in  this  world  contented  be. 

For  who  did  ever  yet,  in  honor,  wealth, 

Or  pleasure  of  the  sense,  contentment  find  ? 

Who  ever  ceased  to  wish,  when  he  had  health, 
Or,  having  wisdom,  was  not  vexed  in  mind? 

Then,  as  a  bee  which  among  weeds  doth  fall, 

Which  seem  sweet  flowers,  with  lustre  fresh  and  gay, 

She  lights  on  that,  and  this,  and  tasteth  all, 

But,  pleased  with  none,  doth  rise  and  soar  away. 

So,  when  the  soul  finds  here  no  true  content, 
And,  like  Noah's  dove,  can  no  sure  footing  take, 

She  doth  return  from  whence  she  first  was  sent, 
And  flies  to  Him  that  first  her  wings  did  make. 


DAVIS,  ANDREW  JACKSON,  an  American  "spir- 
itualist,"  born  in  Orange  County,  New  York,  in 
1 826.  In  1 843,  while  apprenticed  to  a  shoemaker,  he 
developed,  as  it  is  claimed,  remarkable  clairvoyant 
powers,  and  while  in  a  state  of  magnetic  trance  dis- 
coursed fluently  upon  scientific  and  philosophical 
subjects,  and  gave  medical  diagnoses  and  pre- 
scriptions. In  1845  ne  dictated  to  an  amanuensis 
a  book  entitled  The  Principles  of  Nature,  Her  Divine 
Revelations,  which  by  many  was  held  to  be  "  part  of 
a  series  of  systematic  impostures;"  while,  on  the 
other  hand,  a  scholar  no  less  eminent  than  Prof. 
George  Bush  wrote  of  it :  "  Taken  as  a  whole,  the 
work  is  a  profound  and  elaborate  discussion  of  the 
Philosophy  of  the  Universe;  and  for  grandeur  of 
conception,  soundness  of  principle,  clearness  of 
illustration,  order  of  arrangement,  and  encyclopae- 
dical range  of  subjects,  I  know  of  no  work  of  any 
single  mind  that  will  bear  away  from  it  the  palm." 
After  awhile  Mr.  Davis  ceased  to  submit  himself  to 
magnetic  manipulations,  but  wrote  several  works, 
all  of  which  he  averred  to  have  been  produced 
under  the  influence  of  invisible  spirits.  His  works 
comprise  more  than  twenty  volumes,  the  principal 
of  which  are:  The  Principles  of Nature ;  The  Great 
Harmonia  (4  vols.) ;  The  Penetralia ;  The  Present 
Age  and  the  Inner  Life ;  The  Magic  Staff  (an  auto- 
biography);  Morning  Lectures  ;  Arbula  ;  Tale  of  a 
VOL.  VII.—  23  ,  U55J 
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Physician  ;  A  Stellar  Key  to  the  Summer  Land  ;  Mem- 
oranda of  Persons,  Places  and  Events  (1868);  The 
Fountain  with  New  Jets  of  Meaning  (1870) ;  Mental 
.Diseases  and  Disorders  of  the  Brain  (1871);  Beyond 
the  Valley,  an  autobiography  (1885). 

THE    GENESIS    AND    DESTINY    OF    THE    UNIVERSE. 

The  first  goings-forth  or  out-births  from  the  great 
celestial  Centre  are  essential  oceans  of  matter.  These, 
after  due  elaboration  or  gestation,  give  birth  to  suns,  and 
become  cognizable  to  the  outward  senses  of  man;  these 
suns  become  centres,  or  mothers,  from  which  earths  are 
born,  with  all  the  elements  of  matter,  and  each  minutest 
particle  infused  with  the  vivifying,  vitalizing  spirit  of 
the  parent  Formator.  The  Essences  of  heat  or  fire, 
electricity,  etherium,  magnetism,  are  all  the  natural  or 
Dutward  manifestations  of  the  productive  energy,  the 
vitalizing  Causes  of  all  existences.  It  pervades  all  sub- 
stances, and  animates  all  forms. 

The  order  of  progression  of  solid  matter  is  from  the 
lower  to  the  higher,  from  the  crude  to  the  refined,  from 
the  simple  to  the  complicated,  from  the  imperfect  to  the 
perfect — but  in  distinct  degrees  of  congeries.  That  is, 
i,he  lower  must  first  be  developed,  to  elaborate  the  ma- 
terials and  prepare  the  way  for  the  higher.  Thus,  after 
fhe  sun  gave  birth  to  the  earth — and  the  same  of  all  the 
other  planets — by  the  action  of  the  vitality  within  the 
particles  of  matter,  and  its  constant  emanation  in  the 
form  of  heat,  light,  electricity,  etc.,  first  the  great  Cen- 
tral sphere  to  the  sun  and  thence  to  the  earth,  acting 
upon  the  granite,  and  other  rocks,  with  the  atmosphere, 
the  water,  and  other  compound  and  simple  elements,  new 
compounds  were  formed,  possessing  the  vital  principle 
in  sufficient  quantities  to  give  definite  forms — as  crys- 
tallization, organization,  motion,  life,  sensation,  intelli- 
gence :  the  last  being  the  highest  or  ultimate  attribute 
of  production  on  our  earth,  and  possessed  or  reached  to 
perfection  only  by  Man. 

A  glance  at  the  progress  of  matter  in  the  production 
of  our  earth  and  its  inhabitants  will  serve  as  an  illustra- 
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tion  of  the  same  process  and  progress  of  worlds  in  the 
vast  expanse  of  the  universe  that  are  perpetually  and 
incessantly  being  brought  into  existence,  and  ultimating 
the  grand  object  of  the  whole  :  namely,  to  develop  and 
perfect  individualized,  self-conscious,  ever-existing,  im- 
mortal spirits  that  shall  be  in  the  "  image  and  likeness  " 
of  the  Central  Cause,  and  dwell  forever  in  the  Summer 
Spheres  of  space.  .  .  . 

The  ever-present  and  ever-active  principle  of  vitality 
and  Creative  Energy,  acting  and  reacting  upon  the 
materials  of  oar  globe,  started  the  kingdom  of  Nature, 
which  have  and  will  ever  continue  to  progress — from 
the  simple  to  the  more  complicated  vegetable  forms  ; 
animalcule,  infusoria,  radiata,  mollusca,  vertebrata,  and 
Man  as  the  Ultimate  ;  the  lowest  and  imperfect  first 
and  the  more  complex  and  perfect  after,  in  regular  pro- 
gression, but  in  distinct  degrees  :  each  new  type  being 
dependent  upon  all  that  preceded  it  for  its  exist- 
ence, but  yet  distinct  and  different  from  its  predeces- 
sors. .  .  . 

Each  type  of  the  endless  variety  of  inorganic  and 
organized  substances  is  but  a  link  in  the  great  chain  of 
cause  and  effect ;  and  each  type  or  species  is  so  marked 
and  distinct  as  easily  to  be  distinguished,  and  each 
variety  and  unity  of  the  human  species  is  so  indelibly 
stamped  with  its  own  perfected  individuality  as  to  be 
recognized  from  the  myriads  of  the  same  species.  Thus 
fixed,  unvarying,  and  universal  laws  of  the  Father  gov- 
ern and  regulate  ail  his  universe.  Throughout  all  the 
ramifications  of  the  spiritual,  physical,  and  celestial, 
eternal  unity,  order  and  harmony  reign ;  conception, 
development,  progression,  and  perfection  mark  all 
things,  and  all  point  with  irresistible  force  of  rea- 
son and  demonstration  to  the  immortality  of  the 
spirit.  .  .  . 

All  organic  forms  below  man  not  only  produce  their 
own  like,  but  the  substance  of  their  material  forms 
mingles  with  previously  formed  compounds  to  produce 
a  new  and  distinct  type  superior  to  itself.  But  the  hu- 
man type  has  no  superior  development,  and  there  is  no 
retrogression  in  the  works  of  nature.  Each  new  un- 
folding is  superior  to  the  preceding.  Man,  then,  is  des- 
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tined  for  other  and  higher  Spheres.  In  these  spheres, 
or  new  states  of  existence,  man's  spirit  must  present  not 
only  an  "  image  and  likeness  "  of  Nature  and  God,  but 
a  consciousness  of  identity  and  individual  Selfhood. 
Feeling  and  knowing  this,  he  should  so  live  while  in 
this  rudimentary  and  preparatory  state  of  existence 
that  all  his  physical,  intellectual,  moral,  and  spiritual 
structure,  formation,  growth,  and  maturity  be  fully  de- 
veloped, cultivated,  and  perfected ;  so  that  when  the 
"  mortal  puts  on  immortality,"  and  seeks  "  a  home  in 
the  heavens,"  it  can  expand  into  a  celestial  life,  without 
spot  or  blemish  to  mar  its  beauty  or  impede  its  progress 
in  bliss  and  glory  eternal. — A  Stellar  Key  to  the  Summer 
Land,  Chap.  XVIII. 


DAVIS,  HENRY  WINTER,  an  American  states- 
man and  orator,  born  at  Annapolis,  Md.,  in  1817, 
died  in  Baltimore,  December  30,  1865.  He  was 
graduated  at  Kenyon  College,  Ohio,  in  1837,  after- 
ward studied  law  at  the  University  of  Virginia, 
and  entered  upon  legal  practice  at  Alexandria, 
Va.  In  1850  he  removed  to  Baltimore.  In  1855 
he  was  elected  to  Congress,  as  a  Democrat,  and 
was  re-elected  for  the  two  following  terms.  In 
1856  he  advocated  the  election  of  Mr.  Fillmore 
to  the  Presidency,  in  opposition  to  Mr.  Buchanan 
and  Mr.  Fr6mont.  In  1859  ne  Pu^  an  end  to  the 
protracted  contest  for  the  Speakership  of  the 
House  of  Representatives,  by  voting  for  Mr.  Pen- 
nington,  the  Whig  candidate,  whereupon  the 
Legislature  of  Maryland  passed  a  resolution  to 
the  effect  that  he  had  misrepresented  the  State, 
and  had  forfeited  the  confidence  of  the  people. 
When  the  civil  war  broke  out,  and  there  was 
danger  that  Maryland  would  join  the  seceding 
States,  Mr.  Davis  strenuously  opposed  this  pro- 
jected measure.  In  1862  he  was  again  elected  to 
Congress  as  a  Unionist,  and  was  chosen  as  Chair- 
man of  the  Committee  on  Foreign  Affairs.  His 
earnest  advocacy  of  the  emancipation  of  slaves, 
and  of  extending  the  right  of  suffrage  to  the 
colored  race,  placed  him  among  the  foremost  civ- 
ilians during  the  war.  His  latest  public  efforts, 
(359) 
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made  not  long  before  his  death,  were  directed 
toward  the  latter  of  these  objects.  Mr.  Davis 
published  The  War  of  Ormuzd  and  Ahriman  in  the 
Nineteenth  Century  (1853),  and  a  volume  of  his 
Speeches  and  Addresses  appeared  in  1867. 

THE    EVILS    OF    DISUNION. 

The  repudiation  of  the  Democratic  Party  is  the  first 
condition  and  best  security  for  peace  and  safety.  It 
silences  the  plea  of  revenge  and  retaliation.  The  people 
of  the  South  owe  it  to  themselves  and  to  their  future  as 
completely  to  discard  the  Democrats  as  the  people  of 
the  North  have  withdrawn  from  them  their  confidence. 
But  there  are  Democratic  gentlemen  who  anticipate  the 
success  of  the  argument  in  driving  everybody  to  the 
support  of  Mr.  Fremont,  and  who  speculate  on  the  con- 
sequences. There  are  men  who  go  about  the  country 
declaiming  about  the  inevitable  consequences  of  the 
election  of  Mr.  Fremont ;  and  the  question  is  asked 
whether  that  simple  fact  is  not  sufficient,  not  merely  to 
justify,  but  to  require  a  dissolution  of  the  Union.  That 
is  a  question  which  I  do  not  regard  as  even  a  subject  of 
discussion.  It  will  never  be  done  while  men  have  their 
reason.  It  will  never  be  done  until  some  party,  bent 
upon  acquiring  party  power,  shall  again  and  again  ex- 
asperate, beyond  the  reach  of  reason,  Northern  and 
Southern  minds,  as  my  Southern  friends  have  now  ex- 
asperated the  Northern  minds.  It  would  be  an  act  of 
suicide — and  sane  men  do  not  commit  suicide.  The 
act  itself  is  insanity.  It  will  be  done — in  a  tempest  of 
fury  and  madness  which  cannot  stop  to  reason.  Disso- 
lution means  death — the  suicide  of  Liberty  without  the 
hope  of  resurrection  ;  death  without  the  glories  of  im- 
mortality, with  no  sister  to  mourn  her  fate,  none  to 
wrap  her  decently  in  her  winding-sheet,  and  bear  her 
tenderly  to  her  sepulchre :  dead  Liberty  left  to  the  hor- 
rors of  corruption,  a  loathsome  thing,  with  a  stake 
through  the  body,  which  men  shun,  cast  out  naked  on 
the  highway  of  nations,  where  the  tyrants  of  the  earth, 
who  feared  her  living,  will  mock  her  dead — passing  by 
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on  the  other  side,  wagging  their  heads,  and  thrusting 
their  tongues  in  their  cheeks  at  her,  saying,  "  Behold  her! 
how  she  that  was  fair  among  nations  is  fallen  !  is  fallen  !  " 
And  only  the  few  wise  men  who  loved  her,  out  of  every 
nation,  will  shed  tears  over  her  body  to  quiet  her  manes; 
while  we,  her  children,  stumble  about  the  ruined  habita- 
tion, to  find  dishonorable  graves  wherein  to  hide  OIK 
shame.  .  .  . 

Gentlemen  ask,  "If  Mr.  Fremont  is  elected,  how  will 
Maryland  go  !  What  will  Maryland  do  ? "  I  do  not 
allow  that  question  to  be  asked.  She  knows  but  one 
country,  and  but  one  Union.  Her  glory  is  in  it ;  her 
rights  are  bound  up  in  it.  Her  children  shed  their  blood 
for  it,  and  they  will  do  it  again.  Beyond  it  she  knows 
nothing.  She  does  not  reckon  whether  there  is  more 
advantage  in  the  Union  to  the  North  or  to  the  South  ; 
she  does  not  calculate  its  value  ;  nor  does  she  cast  up 
an  account  of  profit  and  loss  on  the  blood  of  her  children. 
That  is  my  answer  to  that  question.  But,  Sir,  it  is  por- 
tentous to  hear  the  members  of  a  party  contesting  for 
the  Presidency  menace  dissolution  and  revolution  as  the 
penalty  they  will  inflict  on  the  victors  for  defeating 
them.  People  who  do  not  hold  the  Union  worth  four 
years'  deprivation  of  office  are  scarcely  safe  deposito- 
ries of  its  powers. — Speech  in  Congress,  August  7,  1856. 

SOME    LESSONS   OF    THE    CIVIL    WAR. 

We  have  disposed  of  the  doctrine  of  secession  by  the 
bayonet ;  but  that  their  acute  legal  suggestion — that 
although  the  State  has  not  the  right  to  rebel,  yet  the 
citizens  are  bound  to  obey  it,  and  it  will  stand  between 
them  and  the  responsibility  incurred  in  fighting  for  it 
against  the  Nation^ — may  be  effectually  put  down,  it 
must  be  refuted,  as  it  only  can  be,  by  the  judgment  of 
death  on  their  leading  traitor.  I  am  not  bloody-minded, 
and  I  think  mere  personal  punishment  at  the  end  of  a 
war  in  which  two  or  three  hundred  thousand  men  have 
been  laid  in  bloody  graves  has  no  relation  to  the  ordi- 
nary purposes  of  punishment.  If  you  could  punish  so  as 
to  break  and  destroy  the  power  of  the  "aristocracy" 
which  inaugurated  the  war,  it  were  well.  But  Congress 
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has  refused  to  pass  the  law  which  deprived  them  of  their 
citizenship  ;  and  now  the  supreme  law  of  the  land  for- 
bids it,  the  opportunity  is  gone,  and  gone  forever.  They 
have  suffered,  and  suffered  much,  by  the  confiscation  of 
their  slaves.  But  the  mere  hanging  of  men  has  no  power 
to  prevent  such  a  rebellion  as  this,  wherein  men  have 
staked  hundreds  of  thousands  of  lives  on  the  issue,  and 
died  glorying  in  their  cause.  By  hanging  them  you 
would  be  only  multiplying  the  number  of  martyrs  with- 
out materially  diminishing  that  of  criminals.  But  they 
should  be  stamped  with  the  foul  brand  of  treason — not 
allowed  to  glory  over  their  struggle  against  the  Nation  ; 
to  remain  the  heroes  of  the  South,  as  they  are  at  this 
day. 

When  the  vanquished  rebel  can  hang  his  sword  over 
his  door,  and  in  after  years  boast  of  it  to  his  grandchil- 
dren, you  have  left  the  seeds  of  future  rebellion,  the 
temptation  of  immunity  for  the  future  ;  and  it  is  ma- 
terial that  those  great  words  of  the  Constitution,  "This 
Constitution,  and  the  laws  of  the  United  States  made 
in  pursuance  thereof,  shall  be  the  supreme  law  of  the 
land  " — shall  be  understood  to  mean  what  they  say  ;  to 
be  resisted  by  no  wire-drawn  pleas  ;  to  be  avoided  by 
no  plea  of  States'  Rights  ;  to  be  stripped  of  authority 
by  no  impunity  claimed  under  any  obligation  to  obey 
the  Constitution  of  the  State  :  so  that  the  man  who 
takes  his  musket  to  resist  it  shall  know  that  he  commits 
the  crime,  and  not  his  State.  The  judgment  of  the  court 
will  clear  him  of  every  delusion  on  this  subject ;  so  that 
hereafter  he  will  not  be  troubled  by  metaphysical  ar- 
guments on  State  Rights  which  are  National  Wrongs  j 
but  he  may  go  to  his  doom  justly,  as  well  as  legally. 

The  kindly  advice  of  our  English  cousins  and  our 
French  friends,  preaching  moderation  in  the  hour  of 
victory,  is  good  ;  but  we  cannot  but  remember  that  their 
friends  are  those  who  are  to  suffer.  Hopes  of  foreign 
aid  from  those  Powers  weighed  heavily  in  causing  the 
rebellion,  and  they  naturally  have  an  interest  in  pre- 
venting the  extreme  penalty  of  the  law  from  falling  on 
the  heads  of  those  they  tempted  and  deserted.  We  can 
understand  that  they  have  an  interest  in  still  keeping 
open  a  cleavage  in  the  fast-closing  rock  of  the  republic 
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wherein  foreign  Powers  may  again  force  a  lever  to  shake 
the  republic  to  its  foundations.  When  we  feel  the  need 
of  it,  we  will  ask  their  advice  ;  but  we  look  alone  to  our 
laws  for  the  rule  of  our  action,  and  to  the  moderation 
of  the  people  to  prevent  the  stain  of  useless  blood  upon 
our  hands. 

We  cannot  govern  this  immense  region  by  military 
power.  That  would  be  to  create  proconsuls  to  whom 
the  armies  will  become  devoted,  in  whom  the  spirit  of 
ambitious  power  will  grow  and  become  strong,  and  one 
of  whom  may,  like  Caesar,  march  across  the  Rubicon,  on 
the  insidious  pretext  of  the  public  good  ;  when  America 
may  be  as  Rome  was.  Military  government  in  vast 
regions  of  territory,  over  great  populations,  is  inconsist- 
ent not  only  with  the  principles  of  our  institutions,  but 
with  the  permanence  and  integrity  of  the  American 
Government,  and  therefore  must  be  excluded  from 
everybody's  mind.  If  you  wish  a  temporary  civil  gov- 
ernment let  it  be  organized  by  law  ;  but  we  must  recog- 
nize not  only  personal  freedom,  but  the  principles  of 
self-government — the  right  of  the  People  to  rule.  We 
want  no  rebel  State  Government  ;  we  want  still  less  a 
military  government.  A  rebel  government  is  safer  than 
a  military  government.  We  do  not  want  oligarchies  of 
professed  Union  men  who  have  been  so  low  down  out 
of  sight  that  nobody  can  divine  their  relations  to  the 
rebellion  ;  or  men  tliat  treacherously  sympathized  with 
the  power  that  was,  and  now  meanly  seek  to  serve  the 
power  that  is.  We  want  the  free  government  of  the 
loyal  men  of  the  South  who  are  on  our  side  ;  who  will 
draw  the  sword  for  us,  and  will  maintain  our  rights 
where  they  are  threatened,  and  are  powerful  enough  to 
maintain  the  authority  of  the  State  government  at  home. 
There  is  no  white  population  at  the  South — no  great 
mass  of  it  anywhere —  who  will  conform  to  these  con- 
ditions. After  you  have  erased  from  the  list  of  voters 
every  man  you  can  clearly  prove  to  have  been  a  Seces- 
sionist— after  you  have  sifted  clear  all  you  can  call  loyal 
men — you  have  men  who  have  sympathized  with  rebel- 
lion, have  given  it  their  countenance,  if  not  their  active 
aid,  by  their  arms  and  their  money  ;  can  they  be  relied 
on  in  any  emergency  ?  The  Secessionists  of  the  South 
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are  the  heroes  of  the  South — toasted,  feted,  worshipped, 
Under  a  reorganization  on  the  basis  of  the  white  popu- 
lation, the  South  will  be  more  united  and  powerful  than 
when  she  drew  the  sword.  .  .  . 

No  State  Government  has  ever  been  organized  which 
ostracized  a  majority  or  any  great  mass  of  the  people. 
When  slavery  existed,  slaves  were  merged  in  the  master. 
But  the  right  of  the  State  to  ostracize  a  great  mass  of 
free  negroes  has  never  been  recognized.  When  negroes 
become  free,  they  become  a  part  of  the  People  of  the 
nation,  and  to  ostracize  them  is  to  sanction  a  principal 
fatal  to  American  free  government.  .  .  .  We  need 
the  votes  of  all  the  colored  people.  It  is  numbers,  not 
intelligence,  that  count  at  the  ballot-box.  Let  Congress 
pass  an  amendment  to  the  Constitution  consecrating 
forever  the  mass  of  the  people  as  the  basis  of  the  repub- 
lican government  •  when  this  shall  have  received  the 
assent  of  three-fourths  of  those  now  represented  in 
Congress,  let  Congress  instantly  proclaim  it  as  the 
fundamental  law  of  the  land — valid  and  binding  as  the 
Constitution  itself,  of  which  they  will  thus  have  made  it 
a  part  ;  under  which  they  sit ;  of  which  no  State  caprice, 
no  question  of  political  parties,  nothing  in  the  future, 
except  the  triumph  of  slavery  over  free  institutions,  can 
ever  shake  or  call  in  question.  Then  all  the  principles 
of  the  Declaration  of  Independence  will  be  executed  ; 
this  Government  will  rest  on  the  right  of  individual 
liberty,  and  the  right  of  every  man  to  bear  a  share  in 
the  government  of  the  country  whose  laws  he  obeys, 
and  whose  bayonet,  in  the  hour  of  danger,  he  bears. 
And  the  personal  freedom  which  the  dark  children  of 
the  republic  have  won  by  our  blood  and  theirs  will  not 
be  a  vain  mockery,  exposed  to  violation  at  the  caprice 
of  their  masters,  enthroned  in  the  Legislature,  on  the 
Bench,  and  in  the  Executive  Chamber,  but,  secured  by 
the  arms  they  hold,  and  the  ballot  they  cast,  will  be 
Liberty  guarded  by  power. — Oration  at  Chicago,  July  ^ 
1865- 


DAVIS,  JEFFERSON,  President  of  the  Confed- 
erate States  of  America,  was  born  in  Christian 
County,  Ky.,  June  3,  1808;  died  at  New  Orleans, 
December  6,  1889.  Shortly  after  his  birth  his 
father  removed  to  Wilkinson  County,  Miss.  The 
son  entered  Transylvania  College,  Kentucky, 
but  in  1824  was  appointed  a  cadet  in  the  Military 
Academy  at  West  Point,  where  he  was  graduated 
in  1828.  He  remained  in  the  army  until  1835,  serv- 
ing on  the  frontiers,  when,  having  married  the 
daughter  of  Colonel  Zachary  Taylor,  afterward 
General  and  President  of  the  United  States,  he  re- 
signed his  commission  and  became  a  cotton-planter 
in  Mississippi.  In  1844  he  was  elected  a  Repre- 
sentative in  Congress.  The  war  with  Mexico  hav- 
ing broken  out,  Mr.  Davis  was  elected  Colonel  of 
the  First  Mississippi  Regiment  of  Volunteers. 
Resigning  his  seat  in  Congress,  he  overtook  his 
regiment  at  New  Orleans,  and  led  it  to  reinforce 
General  Taylor  on  the  Rio  Grande.  He  was  ac- 
tively engaged  in  the  capture  of  Monterey,  in 
September,  1846,  and  was  severely  wounded  at 
the  battle  of  Buena  Vista,  February  23,  1847.  In 
August,  1847,  ne  was  appointed  by  the  Governor 
of  Mississippi  to  fill  a  vacancy  in  the  Senate  of 
the  United  States  for  the  term  expiring  March  4, 
1851,  and  was  thereafter  elected  for  the  next  Sena- 
to  ~'al  term  of  six  years.  He  was  made  Chairman 
(365) 
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of  the  Committee  on  Military  Affairs ;  but  in  Sep- 
tember he  accepted  the  Democratic  nomination 
for  Governor  of  Mississippi,  and  resigned  his  seat 
in  the  Senate.  He  was  defeated  by  a  very  small 
majority  by  Mr.  Foote,  the  "Union"  candidate 
for  Governor.  He  remained  in  retirement  until 
1853,  when  he  became  Secretary  of  War  in  the 
Cabinet  of  Mr.  Pierce.  He  administered  the  duties 
of  this  position  with  great  ability  until  the  inau- 
guration of  Mr.  Buchanan  in  1857.  He  was  then 
again  elected  Senator  in  Congress  for  the  term 
ending  March  4,  1863,  and  became  the  acknowl- 
edged leader  of  the  Democratic  Party  in  the  Sen- 
ate. 

The  State  of  Mississippi  formally  seceded  from 
the  Union,  January  9,  1861,  and  on  the  2ist  Mr. 
Davis  made  his  farewell  speech  in  the  Senate.  In 
February  a  Congress,  composed  of  delegates  from 
the  States  which  had  already  seceded,  convened 
at  Montgomery,  Ala.,  and  framed  a  Provisional 
Government,  Mr.  Davis  being  chosen  President 
and  Mr.  Alexander  H.  Stephens  Vice-President. 
On  May  2oth,  Virginia  having  entered  the  Confed- 
eracy, the  seat  of  government  was  transferred  to 
Richmond.  A  Presidential  election  was  held  in 
November  throughout  the  Confederacy ;  Mr. 
Davis  was  elected  President  and  Mr.  Stephens 
Vice-President  for  the  term  of  six  years.  Mr. 
Davis  was  inaugurated  February  22,  1862.  The 
Confederate  Government  virtually  came  to  an  end 
by  the  surrender  of  the  armies  commanded  by 
Generals  Lee  and  Johnston  in  April,  1865.  Mr. 
Davis,  however,  believed  that  the  contest  might 
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irtfll  oe  carried  on  in  the  region  beyond  the  Mis- 
sissippi, and  was  endeavoring  to  make  his  way 
to  that  quarter,  when  he  was  captured  in  North- 
ern Georgia,  May  loth,  by  a  small  detachment  of 
Union  cavalry.  He  was  taken  to  Fortress  Mon- 
roe, where  he  was  imprisoned  for  two  years, 
awaiting  trial.  In  May,  1867,  he  was  formally 
arraigned  before  a  United  States  Court,  sitting  at 
Richmond,  upon  a  charge  of  high  treason.  The 
trial,  however,  did  not  take  place,  and  he  was  re- 
leased upon  bail.  In  December,  1868,  the  Gov- 
ernment entered  a  nolle  prosequi,  and  Mr.  Davis 
was  discharged.  For  a  time  he  entered  upon 
business  pursuits,  which,  however,  he  ultimately 
abandoned. 

Mr.  Davis  delivered  numerous  elaborate 
speeches  during  his  Congressional  career  and 
while  he  was  President  of  the  Confederate  States. 
In  1 88 1  he  put  forth  The  Rise  and  Fall  of  the  Con- 
federate Government,  in  two  large  volumes,  devoted 
to  the  advocacy  of  the  principles  upon  which  the 
Southern  Confederacy  was  based  and  a  justifica- 
tion of  his  own  conduct  as  its  President. 

DESIGN    OF    THE    HISTORY. 

»  The  object  of  this  work  has  been,  from  historical  data, 
to  show  that  the  Southern  States  had  rightfully  the 
power  to  withdraw  from  a  Union  into  which  they  had, 
as  sovereign  communities,  voluntarily  entered  ;  that 
the  denial  of  that  right  was  a  violation  of  the  letter 
and  spirit  of  the  compact  between  the  States  ;  and  that 
the  war  waged  by  the  Federal  Government  against  the 
seceding  States  was  in  disregard  of  the  limitations  of 
the  Constitution,  and  destructive  of  the  principles  of 
the  Declaration  of  Independence. 
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The  incentive  to  undertake  the  work  was  the  desire 
to  correct  misapprehension  created  by  industriously 
circulated  misrepresentations  as  to  the  acts  and  pur- 
poses of  the  People  and  the  General  Government  of 
the  Confederate  States.  By  the  reiteration  of  such 
unappropriate  terms  as  "rebellion"  and  "treason," 
and  the  asseveration  that  the  South  was  levying  war 
against  the  United  States,  those  ignorant  of  the  nature 
of  the  Union,  and  of  the  reserved  powers  of  the  States, 
have  been  led  to  believe  that  the  Confederate  States 
were  in  the  condition  of  revolted  provinces,  and  that 
the  United  States  were  forced  to  arms  for  the  preserva- 
tion of  their  existence.  To  those  who  know  that  the 
Union  was  formed  for  specific  enumerated  purposes, 
and  that  the  States  had  never  surrendered  their  sover- 
eignty, it  was  a  palpable  absurdity  to  apply  to  them, 
or  to  their  citizens  when  obeying  their  mandates,  the 
terms  "rebellion"  and  "treason;"  and,  further,  it  is 
shown  that  the  Confederate  States,  so  far  from  making 
war  or  seeking  to  destroy  the  United  States,  as  soon  as 
they  had  an  official  organ,  strove  earnestly,  by  peaceful 
negotiation,  to  equitably  adjust  all  questions  growing 
out  of  the  separation  from  their  late  associates.  .  .  . 

Much  of  the  past  is  irremediable.  The  best  hope  for 
a  restoration  in  the  future  to  the  pristine  purity  and 
fraternity  of  the  Union  rests  on  the  opinions  and  char- 
acter of  the  men  who  are  to  succeed  this  generation. 
That  they  may  be  suited  to  that  blessed  work,  one 
whose  public  course  is  ended  invokes  them  to  draw 
their  creed  from  the  fountains  of  our  political  history, 
rather  than  from  the  lower  stream — polluted  as  it  has 
been  by  self-seeking  place-hunters  and  by  sectional 
strife. — Preface  to  the  Rise  and  Fall  of  the  Confederate 
Government. 

ORIGINALLY    OPPOSED    TO    SECESSION. 

In  November,  1860,  after  the  result  of  the  Presiden- 
tial election  was  known,  the  Governor  of  Mississippi, 
having  issued  his  proclamation  convoking  a  special 
session  of  the  Legislature  to  consider  the  propriety  of 
calling  a  convention,  invited  the  Senators  and  Repre- 
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sentatives  in  Congress  to  meet  him  for  consultation  as 
to  the  character  of  the  Message  he  should  send  to  the 
Legislature  when  assembled.  While  holding,  in  com- 
mon with  my  political  associates,  that  the  right  of  a 
State  to  secede  was  unquestionable,  I  differed  from 
most  of  them  as  to  the  probability  of  our  being  per- 
mitted peaceably  to  exercise  the  right.  The  knowledge 
acquired  by  the  administration  of  the  War  Department 
for  four  years,  and  by  the  chairmanship  of  the  Military 
Committee  of  the  Senate  at  two  different  periods,  still 
longer  in  combined  duration,  had  shown  me  the  entire 
lack  of  preparation  for  war  in  the  South.  The  foundries 
and  armories  were  in  the  Northern  States,  and  there- 
were  stored  all  the  new  and  improved  weapons  of  war. 
In  the  arsenals  of  the  Southern  States  were  to  be  found 
only  arms  of  the  old  and  rejected  models.  The  South 
had  no  manufactories  of  powder,  and  no  navy  to  pro- 
tect our  harbors,  no  merchant-ships  for  foreign  com- 
merce. It  was  evident  to  me,  therefore,  that,  if  we 
should  be  involved  in  war,  the  odds  against  us  would 
be  far  greater  than  what  was  due  merely  to  our  inferior- 
ity in  population.  Believing  that  secession  would  be 
the  precursor  of  war  between  the  States,  I  was  conse- 
quently slower  and  more  reluctant  than  others,  who  en- 
tertained a  different  opinion,  to  resort  to  that  remedy. 
— Rise  and  Fall,  Vol.  /.,  p.  57. 


THE    ALLEGIANCE    OF    THE    CITIZEN. 

The  primary,  paramount  allegiance  of  the  citizen  is 
due  to  the  sovereign  only.  That  sovereign,  under  our 
system,  is  the  People — the  People  of  the  State  to  which 
he  belongs — the  People  who  constitute  the  State  Gov- 
ernment which  he  obeys,  and  which  protects  him  in  the 
enjoyment  of  his  personal  rights  ;  the  People  who  alone 
(as  far  as  he  is  concerned)  ordained  and  established 
the  Federal  Constitution  and  Federal  Government  ;  the 
People  who  have  reserved  to  themselves  sovereignty — 
which  implies  the  power  to  revoke  all  agencies  created 
by  them.  The  obligation  to  support  the  State  or  Fed- 
eral Constitution,  and  the  obedience  due  to  either  State 
ft  j?>.cSejral  Government,  are  aiiKe  derived  irora  ana  cie- 
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pendent  on  the  allegiance  due  to  this  sovereign.  If  the 
sovereign  abolishes  the  State  Government,  and  ordains 
and  establishes  a  new  one,  the  obligation  of  allegiance 
requires  him  to  transfer  his  allegiance  accordingly.  If 
the  sovereign  withdraws  from  association  with  its  con- 
federates in  the  Union,  the  allegiance  of  the  citizen 
requires  him  to  follow  the  sovereign.  Any  other  course 
is  rebellion  or  treason — words  which  in  the  cant  of  the 
day  have  been  so  grossly  misapplied  and  perverted  as  to 
be  made  worse  than  unmeaning.  His  relationship  to 
the  Union  arose  from  the  membership  of  the  State  of 
which  he  was  a  citizen,  and  ceased  whenever  his  State 
withdrew  from  it.  He  cannot  owe  obedience — much 
less  allegiance — to  an.  association  from  which  his  sover- 
eign has  separated,  and  thereby  withdrawn  him. 

Every  officer  of  both  Federal  and  State  Governments 
is  required  to  take  an  oath  to  support  the  Constitu- 
tion, a  compact  the  binding  force  of  which  is  based  upon 
the  sovereignty  of  the  States — a  sovereignty  necessa- 
rily carrying  with  it  the  principles  just  stated  with 
regard  to  allegiance.  Every  such  officer  is,  therefore, 
virtually  sworn  to  maintain  and  support  the  sovereignty 
of  all  the  States.  Military  and  naval  officers  take,  in 
addition,  an  oath  to  obey  the  lawful  orders  of  their  su- 
periors. Such  an  oath  has  never  been  understood  to 
be  eternal  in  its  obligations.  It  is  dissolved  by  the 
death,  dismissal,  or  resignation  of  the  officer  who  takes 
it ;  and  such  resignation  is  not  a  mere  optional  right, 
but  becomes  an  imperative  duty  when  continuance  in 
the  service  comes  to  be  in  conflict  with  the  ultimate 
allegiance  due  to  the  sovereignty  of  the  States  to 
which  he  belongs. — Rise  and  Fall,  Vol.  I.,  p.  182. 

THE  EVACUATION    OF    RICHMOND. 

On  Sunday  the  2d  of  April,  1865,  while  I  was  in  St. 
Paul's  Church,  General  Lee's  telegram,  announcing  his 
speedy  withdrawal  from  Petersburg,  and  the  consequent 
necessity  for  evacuating  Richmond,  was  handed  to  me. 
I  quietly  rose  and  left  the  church.  ...  I  went  to 
my  office  and  assembled  the  heads  of  departments  and 
bureaus,  as  far  as  they  could  be  found  on  a  .day  when 
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all  the  offices  were  closed,  and  gave  the  needful  in- 
structions for  our  removal  that  night,  simultaneously 
with  General  Lee's  withdrawal  from  Petersburg.  The 
event  was  not  unforeseen,  and  some  preparation  had 
been  made  for  it ;  though,  as  it  came  sooner  than  was 
expected,  there  was  much  to  be  done.  My  own  pa- 
pers were  disposed  as  usual  for  convenient  reference  in 
the  transaction  of  current  affairs,  and  as  soon  as  the 
principal  officers  had  left  me,  the  executive  papers 
were  arranged  for  removal.  This  occupied  myself 
and  staff  until  late  in  the  afternoon. 

In  view  of  the  diminishing  resources  of  the  country 
on  which  the  Army  of  Northern  Virginia  relied  for 
supplies,  I  had  urged  the  policy  of  sending  families,  as 
far  as  practicable,  to  the  South  and  West,  and  had  set 
the  example  by  requiring  my  own  to  go.  .  .  .  Being 
alone  in  Richmond,  the  few  arrangements  needful  for 
my  personal  wants  were  soon  made  after  reaching  home. 
Then,  leaving  all  else  in  charge  of  the  housekeeper,  I 
waited  until  notified  of  the  time  when  the  train  would 
depart ;  then,  going  to  the  station,  started  for  Dan- 
ville, whither  I  supposed  General  Lee  would  proceed 
with  his  army.  .  .  . 

The  design,  as  previously  arranged  with  General  Lee, 
was  that,  if  he  should  be  compelled  to  evacuate  Peters- 
burg, he  would  proceed  to  Danville,  make  a  new  de- 
fensive line  of  the  Dan  and  Roanoke  rivers,  unite  his 
army  with  the  troops  in  North  Carolina,  and  make  a 
combined  attack  upon  Sherman.  If  successful,  it  was 
expected  that  reviving  hope  would  bring  reinforcements 
to  the  army  ;  and  Grant,  being  then  far  removed  from 
his  base  of  supplies,  and  in  the  midst  of  a  hostile  popu- 
lation, it  was  thought  we  might  return,  drive  him  from 
the  soil  of  Virginia,  and  restore  to  the  people  a  govern- 
ment deriving  its  authority  from  their  consent.  With 
these  hopes  and  wishes — neither  seeking  to  diminish 
the  magnitude  of  our  disaster,  nor  to  excite  illusory  ex- 
pectations— I  issued  on  the  5th  the  following  proclama- 
tion, of  which,  viewed  in  the  light  of  subsequent  events, 
it  may  fairly  be  said  it  was  over-sanguine  : 

"  The  General-in-Chief  found  it  necessary  to  make 
such  movements  of  his  troops  as  to  uncover  the  capital. 
VOL.  VII.— 24 
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It  would  be  unwise  to  conceal  the  moral  and  material 
injury  to  our  cause  resulting  from  its  occupation  by  the 
enemy.  It  is  equally  unwise  and  unworthy  of  us  to  al- 
low our  energies  to  falter,  and  our  efforts  to  become  re- 
laxed under  reverses,  however  calamitous  they  may  be. 

"  For  many  months  the  largest  and  finest  army  of  the 
Confederacy,  under  a  leader  whose  presence  inspires 
equal  confidence  in  the  troops  and  the  people,  has  been 
greatly  trammelled  by  the  necessity  of  keeping  constant 
watch  over  the  approaches  to  the  capital,  and  has  thus 
been  forced  to  forego  more  than  one  opportunity  for 
promising  enterprise.  It  is  for  us,  my  countrymen,  to 
show  by  our  bearing  under  reverses  how  wretched  has 
been  the  self-deception  of  those  who  have  believed  us 
less  able  to  endure  misfortune  with  fortitude  than  to 
encounter  danger  with  courage. 

"We  have  now  entered  upon  a  new  phase  of  the 
struggle.  Relieved  from  the  necessity  of  guarding  par- 
ticular points,  our  army  will  be  free  to  move  from  point 
to  point — to  strike  the  enemy  in  detail  far  from  his  base. 
Let  us  but  will  it,  and  we  are  free. 

"Animated  by  that  confidence  in  your  spirit  and  for- 
titude which  never  yet  failed  me,  I  announce  to  you, 
fellow-countrymen,  that  it  is  my  purpose  to  maintain 
your  cause  with  my  whole  heart  and  soul  ;  that  I  will 
never  consent  to  abandon  to  the  enemy  one  foot  of  the 
soil  of  any  of  the  States  of  the  Confederacy  ;  that  Vir- 
ginia— noble  State,  whose  ancient  renown  has  been 
eclipsed  by  her  still  more  glorious  recent  history,  whose 
bosom  has  been  bared  to  receive  the  main  shock  of  this 
war,  whose  sons  and  daughters  have  exhibited  heroism 
so  sublime  as  to  render  her  illustrious  in  all  time  to 
come — that  Virginia,  with  the  help  of  the  people,  and 
by  the  blessing  of  Providence,  shall  be  held  and  de- 
fended, and  no  peace  ever  be  made  with  the  infamous 
invaders  of  her  territory.  If,  by  the  stress  of  numbers 
we  should  be  compelled  to  a  temporary  withdrawal 
from  her  limits,  or  those  of  any  other  Border  State,  we 
will  return  until  the  baffled  and  exhausted  enemy  shall 
abandon  in  despair  his  endless  and  impossible  task  of 
making  slaves  of  a  people  resolved  to  be  free.  Let  us, 
then,  not  despond,  my  countrymen,  but,  reiving  on  God, 
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meet  the  foe,  with  fresh  defiance  and  with  unconquered 
and  unconquerable  hearts." — Rise  and  Fall,  Vol.  //., 
p.  667. 

CAPTURE    OF    MR.    DAVIS. 

After  leaving  Washington,  Ga.,  I  overtook  a  com- 
missary and  quartermaster's  train,  having  public  papers 
of  value  in  their  charge.  On  the  second  or  third  day 
after  leaving  Washington  I  heard  that  a  band  of  ma- 
rauders, supposed  to  be  stragglers  and  deserters  from 
both  armies,  were  in  pursuit  of  my  family,  whom  I  had 
not  seen  since  I  left  Richmond,  but  who,  I  heard,  had 
gone  with  my  private  secretary  and  seven  paroled  men, 
who  generously  offered  their  services  as  an  escort  to  the 
Florida  coast.  Their  route  was  to  the  east  of  that  I 
was  pursuing  ;  but  I  immediately  changed  direction, 
and  rode  rapidly  across  the  country  to  overtake  them. 
.  .  .  For  the  protection  of  my  family,  I  travelled 
with  them  for  two  or  three  days,  when,  believing  that 
they  had  passed  out  of  the  region  of  the  marauders,  I 
determined  to  leave  their  encampment  at  nightfall,  to 
execute  my  original  purpose  [to  cross  to  the  trans- 
Mississippi  Department,  and  there  unite  with  the  armies 
of  E.  K.  Smith  and  Magruder,  who  it  was  thought, 
would  still  be  able  to  uphold  the  Confederate  cause  until 
a  treaty  could  be  arranged]. 

My  horse,  and  those  of  my  party  proper,  were  sad- 
dled preparatory  to  start,  when  one  of  my  staff,  who 
had  ridden  into  the  neighboring  village,  returned  and 
told  me  that  he  had  heard  that  a  marauding  party  in- 
tended to  attack  the  camp  that  night.  This  decided 
me  to  wait  long  enough  to  see  whether  there  was  any 
truth  in  the  rumor,  which  I  supposed  would  be  ascer- 
tained in  a  few  hours.  My  horse  remained  saddled,  and 
my  pistols  in  the  holsters,  and  I  lay  down,  fully  dressed, 
to  rest.  Nothing  occurred  to  rouse  me  until  just  before 
dawn,  when  my  coachman — a  free  colored  man,  who 
faithfully  clung  to  our  fortunes — came  and  told  me  that 
there  was  firing  over  the  branch,  just  behind  our  en- 
campment. I  turned  back  and  told  my  wife  that  these 
were  not  the  expected  marauders,  but  regular  troopers. 
She  implored  me  to  leave  her  at  once.  I  hesitated,  from 
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unwillingness  to  do  so,  and  lost  a  few  precious  moments 
oefore  yielding  to  her  importunity. 

My  horse  and  arms  were  near  the  road  on  which  I 
expected  to  leave,  and  down  which  the  cavalry  ap- 
proached. It  was  therefore  impracticable  to  reach  them. 
I  was  compelled  to  start  in  the  opposite  direction.  As 
it  was  quite  dark  in  the  tent,  I  picked  up  what  was  sup- 
posed to  be  my  "raglan" — a  water-proof  light  overcoat 
without  sleeves.  It  was  subsequently  found  to  be  my 
wife's,  so  very  like  my  own  as  to  be  mistaken  for  it. 
As  I  started,  my  wife  thoughtfully  threw  over  my  head 
and  shoulders  a  shawl. 

I  had  gone  perhaps  fifteen  or  twenty  yards  when  q, 
trooper  galloped  up,  and  ordered  me  to  halt  and  sur- 
render ;  to  which  I  gave  a  defiant  answer,  and  dropping 
the  shawl  and  raglan  from  my  shoulders,  advanced  tow- 
ard him.  He  levelled  his  carbine  at  me  ;  but  I  ex- 
pected, if  he  fired,  he  would  miss  me  ;  and  my  intention 
was  in  that  event  to  put  my  hand  under  his  foot,  tumble 
him  off  on  the  other  side,  spring  into  his  saddle,  and  at- 
tempt to  escape.  My  wife,  who  had  been  watching, 
when  she  saw  the  soldier  aim  his  carbine  at  me,  ran  for- 
ward and  threw  her  arms  around  me.  Success  depended 
on  instantaneous  action  ;  and,  recognizing  that  the  op- 
portunity had  been  lost,  I  turned  back,  and,  the  morn- 
ing being  damp  and  chilly,  passed  on  to  a  fire  beyond 
the  tent.  Our  pursuers  had  taken  different  roads,  and. 
approached  ;  they  encountered  each  other  and  com- 
menced firing,  both  supposing  they  had  met  an  armed 
escort,  and  some  casualties  resulted  from  their  conflict 
with  an  imaginary  body  of  Confederate  troops.  During 
the  confusion,  while  attention  was  concentrated  upon 
myself,  except  by  those  who  were  engaged  in  pillage, 
one  of  my  aides,  Colonel  J.  Taylor  Wood,  with  Lieu- 
tenant Barnwell,  walked  off  unobserved.  His  daring 
exploits  on  the  sea  had  made  him,  on  the  part  of  the 
Federal  Government,  an  object  of  special  hostility,  and 
rendered  it  quite  proper  that  he  should  avail  himself  of 
every  possible  means  of  escape.  .  .  . 

Wilson  and  others  have  uttered  many  falsehoods  ir« 
regard  to  my  capture,  which  have  been  exposed  in  pub 
lications  by  persons  there  present :  by  Secretary" 
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Reagan,  by  the  members  of  my  personal  staff,  by  the 
colored  coachman,  Jim  Jones — which  must  have  been 
convincing  to  all  who  were  not  given  over  to  believe  a 
lie. — Rise  and  Fallt  Vol.  //.,/.  700. 

FINAL   CONCLUSIONS. 

My  first  object  in  this  work  was  to  prove,  by  his- 
torical authority,  that  each  of  the  States,  as  sovereign 
parties  to  the  compact  of  union,  had  the  reserved 
power  to  secede  from  it  whenever  it  should  be  found 
not  to  answer  the  ends  for  which  it  was  established. 
If  this  has  been  done,  it  follows  that  the  war  was,  on 
the  part  of  the  United  States  Government,  one  of  ag- 
gression and  usurpation ;  and,  on  the  part  of  the 
South,  was  for  the  defence  of  an  inherent  and  un- 
alienable  right. 

My  next  purpose  was  to  show,  by  the  gallantry  and 
devotion  of  the  Southern  people  in  their  unequal  strug- 
gle, how  thorough  was  their  conviction  of  the  justice 
of  their  cause  ;  that,  by  their  humanity  to  the  wounded 
and  captives,  they  proved  themselves  the  worthy  de- 
scendants of  civilized  sires,  and  fit  to  be  free  ;  and 
that,  in  every  case — as  when  our  army  invaded  Penn- 
sylvania— by  their  respect  for  private  rights,  their 
morality  and  observance  of  the  laws  of  civilized  war, 
they  are  entitled  to  the  confidence  and  regard  of  man- 
kind. .  .  . 

In  asserting  the  right  of  secession,  it  has  not  been 
my  wish  to  incite  to  its  exercise.  I  recognize  the  fact 
that  the  war  showed  it  to  be  impracticable  ;  but  this  did 
not  prove  it  to  be  wrong.  And  now  that  it  may  not 
be  again  attempted,  and  that  the  union  may  promote 
the  general  welfare,  it  is  needful  that  the  truth — the 
whole  truth — should  be  known,  so  that  crimination  and 
recrimination  may  forever  cease  and  then,  on  the  basis 
of  fraternity  and  faithful  regard  for  the  rights  of  the 
States,  there  may  be  written  on  the  arch  of  the  Union, 
Esto  Perpetua.—Rise  and  Fall,  Vol.  I  I.,  p.  764. 

A  Short  History  of  the  Confederate  States  of 
America  was  published  after  his  death  (1890). 


DAVIS,  JOHN,  an  English  navigator,  born 
about  1540;  killed  in  the  Straits  of  Malacca,  De- 
cember 29,  1605.  Between  1585  and  1587  he  dis- 
tinguished himself  by  three  voyages  undertaken 
for  the  discovery  of  a  northwest  passage  to  Asia. 
In  the  first  of  these  voyages  he  discovered  the 
strait  leading  into  Hudson's  Bay,  which  still  bears 
his  name  ;  in  the  next  year  he  sailed  along  the 
coast  of  Greenland,  going  as  far  north  as  latitude 
72°  12'.  In  1591  he  was  second  in  command  in 
the  unfortunate  voyage  of  Cavendish  to  the  South 
Sea.  After  this  he  made  five  voyages  to  the  East 
Indies,  and  was  finally  killed  by  pirates  in  the 
Strait  of  Malacca.  He  was  a  sailor  of  extraor- 
dinary professional  acquirements,  and  invented  a 
quadrant  for  taking  the  sun's  altitude  at  sea,  which 
was  some  thirty  years  after  superseded  by  Had- 
ley's  sextant.  In  1595  he  published  a  curious 
book  entitled  The  World' s  Hydrographical  Descrip- 
tion, "  wherein,"  as  is  stated  on  the  title  page,  "  is 
proved  not  onely  by  aucthoritie  of  writers,  but  also 
by  late  experience  of  trauellers,  and  reasons  of 
substantiall  probabilitie,  that  the  worlde  in  all  his 
zones,  clymates,  and  places,  is  habitable  and  in- 
habited, and  the  seas  likewise  universally  nauiga- 
ble,  without  any  naturall  anoyance  to  hinder  the 
same  ;  whereby  appeares  that  from  England  there 
is  a  short  and  speedie  passage  into  the  South  Seas 
(376J 
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to  China,  Malucca,  Phillipina,  and  India,  by 
northerly  navigation,  to  the  renowne,  honour,  and 
benefit  of  her  maiesties  state  and  communalty." 
By  way  of  corroborating-  his  theory  he  gives  a 
short  narrative  of  his  voyages  for  the  discovery 
of  the  Northwest  Passage ;  his  being  the  earliest 
account  of  voyaging  in  the  Greenland  seas : 


IN    SEARCH    OF    A    NORTHWEST    PASSAGE. 

In  my  first  voyage,  not  experienced  of  the  nature  of 
those  clymattes,  and  having  no  direction  either  by  Chart, 
Globe,  or  other  certayne  relation  in  what  altitude  that 
passage  was  to  be  searched,  I  shaped  a  Northerly  course, 
and  so  sought  the  same  towardes  the  south,  and  in  that 
my  Northerly  course  I  fell  upon  the  shore  which  in  an- 
cient time  was  called  Groyland,  five  hundred  leagues 
distant  from  the  durseys  West  North  West  Northerly, 
the  land  being  very  high  and  full  of  mightie  mountaines 
all  couered  with  snow,  no  viewe  of  wood,  grasse,  or 
earth  to  be  scene,  and  the  shore  two  leagues  of  into  the 
sea,  so  full  of  yse  as  that  no  shipping  cold  by  any  means 
come  neere  the  same.  The  lothsome  vewe  of  the  shore, 
and  irksome  noyse  of  the  yse  was  such,  as  that  it  bred 
strange  conceipts  among  us,  so  that  we  supposed  the 
place  to  be  wast  and  voyd  of  any  sencible  or  vegitable 
creatures,  whereupon  I  called  the  same  Desolation  ;  so 
coasting  this  shore  towardes  the  South  in  the  latitude  of 
sixtie  degrees,  I  found  it  to  trend  towardes  the  west.  I 
still  followed  the  leading  thereof  in  the  same  height, 
and  after  fiftie  or  sixtie  leages  it  fayled  and  lay  directly 
north,  which  I  still  followed,  and  in  thirtie  leages  sayl- 
ing  upon  the  West  side  of  this  coast  by  me  named  Deso- 
lation, we  were  past  all  the  yse  and  found  many  greene 
and  plesant  Ills  bordering  upon  the  shore,  but  the 
mountain-s  of  the  maine  were  still  covered  with  great 
quantities  of  snowe.  I  brought  my  shippe  among  those 
ylls,  and  there  mored  to  refreshe  our  selves  in  our 
wearie  travell,  in  the  latitude  of  sixtie  foure  degrees  or 
there  about.  The  people  of  the  country,  having  espyed 


378  JOHN1  DA  VIS 

our  shipps,  came  down  unto  us  in  their  canoes,  holding 
up  their  right  hand  to  the  Sunne  and  crying  Yliaout, 
would  stricke  their  brestes  ;  we  doing  the  like,  the  peo- 
ple came  aborde  our  shippes,  men  of  good  stature,  un- 
bearded, small  eyed  and  of  tractable  conditions ;  by 
whom,  as  signes  would  permit,  we  understoode  that  to- 
wardes  the  North  and  West  there  was  a  great  sea,  and 
using  the  people  with  kindnesse  in  geuing  them  nayles 
and  knifes,  which  of  all  things  they  most  desired,  we  de- 
parted, and  finding  the  sea  free  from  yse,  supposing  our 
selves  to  be  past  all  daunger  we  shaped  our  course  West 
Nor  West,  thinking:  thereby  to  passe  for  China,  but  in 
the  latitude  of  sixtie  sixe  degrees,  wee  fell  with  an  other 
shore,  and  there  founde  an  other  passage  of  20  leages 
broade  directly  West  into  the  same,  which  we  supposed 
to  bee  our  hoped  strayght.  We  intered  into  the  same 
thirty  or  fortie  leages,  finding  it  neither  to  wyden  nor 
straighten  ;  then,  considering  that  the  yeere  was  spent, 
for  this  was  in  the  fyne  of  August,  and  not  knowing  ths 
length  of  this  straight  and  dangers  thereof,  we  tooke 
it  our  best  course  to  retourne  with  notice  of  our  good 
successe  for  this  small  time  of  search.  An  so  retourn- 
ing  in  a  sharpe  fret  of  Westerly  windes,  the  29  of  Sep- 
tember we  arrived  at  Dartmouth. 

And  acquainting  master  Secretory  with  the  rest  of  the 
honorable  and  worshipfull  aduenturers  of  our  proced- 
inges,  I  was  appointed  againe  the  seconde  yeere  to  search 
the  bottome  of  this  straight,  because  by  all  likelihood  it 
was  the  place  and  passage  by  us  laboured  for.  In  this 
second  attempt  the  merchants  of  Exeter  and  other  places 
of  the  West  became  aduenturers  in  the  action,  so  that, 
being  sufficiently  furnished  for  sixe  monthes,  and  having 
direction  to  search  this  straighte,  untill  we  found  the 
same  to  fall  into  an  other  sea  upon  the  West  side  of  this 
part  of  America,  we  should  agayne  retourne,  for  then  it 
was  not  to  be  doubted  but  shipping  with  trade  might 
safely  bee  conueied  to  China  and  the  parts  of  Asia.  We 
departed  from  Dartmouth,  and  arriving  unto  the  south 
part  of  the  cost  of  Desolation,  costed  the  same  upon  his 
west  shore  to  the  lat.  of  66  degres,  and  there  ancored 
among  the  ylls  bordering  upon  the  same,  where  wee  re- 
freshed our  selues.  The  people  o*  this  place  ca*»«  lik*- 
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•wise  vnto  vs,  by  whome  I  vnderstood  through  theh 
signes  that  towardes  the  North  the  sea  was  large.  At 
this  place  the  chiefe  shipe  whereupon  I  trusted,  called 
the  Mermayd  of  Dartmouth,  found  many  occasions  of 
discontentment,  and  being  unwilling  to  proceede  sh^ 
there  forsooke  me.  Then  considering  howe  I  had  giuen 
my  fayth  and  most  constant  promise  to  my  worshipful: 
good  friend  master  William  Sanderson,  who  of  all  men 
was  the  greatest  aduenturer  in  that  action,  and  tooke 
such  care  for  the  perfourmance  theereof  that  hee  hath 
to  my  knowledge  at  one  time  disbursed  as  much  money 
as  any  fiue  others  whatsoeuer  out  of  his  owne  purse, 
when  some  of  the  company  haue  bin  slacke  in  giuing  in 
their  adueniure.  And  also  knowing  that  I  shoulde  lose 
the  fauour  of  master  Secretory,  if  I  should  shrinke  from 
his  directron,  in  one  small  barke  of  thirty  tonnes,  whereof 
master  Sanderson  was  owner,  alone  without  farther  com- 
fort or  company  I  proceeded  on  my  voyage,  and  ariuing 
unto  this  straights  followed  the  same  eightie  leages, 
vntill  I  came  among  ylandes,  where  the  water  did  eb  and 
flowe  sixe  fadome  vpright,  and  where  there  had  beene 
great  trade  of  people  to  make  trayne.  But  by  such 
thinges  as  there  we  founde,  wee  knewe  that  they  were 
not  Xtians  of  Europe  that  vsed  that  trade ;  in  fine,  by 
searching  with  our  boate,  wee  founde  small  hope  to  passe 
any  farther  that  way,  and  therefore  retourning  againe 
recoured  the  sea  and  so  coasted  the  shore  towardes  the 
South,  and  in  so  doing — for  it  was  to  late  to  search  to- 
wardes the  North — we  founde  an  other  great  inlett  neere 
fortie  leages  broade  where  the  water  entred  in  with  vio 
lent  swiftnes.  This  we  likewise  thought  might  be  a  pas- 
sage, for  no  doubt  but  the  Northe  partes  of  America  are 
all  ylands,  by  ought  that  I  could  perceiue  therein  ;  but 
because  I  was  alone  in  a  small  barke  of  thirtie  tonnes, 
and  the  yeere  spent  I  entered  not  into  the  same,  for  it 
was  now  the  seuenth  of  September,  but,  coasting  the 
shore  towardes  the  South,  we  saw  an  incredible  number 
of  birdes.  Hauing  diuers  fishermen  aborde  our  barke, 
they  all  concluded  that  there  was  a  great  scull  of  fish. 
Wee  beeing  vnprouided  of  fishing  furniture,  with  a  long 
spike  nayle  mayde  a  hoke,  and  fastening  th-e  same  to  one 
of  our  sounding  lynes,  before  the  bayte  was  changed 
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wee  took  more  than  fortie  great  cods,  the  fishe  swimming 
so  abundantly  thicke  about  our  barke  as  is  incredible  to 
be  reported  of,  which,  with  a  small  portion  of  salte  that 
we  had,  wee  preserued  some  thirtie  couple,  or  there 
aboutes,  and  so  retourned  for  England.  And  hauing 
reported  to  master  Secretory  the  whole  successe  of  this 
attempt,  hee  commanded  mee  to  present  unto  the  most 
honorable  Lorde  high  thresurer  of  England  some  parte 
of  that  fish,  which  when  his  Lordship  saw  and  hearde  at 
large  the  relation  of  this  seconde  attempt,  I  receiued 
fauorable  countenance  from  his  honour,  aduising  mee  to 
prosecute  the  action,  of  which  his  Lordship  concerned  a 
very  good  opinion.  The  next  yeere,  although  diuers  of 
the  aduenturers  fel  from  the  action,  as  al  the  western 
merchantes  and  most  of  those  in  London,  yet  some  of 
the  aduenturers,  both  honorable  and  worshipfull,  contin- 
ued their  willing  fauor  and  charge,  so  that  by  this  meanes 
the  next  yeere  2  shippes  were  appointed  for  the  fishing 
and  one  pynace  for  the  discouery. 

Departing  from  Dartmouth,  through  God's  merciful 
fauour  lariued  to  the  place  of  fishing  and  there  accord- 
ing to  my  direction  I  left  the  2  shippes  to  follow  that 
business,  taking  their  faithful  promise  not  to  depart  vn- 
till  my  returne  vnto  them,  which  should  bee  in  the  fine 
of  August,  and  so  in  the  barke  I  proceeded  for  the  dis 
couery,  but  after  my  departure  in  sixteene  dayes  the 
shippes  had  finished  their  voyage,  and  so  presently  de- 
parted for  England,  withoute  regard  to  their  promise. 
My  selfe,  not  distrusting  any  such  hard  measure,  pro- 
ceeded in  the  discouerie  and  followed  my  course  in  the 
free  and  open  sea,  betweene  North  and  Nor  west,  to  the 
latitude  of  sixtie  seuen  degrees,  and  there  I  might  see 
America  west  from  me,  and  Desolation  east ;  then  when 
I  saw  the  land  of  both  sides,  I  began  to  distrust  that  it 
would  prooue  but  a  gulfe.  Notwithstanding,  desirous 
to  knowe  the  full  certaintye,  I  proceeded,  and  in  sixtie 
eight  degrees  the  passage  enlarged,  so  that  I  could  not 
see  the  western  shore  ;  thus  I  continued  the  latitude  of 
seuentie  fiue  degrees,  in  a  great  sea,  free  from  yse, 
coasting  the  western  shore  of  Desolation.  The  people 
came  continually  rowing  out  vnto  me  in  their  Canoas, 
twenty,  forty,  and  one  hundred  at  a  time,  and  would 
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giue  me  fishe  dried,  Samon,  Samon  peale,  cod,  Caplin, 
Lumpe,  stone  base,  and  such  like,  besides  diuers  kindes 
of  birdes,  as  Patrig,  Fesant,  Gulls,  sea  birdes,  and  other 
kindes  of  fleshe.  I  still  laboured  bv  signes  to  knowe 
from  them  what  they  knew  of  any  sea  towardes  the 
North.  They  still  made  signes  of  a  great  sea  as  we 
vnderstood  them  ;  then  I  departed  from  that  coast, 
thinking  to  discouer  the  North  parts  of  America,  and 
after  I  had  sayled  towardes  the  west  neere  fortie  leages 
I  fell  upon  a  great  bancke  of  yse ;  the  wind  being  North 
and  blewe  much,  I  was  constrained  to  coast  the  same 
towardes  the  South,  not  seeing  any  shore  West  from 
me,  neither  was  there  any  yse  towardes  the  North,  but 
a  great  sea,  free,  large,  very  salt  and  blue,  and  of  an  un- 
searchable depth.  So  coasting  towardes  the  South  I 
came  to  the  place  wher  I  left  the  shippes  to  fishe  but 
found  them  not.  Then  being  forsaken  and  left  in  this 
distress  referring  my  selfe  to  the  mercifull  prouidence  of 
God,  shaped  my  course  for  England  and  vnhoped  for  of 
any,  God  alone  releuing  me,  I  ariued  at  Dartmouth.  By 
this  last  discouerie  it  seemed  most  manifest  that  the 
passage  was  free  and  without  impediment  towardes  the 
North,  but  by  reason  of  the  Spanish  fleete  and  unfort- 
unate time  of  master  Secretoryes  death,  the  voyage 
was  omitted  and  neuer  sithens  attempted. 
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civil  service  at  an  early  age,  and  in  1816  was  at- 
tached to  Lord  Amherst's  embassy  to  the  Chinese 
court  at  Pekin.  In  1834  he  was  made  Joint  Com- 
missioner with  Lord  Napier  to  arrange  commer- 
cial and  other  questions  between  Great  Britain 
and  China.  From  1843  to  1848  he  was  British 
Plenipotentiary  and  Chief  Superintendent  of 
British  Trade  in  China  and  Governor  of  the  Col- 
ony of  Hong-Kong.  He  was  created  a  Baronet 
in  1845.  The  honorary  degree  of  D.  C.  L.  was 
conferred  upon  him  by  the  University  of  Oxford, 
to  which,  in  1876,  he  gave  the  sum  of  £1,666  for 
the  purpose  of  endowing  a  scholarship  for  the 
purpose  of  encouraging  the  study  of  the  Chinese 
language  and  literature.  Sir  John  Francis  Davis 
has  written  several  works  relating  to  China ;  the 
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(1836;  enlarged  edition,  1840);  and  China  during 
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THE    CIVILIZATION    OF    THE    CHINESE. 

The  superiority  which  the  Chinese  possess  over  the 
other  nations  of  Asia  is  so  decided  as  scarcely  to  need 
the  institution  of  an  elaborate  comparison.    Those  who 
(382) 
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have  had  opportunities  of  seeing  both  have  readily  ad- 
mitted it.  The  moral  causes  of  a  difference  so  striking 
may  perhaps  occur  to  the  reader  of  the  subjoined  work. 
The  physical  causes  consist,  it  may  reasonably  be  sup- 
posed, in  the  advantages  which  China  possesses  from 
its  geographical  situation  ;  in  the  generally  favorable 
climate,  the  average  fertility  of  the  soil  and  the  great 
facility  of  internal  intercourse  with  which  the  country 
has  been  favored  by  nature,  and  which  has  been  still 
further  improved  by  art.  The  early  advancement  of 
China,  in  the  general  history  of  the  globe,  may  likewise 
be  accounted  for,  in  some  measure,  by  natural  and  phys- 
ical causes,  and  by  the  position  of  the  whole  of  that 
vast  country  (with  a  very  trivial  exception)  within  the 
temperate  zone. 

An  attentive  survey  of  the  tropical  regions  of  the 
earth,  where  food  is  produced  in  the  greatest  abun- 
dance, will  seem  to  justify  the  conclusion  that  extreme 
fertility,  or  the  power  of  production,  has  been  rather 
unfavorable  to  the  progress  of  the  human  race  ;  or,  at 
least,  that  the  industry  and  advancement  of  nations  has 
appeared  in  some  measure  to  depend  on  a  certain  pro- 
portion between  their  necessities  and  their  natural  re- 
sources. Man  is  by  nature  an  indolent  animal  ;  and 
without  the  stimulant  of  necessity  will,  in  the  first  in- 
stance, get  on  as  well  as  he  can  with  the  provision  that 
nature  has  made  for  him.  In  the  warm  and  fertile  re- 
gions of  the  tropics,  or  rather  of  the  equinoctial,  where 
lodging  and  clothing — the  two  necessary  things  after 
food — are  rendered  almost  superfluous  by  climate,  and 
where  food  is  produced  with  very  little  exertion,  we 
find  how  small  a  progress  has  been  made  ;  while,  on  the 
other  hand,  the  whole  of  Europe,  and  by  far  the  greater 
part  of  China,  are  situated  beyond  the  northern  tropic. 

If,  again,  we  go  farther  north,  to  those  arctic  regions 
where  man  exists  in  a  very  miserable  state,  we  shall 
find  that  there  he  has  no  materials  to  work  upon. 
Nature  is  such  a  niggard  in  the  returns  she  makes  to 
labor  that  industry  is  discouraged  and  frozen,  as  it 
were,  in  the  outset.  In  other  words,  the  proportion  is 
destroyed  ;  the  equinoctial  regions  are  too  spontaneous- 
ly genial  and  fertile,  the  arctic  too  unkindly  barren  ; 
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and  OR  this  account  it  would  seem  that  industry,  wealth, 
and  civilization  have  been  principally  confined  to  the 
temperate  zone,  where  there  is  at  once  necessity  to  ex- 
cite labor  and  production  to  recompense  it.  There  are, 
no  doubt,  other  important  circumstances,  besides  geo- 
graphical situation,  which  influence  the  advancement  of 
nations  ;  but  this  at  least  is  too  considerable  an  ingre- 
dient to  be  left  out  of  the  calculation. — Introduction  to 
The  Chinese. 

DIFFUSION    OF    EDUCATION. 

The  general  prosperity  and  peace  of  China  have 
been  very  much  promoted  by  the  diffusion  of  intel- 
ligence and  education  through  the  lower  classes. 
Among  the  countless  millions  that  constitute  the  em- 
pire, almost  every  man  can  read  and  write  sufficient- 
ly for  the  ordinary  purposes  of  life  ;  and  a  respecta- 
ble share  of  these  acquirements  goes  low  down  in  the 
scale  of  society.  Of  the  sixteen  discourses  which  are 
periodically  read  to  the  people,  the  eighth  inculcates 
the  necessity  of  a  general  acquaintance  with  the  penal 
laws,  which  are  printed  purposely  in  a  cheap  shape. 
They  argue,  that  as  men  cannot  properly  be  punished 
for  what  they  do  not  know,  so  likewise  they  will  be 
less  liable  to  incur  the  penalty  if  they  are  made  ac- 
quainted with  the  prohibition. 

The  general  diffusion  of  education  must  be  attributed 
to  the  influence  of  almost  every  motive  of  fear  or  hope 
that  can  operate  on  the  human  mind.  It  is  inculcated 
by  positive  precepts,  and  encouraged  by  an  open  com- 
petition for  the  highest  rewards.  One  of  the  strong- 
est motives  to  every  Chinese  to  educate  his  sons  must 
be  the  consciousness  that  he  is  liable  to  punishment 
for  their  crimes  at  any  period  of  their  lives,  as  well 
as  to  rewards  for  their  merits.  Parents  are  often  pro- 
moted for  the  acts  of  their  sons.  Montesquieu,  in 
violently  condemning  the  liability  to  punishment,  seems 
to  have  been  unaware,  or  unmindful,  that  it  is  in  some 
measure  the  result  of  that  absolute  power  which  is 
through  life  intrusted  to  the  father ;  and  that  such  a 
trust,  with  some  show  of  reason,  carries  with  it  a  por- 
tion of  responsibility.  He  is  not  only  punished,  but 
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rewarded  too,  according  as  he  has  administered  this 
trust.  How  such  a  system  must  operate  as  a  motive 
to  education  is  sufficiently  obvious  ;  and  the  only  ques- 
tion is  whether  the  amount  of  personal  liberty  sacri- 
ficed is  balanced  by  the  amount  of  public  benefit  gained. 
So  sensible  are  they  of  the  importance  of  education 
that  the  language  is  full  of  domestic  or  of  State  max- 
ims in  reference  to  it:  "Bend  the  mulberry-tree  when 
it  is  young  ;  "  "  Without  education  in  families,  how  are 
governors  of  the  people  to  be  obtained  ? "  and  so  on. 
Every  town  has  its  public  place  of  instruction,  and 
wealthy  families  have  private  tutors. —  The  Chinese, 
Chap.  VII. 

THE   FESTIVAL   OF    AGRICULTURE. 

A  festival  much  honored  by  the  Chinese,  and  indic- 
ative of  their  ancient  regard  for  agriculture,  is  that 
which  takes  place  when  the  Sun  reaches  15°  of  Aqua- 
rius. The  governor  of  every  capital  city  issues  in  state 
toward  the  eastern  gate,  to  "  meet  the  Spring,"  which  is 
represented  by  a  procession  bearing  a  huge  clay  figure 
of  the  buffalo,  called  by  the  Chinese  "water-bullock" 
(from  its  propensity  for  muddy  shallows),  which  is 
always  used  to  dra^  their  ploughs  through  the  flooded 
rice-grounds.  The  train  is  attended  by  litters,  on  which 
are  borne  children  fancifully  dressed,  and  decorated 
with  flowers,  representing  mythological  personages ; 
and  the  whole  is  accompanied  by  a  band  of  musicians. 
When  they  have  reached  the  governor's  house,  he  de- 
livers a  discourse  in  his  capacity  of  Priest  of  Spring, 
recommending  the  care  of  husbandry  ;  and  after  he 
has  struck  the  clay  buffalo  thrice  with  a  whip,  the  peo- 
ple fall  upon  it  with  stones  and  break  in  pieces  the  im- 
age, whose  hollow  inside  is  filled  with  a  multitude  of 
smaller  images  in  clay,  for  which  they  scramble.  This 
ceremony  bears  some  resemblance  to  the  procession  of 
the  bull  Apis  in  ancient  Egypt,  which  was  connected  in 
like  manner  with  the  labors  of  agriculture,  and  the 
hopes  of  an  abundant  season. 

The  emperor  himself,  at  about  the  same  period  of  the 
year,  honors  the  profession  of  husbandry  by  going 
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through  the  ceremony  of  holding  the  plough.  Accom- 
panied by  some  princes  of  the  blood,  and  a  selection  of 
the  principal  ministers,  he  proceeds  to  a  field  set  apart 
for  the  purpose,  in  the  enclosure  which  surrounds  the 
Temple  of  the  Earth,  where  everything  has  been  duly 
prepared  by  regular  husbandmen  in  attendance.  After 
certain  sacrifices,  consisting  of  grain  which  has  been 
preserved  from  the  produce  of  the  same  field,  the  em- 
peror ploughs  a  few  furrows,  after  which  he  is  followed 
by  the  princes  and  ministers  in  order.  The  "  five  sorts 
of  grain"  are  then  sown,  and  when  the  emperor  has 
viewed  the  completion  of  the  work  by  the  husbandmeii 
present,  the  field  is  committed  to  the  charge  of  an  officer, 
whose  business  it  is  to  collect  and  store  the  produce  io» 
sacrifices. —  The  Chinese,  Chap.  IX. 
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Philadelphia  Inquirer  ;  and  during  the  seven  years 
of  their  residence  in  Philadelphia  she  continued 
industriously  to  write  for  the  newspaper  and 
periodical  press,  and  to  publish  works  of  a  more 
permanent  character.  Notable  among  the  latter 
were,  Waiting  for  Verdict  (1867),  and  Dallas  Gal- 
braith  (1868).  In  1869  she  became  a  regular  writer 
on  the  editorial  staff  of  the  New  York  Tribune, 
and  for  a  time  she  and  her  husband  lived  in  New 
York.  Her  later  works  include :  The  Captain's 
Story  ( 1 874) ;  John  A  ndros  ( 1 874) ;  The  Faded  Leaf 
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"  Mrs.  Davis's  stories,"   says   The  Nation,  "are 

habitually  spoken  of  as  'earnest'  works.     Their 

pretensions  are  something  very  different  from  the 
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simple  novel  of  entertainment,  of  character,  and 
of  incident.  The  writer  takes  life  desperately  hard, 
and  looks  upon  the  world  with  a  sentimental — we 
may  even  say,  a  tearful — eye.  The  other  novel — 
the  objective  novel,  as  we  may  call  it  for  con- 
venience— appeals  to  the  reader's  sense  of  beauty, 
his  idea  of  form  and  proportion,  his  humanity  in 
the  broadest  sense.  Mrs.  Davis's  tales  and  those 
of  her  school  appeal,  we  may  say,  to  the  con- 
science, to  the  sense  of  right  and  wrong,  to  the 
instincts  of  charity  and  patronage.  She  aims  at 
instructing  us,  purifying  us,  stirring  up  our  pit^ 
Writers  of  the  other  school  content  themselves 
with  exciting  our  curiosity.'* 

MOTHER   AND   SON. 

Dallas  went  up  the  broad  stone  steps,  and  pushing 
open  the  weighty  hall  door,  entered  without  touching 
the  lion's-head  of  a  knocker  which  scowled  at  him.  It 
seemed  natural  for  him  to  go  in  and  out  there :  it  was 
his  home.  No  more  skulking  through  dark  side-pas- 
sages or  green-house  doors  :  he  was  done  with  conceal- 
ment. He  carried  his  story  with  him  ;  it  was  not  his 
fault  if  it  was  fouled  and  blotted  :  that  was  done  by  a 
Hand  outside  of  himself:  where  he  had  written  it,  it 
might  be  weak  and  paltry,  but  it  was  well-intentioned 
and  honest. 

The  light  was  dim  in  the  broad,  high-roofed  hall,  for 
the  November  afternoon  was  fast  merging  into  dusk  : 
there  was  no  sound  within  the  closed  doors  on  either 
side  ;  but  from  the  barnyard  without  he  heard  the  rat- 
tle of  the  windlass  and  a  man  singing  some  old  country 
ditty  as  he  drew  water  from  the  well.  The  sound 
grated  strangely  on  the  melancholy  silence  and  the 
choking  weight  which  oppressed  his  breath.  Moro,  the 
old  house-dog,  got  up  from  the  wolf-skin  on  which 
he  lay  asleep  and  came  drowsily  up  to  the  stranger 
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standing  motionless  by  the  door,  sniffed  about  him 
critically,  then  rubbec1  hif  approval  against  his  legs, 
looking  up  at  him.  The  very  dog,  Dallas  thought,  had 
the  anxious  shadow  of  disaster  upon  him.  "Poor  fel- 
low !  poor  fellow  !  "  stroking  his  shaggy  head.  But  his 
voice  was  hoarse  and  unnatural,  even  to  himself :  he 
was  suddenly  silent.  He  waited  awhile  without  mov- 
ing, but  no  door  opened :  only  the  ticking  of  the  great 
clock  that  stood  on  the  dim,  broad  stairs  yonder  told  off 
the  minutes.  Moro  crept  back  to  his  wolf-skin  and  lay 
down  again  to  sleep.  Dallas,  after  another  moment's 
pause,  chose  the  farthest  door  at  random,  and  going 
toward  it,  with  his  slow,  steady  step,  put  his  hand  upon 
the  lock.  But  he  did  not  open  it.  What  was  it  that 
waited  for  him  at  the  other  side  of  that  thin  oaken  plank  ? 
The  mother  he  had  lost  so  long — a  home — the  only 
woman  he  had  ever  loved  ?  Or  the  old  solitary  life, 
with  the  damning  disgrace  on  his  head,  heavier  to  bear 
than  before. 

It  was  his  mother  who  sat  inside  by  the  clear  red  fire. 
She  came  often  to  this  quiet  little  room  :  not  for  the 
books  on  the  hanging  shelves,  as  she  asserted,  but  be- 
cause of  a  picture  which  hung  over  the  mantel-shelf. 
It  was  little  Tom  Galbraith  in  his  boyish  finery  of  vel- 
vet trousers  and  blouse,  his  arm  over  his  pony's  neck. 
"  It  is  very  like  my  son  Dallas,"  she  had  told  Madam 
Galbraith  the  first  time  she  saw  it,  looking  at  it  with 
steady  eyes.  "  Only  I  was  glad  to  dress  him  in  cordu- 
roy. And  Dallas  had  no  pony  :  many  a  mile  he  trudged 
barefoot  to  carry  home  the  clothes  I  had  washed."  It 
was  the  only  bitter  reproach  the  old  lady  had  ever 
heard  from  her  lips,  and  she  made  no  retort  to  it.  Af- 
ter that  she  never  saw  Mrs.  Duffield  glance  toward  the 
picture.  Yet  there  was  not  a  day  when  she  did  not 
come  and  sit  alone,  looking  at  it  with  her  calm,  un- 
fathomable eyes,  as  she  was  doing  now.  .  .  . 

She,  too,  heard  the  clock  ticking  through  the  dreary 
November  afternoon,  as  she  sat,  her  hands  folded,  her 
eyes  on  the  child's  eyes,  a  different  meaning  on  her 
face  from  those  which  even  her  nearest  friends  had 
ever  found  there.  She  stood  up  at  last  at  the  sound  ot 
a  step  outside,  and  with  her  hand  on  the  back  of  her 
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chair,  gave  it  a  quick,  parting  glance,  as  if  she  asked 
for  pity.  She  was  but  a  weak  little  woman  after  all, 
and  in  heart,  perhaps,  was  miserably  solitary.  .  .  . 
She  turned  as  the  door  opened  on  its  noiseless  hinges, 
and  a  tall  man,  in  a  gray  coat  and  planter's  hat,  who 
stood  without,  after  a  quick  glance  through  the  room, 
came  in  and  paused  in  the  shadow,  looking  at  her.  It 
required  a  moment's  breath  to  bring  Mrs.  Duffield  to 
her  ordinary  calm  composure.  The  room  was  not  light 
enough  for  her  to  detect  the  likeness  which  had  troubled 
her,  but  her  quick  glance  recognized  at  once  the  finely 
shaped  head,  the  homely,  noble  features,  which  had 
first  pleased  her  artistic  eye. 

"  You  are  Dr.  Pritchard's  friend  ?  You  wish  to  see 
Madam  Galbraith  ? "  recovering  her  ordinary  shallow, 
pleasant  voice. 

The  man  closed  the  door  behind  him,  and  came  tow- 
ard her,  removing  his  hat.  "  No,"  he  said  slowly,  "  I 
did  not  come  to  see  Madam  Galbraith." 

She  began  to  speak  again,  hesitated,  and  stopped. 
Her  nerves  were  unstrung,  and  some  old  echo  in  the 
hoarse,  choked  tones  sent  the  blood  with  a  frightful 
throb  to  her  heart.  Dallas  stood  silent,  his  hat  in  his 
hands,  looking  down  at  her.  He  would  not  frighten 
her.  She  was  so  weak  and  frail !  He  could  see  the 
gray  hair  and  sunken  temples.  How  long  they  had 
been  apart ! 

But  he  did  not  speak  a  word,  holding  his  hat  tight 
clenched,  the  burning  tears  welling  up  slowly  into  his 
eyes.  He  came  out  now,  trembling,  into  the  clear  fire- 
light, where  she  could  see  him  plainly. 

"I  am  one  of  the  Galbraiths,"  he  said  ;  "and  I  have 
been  told  that  I  was  like  your  husband." 

She  leaned  with  one  hand  lightly  on  the  table.  The 
dull  grating  of  the  well-chain  was  heard  without :  the 
cold  November  daylight  fell  through  the  windows  in  a 
square  patch  beside  him  upon  the  worn  carpet.  He  saw 
and  heard  even  those  trifles  in  that  moment  as  he  waited 

"Like  my  husband?"  as  one  in  a  dream.  But  her 
keen  eyes  read  his  face.  There  was  a  sudden,  strange 
change  in  her  look,  as  though  some  vital  chord  within 
bad  been  roughly  jarred.  "  No,  you  do  not  resemble 
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my  husband,"  she  said,  with  a  strong  effort  to  regain 
her  usual  calm  courtesy.  "  But — I  will  go  out,  if  you 
will  pardon  me.  There  is  a  likeness  to  some  one  whom 
I  have  lost,  and  it — it  pains  me."  Then  she  lost  her- 
self utterly.  "  It  was  my  little  boy  !  "  she  cried,  fling- 
ing her  hands  up  toward  the  picture.  "  He  is  dead 
now — dead  !  " 

He  kneeled  down  at  her  feet  in  the  blaze  of  the  fire- 
light ;  he  pushed  his  hair  with  both  hands  from  his 
face.  "  Mother  !  "  he  said,  in  a  whisper.  "  He  is  not 
dead.  It  is  I,  mother." 

She  made  no  sign  or  cry  :  even  in  that  moment  her 
habit  of  self-control  bound  her  strongly  ;  she  put  her 
cold  hands  on  his  cheeks,  drew  his  head  closer,  looking 
steadily  into  the  long-ago  familiar  eyes,  until  her  own 
grew  slowly  blind. 

"  Dallas  ? "  the  name  was  wrenched  at  last  like  a  sob 
out  of  the  heart  where  it  had  so  long  been  hidden. 
"  Dallas  !  "  Then  she  stooped  and  would  have  kissed 
him  ;  but  her  head  fell  a  dead  weight  on  his  shoulder. 
He  took  her  in  his  arms  and  placed  her  on  the  chair, 
rubbing  her  hands,  her  arms,  and  her  forehead  like  a 
frantic  man,  but  without  saying  a  word.  Neither  mother 
nor  son  ever  found  the  ordinary  relief  in  words  or  out- 
cry for  the  deeper  passions  in  their  hearts.  When  her 
eyes  opened  at  last  and  the  sense  came  slowly  back  to 
them,  he  brought  her  a  goblet  of  water  from  a  side 
table.  "  It's  not  as  clear  water  as  that  from  our  famous 
well  in  Chester,  mother,"  he  said,  cheerfully,  to  reassure 
her.  Her  face  lighted  at  that  remembrance  of  every- 
day life  ;  she  drew  him  down  with  one  hand  beside  her 
as  she  lay  back  on  the  chair,  but  then  did  not  speak  to 
him  for  a  long  time,  her  eyes  hungrily  wandering  over 
his  face,  her  hand  passing  with  a  pathetic  anxiety 
through  his  thick  hair,  down  his  close-shaven  cheeks, 
examining  his  hard,  muscular  hands,  while  she  shook  her 
head  with  a  sad  smile.  "Why,  this  is  a  man,  and  I 
don't  know  him.  Dallas,  I  don't  know  him  !  And  yet 
—it's  the  same  old  Dallas,  after  all." 

"Yes,  mother,  the  same  old  Dallas."  If  there  were 
any  way  to  make  her  feel  and  believe  that  before  the 
story  was  told  I 
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"  And  you  remember  the  well  ? "  with  a  laugh,  the 
tears  in  her  eyes.  "  Where  you  planted  the  gourd- 
vine?  We  were  very  happy  in  Chester.  I  think  that 
was  our  happiest  time,  Dallas?  "  Again  the'r  eyes  met 
with  a  meaning  which  no  bystander  could  have  under- 
stood. There  was  a  history  between  them  which 
neither  of  them  had  ever  yet  put  into  words.  Nor 
would  they  ever  do  it. 

"  That  is  all  over  now,  and  I  have  come  back  to  you, 
mother.  To-morrow  we  will  begin  the  world  afresh." — 
Dallas  Galbraith. 
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Upon  the  appearance  of  Mr.  Davis  in  New  York 
in  the  capacity  of  an  editor  of  Harper  s  Weekly,  he 
was  greeted  by  the  Review  of  Reviews  in  these 
appreciative  words  :  "  Of  our  younger  American 
journalists  and  magazine  writers,  none  has  won 
public  favor  more  rapidly  or  more  completely 
'han  Mr.  Richard  Harding  Davis.  As  a  writer 
of  short  stories  and  of  descriptive  sketches,  he  is 
always  exceedingly  felicitous.  He  adds  a  truly 
literary  touch  to  a  marked  journalistic  instinct,  and 
his  place  is  already  secure  among  the  acceptable 
writers  of  the  dfiay."  And  speaking  of  his  articles 
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in  Scribner  on  the  Great  Streets  of  the  World,  the 
same  journal  prettily  acknowledges  that  a  New 
Yorker  would  find  no  difficulty  in  recognizing  in 
the  author's  opening  sketch  the  personality  of  the 
business  men  of  lower  Broadway. 

ON    THE   OCEAN. 

.  .  .  The  sea  grew  calmer  the  third  day  out,  and 
the  sun  came  forth  and  showed  the  decks  as  clean  as 
bread-boards.  Miss  Morris  and  Carlton  seated  them- 
selves on  the  huge  iron  riding-bits  in  the  bow,  and  with 
their  elbows  on  the  rail  looked  down  at  the  whirling 
blue  water,  and  rejoiced  silently  in  the  steady  rush  of 
the  great  vessel,  and  in  the  uncertain  warmth  of  the 
March  sun.  Carlton  was  sitting  to  leeward  of  Miss 
Morris,  with  a  pipe  between  his  teeth.  He  was  warm, 
and  at  peace  with  the  world.  He  had  found  his  new 
acquaintance  more  than  entertaining.  She  was  even 
friendly,  and  treated  him  as  though  he  were  much  her 
junior,  as  is  the  habit  of  young  women  lately  married. 
Carlton  did  not  resent  it  ;  on  the  contrary,  it  made  him 
more  at  his  ease  with  her.  As  she  herself  chose  to  treat 
him  as  a  youth,  he  permitted  himself  to  be  as  foolish  as 
he  pleased. 

"  I  don't  know  why  it  is,"  he  complained,  peering  over 
the  rail,  "  but  whenever  I  look  over  the  side  to  watch 
the  waves  a  man  in  a  greasy  cap  always  sticks  his  head 
out  of  a  hole  below  me  and  scatters  a  barrelful  of  ashes 
or  potato  peelings  all  over  the  ocean.  It  spoils  the 
effect  for  me.  Next  time  he  does  it  I  am  going  to  knock 
out  the  ashes  of  my  pipe  on  the  back  of  his  neck." 

Miss  Morris  did  not  consider  this  worthy  of  com- 
ment, and  there  was  a  long  pause. 

"  You  haven't  told  us  where  you  go  after  London," 
she  said  ;  and  then,  without  waiting  for  him  to  reply, 
she  asked,  "  Is  it  your  professional  or  your  social  side 
that  you  are  treating  to  a  trip  this  time  ?" 

"Who  told  you  that?      asked  Carlton,  smiling. 

"  Oh,  I  don't  know.     Some  man.     He  said  you  were 


RICHARD  HARDING  DAVIS  395 

a  Jekyll  and  Hyde.     Which  is  Jekyll  ?     You  see,  I  only 
know  your  professional  side." 

"  You  must  try  to  find  out  for  yourself  by  deduction," 
he  said,  "  as  you  picked  out  the  other  passengers.  I  am 
going  to  Grasse,"  he  continued.  "It's  the  capital  of 
Hohenwald.  Do  you  know  it  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  she  said.  "  We  were  there  once  for  a  few 
days.  We  went  to  see  the  pictures.  I  suppose  you 
know  that  the  old  Duke,  the  rather  of  the  present  one, 
ruined  himself  almost  by  buying  pictures  for  the  Grasse 
gallery.  We  were  there  at  a  bad  time,  though,  when 
the  palace  was  closed  to  visitors,  and  the  gallery  too. 
I  suppose  that  is  what  is  taking  you  there  ?" 

"No,"  Carlton  said,  shaking  his  head.  "No,  it  is 
not  the  pictures.  I  am  going  to  Grasse,"  he  said, 
gravely,  "  to  see  the  young  woman  with  whom  I  am  in 
love." 

Miss  Morris  looked  up  in  some  surprise,  and  smiled 
consciously,  with  a  natural  feminine  interest  in  an  affair 
of  love,  and  one  which  was  a  secret  as  well. 

"  Oh,"  she  said,  "  I  beg  your  pardon  ;  we — I  had  not 
heard  of  it." 

"  No,  it  is  not  a  thing  one  could  announce  exactly," 
said  Carlton  ;  "it  is  rather  in  an  embryo  state  as  yet — 
in  fact  I  have  not  met  the  young  lady  so  far,  but  I 
mean  to  meet  her.  That's  why  I  am  going  abroad." 

Miss  Morris  looked  at  him  sharply  to  see  if  he  were 
smiling,  but  he  was,  on  the  contrary,  gazing  sentimen- 
tally at  the  horizon-line,  and  puffing  meditatively  on  his 
pipe.  He  was  apparently  in  earnest  and  waiting  for 
her  to  make  some  comment. 

"  How  very  interesting,"  was  all  she  could  think  to 
say. 

"  Yes,  when  you  know  the  details,  it  is — very  interest- 
ing," he  answered.  "  She  is  the  Princess  of  Hohen- 
wald," he  explained,  bowing  his  head  as  though  he  were 
making  the  two  young  ladies  known  to  one  another. 
"  She  has  several  other  names,  six  in  all,  and  her  age  is 
twenty-two.  This  is  all  I  know  about  her.  I  saw  her' 
picture  in  an  illustrated  paper  just  before  I  sailed,  and 
I  made  up  my  mind  I  would  meet  her,  and  here  I  am. 
If  she  is  not  in  Grasse  I  intend  to  follow  her  wherever 
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she  may  be."     He  waved  his  pipe  at  the  ocean  before 
him,  and  recited,  with  mock  seriousness  : 

'  '  Across  the  hills  and  far  away, 

Beyond  their  utmost  purple  rim, 
And  deep  into  the  dying  day, 

The  happy  Princess  followed  him.' 

"Only  in  this  case,  you  see,"  said  Carlton,  "  I  am  fol- 
lowing the  happy  Princess." 

"No;  but  seriously  enough,  though,"  said  Miss 
Morris,  "what  is  it  you  mean  ?  Are  you  going  to  paint 
her  portrait  ?  " 

"I  never  thought  of  that,"  exclaimed  Carlton.  "I 
don't  know  but  what  your  idea  is  a  good  one.  Miss 
Morris,  that's  a  great  idea."  He  shook  his  head  ap- 
provingly. "  I  did  not  do  wrong  to  confide  in  you,"  he 
said.  "  It  was,  perhaps,  taking  a  liberty  ;  but  as  you 
have  not  considered  it  as  such,  I  am  glad  I  spoke." 

"But  you  really  mean  to  tell  me,"  exclaimed  the  girl, 
facing  about,  and  nodding  her  head  at  him,  "  that  you 
are  going  abroad  after  a  woman  whom  you  have  never 
seen,  and  because  you  like  a  picture  of  her  in  a  paper  ? " 

"I  do,"  said  Carlton.  "Because  I  like  her  picture 
and  because  she  is  a  Princess." 

"Well,  upon  my  word,"  said  Miss  Morris,  gazing  at 
him  with  evident  admiration,  "  that's  what  my  younger 
brother  would  call  a  distinctly  sporting  proposition. 
Only  I  don't  see,"  she  added,  "what  her  being  a  Prin- 
cess has  to  do  with  it." 

"  You  don't  ?  "  laughed  Carlton,  easily.  "  That's  the 
best  part  of  it — that's  the  plot.  The  beauty  of  being  in 
love  with  a  Princess,  Miss  Morris,'*  he  said,  "  lies  in  the 
fact  that  you  can't  marry  her ;  that  you  can  love  her 
deeply  and  forever,  and  nobody  will  ever  come  to  you 
and  ask  your  intentions,  or  hint  that  after  such  a  display 
of  affection  you  ought  to  do  something.  Now,  with  a 
girl  who  is  not  a  Princess,  even  if  she  understands  the 
situation  herself,  and  wouldn't  marry  you  to  save  her 
life,  still  there  is  always  some  one — a  father,  or  a  mother, 
or  one  of  your  friends  —  who  makes  it  his  business 
to  interfere,  and  talks  about  it,  and  bothers  you  both. 
But  with  a  Princess,  you  see,  that  is  all  eliminated. 
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You  can't  marry  a  Princess,  because  they  won't  let  you. 
A  Princess  has  got  to  marry  a  real  royal  chap,  and  so 
you  are  perfectly  ineligible  and  free  to  sigh  for  her,  and 
make  pretty  speeches  to  her,  and  see  her  as  often  as  you 
can,  and  revel  in  your  devotion  and  unrequited  affection." 
Miss  Morris  regarded  him  doubtfully.  She  did  not 
wish  to  prove  herself  too  credulous.  "  And  you  honestly 
want  me,  Mr.  Carlton,  to  believe  that  you  are  going 
abroad  just  for  this  ? " — The  Princess  Aline. 
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THE    WELCOME. 

Come  in  the  evening,  or  come  in  the  morning, 
Come  when  you're  looked  for,  or  come  without  warn- 
ing, 

Kisses  and  welcome  you'll  find  here  before  you, 
And  the  oftener  you  come  here,  the  more  I'll  adore  you. 
Light  is  my  heart  since  the  day  we  were  plighted  ; 
Red  is  my  cheek  that  they  told  me  was  blighted  ; 
The  green  of  the  trees  looks  far  greener  than  ever, 
And    the   linnets   are    singing,    "  True   lovers  !    don't 
sever  ! " 

I'll  pull  you  sweet  flowers,  to  wear  if  you  choose  them  ; 
Or,  after  you've  kissed  them,  they'll  lie  on  my  bosom. 
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I'll  fetch  from  the  mountain  its  breeze  to  inspire  you  ; 
I'll  fetch  from  my  fancy  a  tale  that  won't  tire  you  ; 
Oh  !  your  step's  like  the   rain    to   the   summer-vexed 

farmer, 

Or  sabre  and  shield  to  a  knight  without  armor  ; 
I'll  sing  you  sweet  songs  till  the  stars  rise  above  me, 
Then,  wandering,  I'll  wish  you  in  silence  to  love  me. 

We'll  look  through  the  trees  at  the  cliff  and  the  eyrie. 
We'll  tread  round  the  rath  on  the  track  of  the  fairy, 
We'll  look  on  the  stars,  and  we'll  list  to  the  river, 
Till  you  ask  of  your  darling  what  gift  you  can  give 

her. 

Oh  !  she'll  whisper  you,  "  Love  as  unchangeably  beam- 
ing, 

And  trust,  when  in  secret,  most  tunefully  streaming, 
Till  the  starlight  of  heaven  above  us  shall  quiver, 
As  our  souls  flow  in  one  down  eternity's  river." 

So  come  in  the  evening  or  come  in  the  morning, 
Come  when  you're  looked  for,  or  come  without  warning, 
Kisses  and  welcome  you'll  find  here  before  you, 
And  the  oftener  you  come  here  the   more  I'll  adore 

you. 

Light  is  my  heart  since  the  day  we  were  plighted  ; 
Red  is  my  cheek  that  they  told  me  was  blighted  ; 
The  green  of  the  trees  looks  far  greener  than  ever, 
And   the   linnets    are    singing,   "  True    lovers !   don't 

sever ! " 


DAVY,  SIR  HUMPHRY,  an  English  chemist  and 
poet,  born  at  Penzance,  Cornwall,  December  17, 
1778;  died  in  Geneva,  Switzerland,  May  29,  1829. 
He  commenced  the  study  of  medicine  in  his  native 
town,  in  1795,  but  his  attention  was  soon  turned 
especially  to  chemistry.  Before  he  had  reached 
the  age  of  twenty-three  he  was  invited  to  London 
to  become  a  lecturer  on  chemistry  at  the  newly 
founded  Royal  Institution.  His  researches  in 
chemistry,  and  the  brilliancy  of  his  lectures,  form 
a  striking  chapter  in  the  history  of  physical  science. 
One  of  his  most  notable  inventions  was  that  of  the 
"safety  lamp"  to  be  used  in  mines  pervaded  by 
the  inflammable  gas  known  as  "fire  damp."  He 
was  made  a  Knight  in  1812,  and  a  Baronet  in  1818. 
In  1820  he  succeeded  Sir  Joseph  Banks  as  Presi- 
dent of  the  Royal  Society,  and  was  annually  re- 
elected  for  seven  successive  years.  Besides  his 
more  strictly  scientific  works,  Sir  Humphry  wrote 
Salmonia,  or  Days  of  Fly-fishing  (1828),  and  Con- 
solations in  Travel ;  or  the  Last  Days  of  a  Philosopher, 
composed  during  his  last  illness,  and  published 
after  his  death.  His  works  were  collected,  with 
a  Memoir  (9  vols.,  1839-40)  by  his  brother  Dr. 
JOHN  DAVY  (1791-1868),  himself  the  author  of 
several  important  works.  Sir  Humphry  Davy 
possessed  a  highly  poetic  temperament.  Cole- 
ridge says,  indeed,  that  "if  Davy  had  not  been  the 
(400) 
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first  chemist,  he  probably  would  have  been  the 
first  poet  of  his  age." 

DROWNING    FISHES. 

I  believe  that  the  vulgar  opinion  of  anglers  that  fish 
are,  as  it  were,  drowned  by  the  play  of  the  rod  and  reel, 
is  perfectly  correct  ;  though  to  apply  the  word  "  drown- 
ing "  to  an  animal  that  lives  in  the  water,  is  not  quite  a 
fit  use  of  language.  Fishes  respire  by  passing  water — 
which  always  holds  common  air  in  solution — through 
their  gills,  or  bronchial  membrane,  by  the  use  of  a  sys- 
tem of  muscles  surrounding  the  fauces,  which  occasion 
constant  contractions  and  expansions,  or  opening  or 
closing  of  this  membrane  ;  and  the  life  of  the  fish  is 
dependent  on  the  process,  in  the  same  manner  that  a 
quadruped  is,  on  respiring  and  expiring  air. 

When  a  fish  is  hooked  in  the  upper  part  of  the  mouth, 
by  the  strength  of  the  rod  applied  as  a  lever  to  the  line, 
it  is  scarcely  possible  for  him  to  open  the  gills,  as  long 
as  this  force  is  exerted,  particularly  when  he  is  moving 
in  a  rapid  stream  ;  and  when  he  is  hooked  in  the  lower 
jaw,  his  mouth  is  kept  closed  by  the  same  application 
of  the  strength  of  the  rod,  so  that  no  aerated  water  can 
be  inspired.  Under  these  circumstances,  he  is  quickly 
deprived  of  his  vital  forces  ;  particularly  when  he  ex- 
hausts his  strength  by  moving  in  a  rapid  stream.  A 
fish,  hooked  in  a  part  of  the  mouth  where  the  force  of 
the  rod  will  render  its  efforts  to  respire  unavailing,  is 
much  in  the  same  state  as  that  of  a  deer  caught  round 
the  neck  by  the  lasso  of  a  South  American  peon,  who 
gallops  forward,  dragging  his  victim  after  him,  which 
is  killed  by  strangulation  in  a  very  short  time. 

When  fishes  are  hooked  "  foul,"  that  is,  on  the  out- 
side of  the  body — as  in  the  fins  or  tail — they  will  often 
fight  for  many  hours  ;  and  in  such  cases,  very  large 
salmon  are  seldom  caught,  as  they  retain  their  power 
of  breathing  unimpaired ;  and  if  they  do  not  exhaust 
themselves  by  violent  muscular  efforts,  they  may  bid 
defiance  to  the  temper  and  skill  of  the  fisherman. 

A  large  salmon,  hooked  in  the  upper  part  of  the 
mouth,  in  the  cartilage  or  bone,  will  sometimes  likewise 
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fight  for  a  long  while,  particularly  if  he  keep  in  the 
deep  and  still  parts  of  the  river  ;  for  he  is  able  to  pre- 
vent the  force  of  the  hook,  applied  by  the  rod,  from  in- 
terfering with  his  respiration  ;  and,  by  a  powerful  effort, 
can  maintain  his  place,  and  continue  to  breathe,  in  spite 
of  the  exertions  of  the  angler.  A  fish,  in  such  a  case, 
is  said  to  be  "  sulky,"  and  his  instinct,  or  his  sagacity, 
generally  enables  him  to  conquer  his  enemy.  It  is. 
however,  rarely  that  fishes  hooked  in  the  mouth  are 
capable  of  using  freely  the  muscles  subservient  to  res- 
piration ;  and  their  powers  are  generally,  sooner  or 
later,  destroyed  by  suffocation. — Salmonia. 

THE   OFFICE   OF   PAIN. 

The  laws  of  nature  are  all  directed  by  Divine  Wis- 
dom for  the  purpose  of  preserving  life,  and  increasing 
happiness.  Pain  seems  in  all  cases  to  precede  the  mu- 
tilation or  destruction  of  those  organs  which  are  essen- 
tial to  vitality,  and  for  the  end  of  preserving  them  ;  but 
the  mere  process  of  dying  seems  to  be  the  falling  into 
a  deep  slumber  ;  and  in  animals,  who  have  no  fear  of 
death  dependent  upon  imagination,  it  can  hardly  be  ac- 
companied by  very  intense  suffering.  In  the  human 
being,  moral  and  intellectual  motives  constantly  operate 
in  enhancing  the  fear  of  death,  which,  without  these 
motives  in  a  reasoning  being,  would  probably  become 
null,  and  the  love  of  life  be  lost  upon  every  slight  oc- 
casion of  pain  or  disgust.  But  imagination  is  creative 
with  respect  to  both  these  passions,  which,  if  they  exist 
in  animals,  exist  independent  of  reason,  or  as  instincts. 

Pain  seems  intended  by  an  all-wise  Providence  to 
prevent  the  dissolution  of  organs,  and  cannot  follow  their 
destruction.  I  know  several  instances  in  which  the  proc- 
ess of  death  has  been  observed,  even  to  its  termina- 
tion by  good  philosophers  ;  and  the  instances  are  worth 
repeating  :  Dr.  Cullen,  when  dying,  is  said  to  have 
faintly  articulated  to  one  of  his  intimates,  "  I  wish  I  had 
the  power  of  writing  or  speaking  ;  for  then  I  would  de- 
scribe to  you  how  pleasant  a  thing  it  is  to  die."  Dr. 
Black — worn  out  by  age,  and  a  disposition  to  pulmo- 
nary hemorrhage,  which  obliged  him  to  live  very  low— 
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whilst  eating  his  customary  meal  of  bread  and  milk,  fell 
asleep,  and  died  in  so  tranquil  a  manner  that  he  had  not 
even  spilt  the  contents  of  the  cup  which  rested  on  his 
knee.  And  the  late  Sir  Charles  Blagden,  whilst  at  a 
social  meal,  with  his  friends,  Monsieur  and  Madame 
Berthollet  and  Gay  Lussac,  died  in  his  chair  so  quietly, 
that  not  a  drop  of  the  coffee  in  the  cup  which  he  held 
in  his  hand,  was  spilt. — Salmonia. 

INDESTRUCTIBILITY    OF    MIND. 

The  doctrine  of  the  materalists  was  always,  even  in 
my  youth,  a  cold,  heavy,  dull,  and  insupportable  doc- 
trine to  me,  and  necessarily  tending  to  atheism.  When  I 
had  heard,  with  disgust,  in  the  dissecting-rooms,  the  plan 
of  the  physiologist,  of  the  gradual  accretion  of  matter, 
and  its  becoming  endowed  with  irritability,  ripening 
into  sensibility,  and  acquiring  such  organs  as  were 
necessary  by  its  own  inherent  forces,  and  at  last  issuing 
into  intellectual  existence,  a  walk  into  the  green  fields 
or  woods,  by  the  banks  of  rivers,  brought  back  my 
feelings  from  nature  to  God.  I  saw  in  all  the  powers 
of  matter  the  instruments  of  the  Deity.  The  sunbeams, 
the  breath  of  the  zephyr,  awakening  animation  in  forms 
prepared  by  divine  intelligence  to  receive  it,  the  insen- 
sate seed,  the  slumbering  eggs  which  were  to  be  vivi- 
fied, appeared,  like  the  new-born  animal,  works  of  a 
divine  mind  ;  I  saw  love  as  the  creative  principle  in  the 
material  world,  and  this  love  only  as  a  divine  attribute. 
Then  my  own  mind  I  felt  connected  with  new  sensa- 
tions and  indefinite  hopes — a  thirst  for  immortality  ; 
the  great  names  of  other  ages  and  of  distant  nations 
appeared  to  me  to  be  still  living  around  me,  and  even  in 
the  fancied  movements  of  the  heroic  and  the  great,  I 
saw,  as  it  were,  the  decrees  of  the  indestructibility  of 
mind.  These  feelings,  though  generally  considered  as 
poetical,  yet,  I  think,  offer  a  sound  philosophical  argu- 
ment in  favor  of  the  immortality  of  the  soul.  In  all  the 
habits  and  instincts  of  young  animals,  their  feelings  and 
movements,  may  be  traced  an  intimate  relation  to  their 
improved  perfect  state  ;  their  sports  have  always  affini- 
ties to  their  modes  of  hunting  or  catching  their  food ; 
VOL.  VII.— 26 
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and  young  birds  even  in  the  nests,  show  marks  of  fond' 
ness  which,  when  their  frames  are  developed,  become 
signs  of  actions  necessary  to  the  reproduction  and  pres 
ervation  of  the  species.  The  desire  of  glory,  of  honor, 
of  immortal  fame,  and  of  constant  knowledge,  so  usual 
in  young  persons  of  well-constituted  minds,  cannot,  I 
think,  be  other  than  symptoms  of  the  infinite  and  pro- 
gressive nature  of  the  intellect — hopes  which,  as  they 
cannot  be  gratified  here,  belong  to  a  frame  of  mind 
suited  to  a  nobler  state  of  existence. 

Religion,  whether  natural  or  revealed,  has  always  the 
same  beneficial  influence  on  the  mind.  In  youth,  in 
health  and  prosperity,  it  awakens  feelings  of  gratitude 
and  sublime  love,  and  purifies  at  the  same  time  that  it 
exalts.  But  it  is  in  misfortune,  in  sickness,  in  age, 
that  its  effects  are  most  truly  and  beneficially  felt ;  when 
submission  in  faith  and  humble  trust  in  the  divine  will, 
from  duties  become  pleasures,  undecaying  sources  of 
consolation.  Then  it  creates  powers  which  were  be- 
lieved to  be  extinct  ;  and  gives  a  freshness  to  the  mind, 
which  was  supposed  to  have  passed  away  forever,  but 
which  is  now  renovated  as  an  immortal  hope.  Then  it 
is  the  Pharos,  guiding  the  wave-tossed  mariner  to  his 
home — as  the  calm  and  beautiful  still  basins  or  fiords, 
surrounded  by  tranquil  groves  and  pastoral  meadows, 
to  the  Norwegian  pilot  escaping  from  a  heavy  storm  in 
the  North  Sea — or  as  the  green  and  dewy  spot,  gushing 
with  fountains,  to  the  exhausted  and  thirsty  traveller  in 
the  midst  of  the  desert.  Its  influence  outlives  all  earthly 
enjoyments,  and  becomes  stronger  as  the  organs  decay 
and  the  frame  dissolves.  It  appears  as  that  evening- 
star  of  light  in  the  horizon  of  life,  which,  we  are  sure, 
is  to  become,  in  another  season,  a  morning-star  ;  and  it 
throws  its  radiance,  through  the  gloom  and  shadow  of 
death. — Consolations  in  Travel. 


INTIMATIONS    OF    A    FUTURE    LIFE. 

Music  is  the  sensual  pleasure  which  approaches  near- 
est to  an  intellectual  one,  and  may  probably  represent 
the  delight  resulting  from  the  perception  of  the  har- 
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of  things,  and  of  truth  as  seen  in  God.  The  palm 
as  an  evergreen  tree,  and  the  amaranth  as  a  perdurable 
flower,  are  emblems  of  immortality.  If  lam  allowed  to 
give  a  metaphorical  allusion  to  the  future  state  of  the 
blest,  I  should  image  it  by  the  orange-grove  in  that 
sheltered  glen,  on  which  the  sun  is  now  beginning  to 
shine,  and  of  which  the  trees  are  at  the  same  time 
loaded  with  sweet  golden  fruit  and  balmy  silver  flowers. 
Such  objects  may  well  portray  a  state  in  which  hope 
and  fruition  become  one  eternal  feeling. — Consolations  in 
Travel. 

LIFE. 

Our  life  is  like  a  cloudy  sky  'mid  mountains. 
When  in  the  blast  the  watery  vapors  float. 
Now  gleams  of  light  pass  o'er  the  lovely  hills 
And  make  the  purple  heath  and  russet  bracken 
Seem  lovelier,  and  the  grass  of  brighter  green, 
And  now  a  giant  shadow  hides  them  all. 
And  thus  is  that,  in  all  earthly  distance 
On  which  the  sight  can  fix,  still  fear  and  hope 
Gloom  and  alternate  sunshine,  each  succeeds. 
So  of  another  and  an  unknown  land 
We  see  the  radiance  of  the  clouds  reflected, 
Which  is  the  future  life  beyond  the  grave  ! 


THOUGHT. 

Be  this  our  trust,  that  ages  (filled  with  light 

More  glorious  far  than  those  faint  beams  which  shinf 

In  this  our  feeble  twilight)  yet  to  come 

Shall  see  distinctly  what  we  now  but  hope  : 

The  world  immutable  in  which  alone 

Wisdom  is  found,  the  light  and  life  of  things — 

The  Breath  divine,  creating  Power  divine — 

The  One  of  which  the  human  intellect 

Is  but  a  type,  as  feeble  as  that  image 

Of  the  bright  sun  seen  on  the  bursting  wave — 

Bright  but  without  distinctness,  yet  in  passing 

Showing  its  glorious  and  eternal  source 
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THE  CHANGEABLE  AND  THE  UNCHANGEABLE. 

Lo !  o'er  the  earth  the  kindling  spirits  pour 

The  flames  of  life  that  bounteous  Nature  gives ; 

The  limpid  dew  becomes  the  rosy  flower, 

The  insensate  dust  awakes,  and  moves,  and  lives. 

All  speaks  of  change,  the  'renovated  forms 
Of  long-forgotten  things  arise  again  ; 

The  light  of  suns,  the  breath  of  angry  storms, 
The  everlasting  motions  of  the  main  ; — 

These  are  but  engines  of  the  Eternal  Will, 
That  one  Intelligence,  whose  potent  sway 

Has  ever  acted,  and  is  acting  still, 

While  stars  and  worlds  and  systems  all  obey ; 

Without  whose  power  the  whole  of  mortal  things 
Were  dull,  inert,  an  unharmonious  band, 

Silent  as  are  the  harp's  untuned  strings 
Without  the  touches  of  the  poet's  hand. 

A  sacred  spark,  created  by  His  breath, 

The  immortal  mind  of  man  His  image  bears  ; 

A  spirit  living  'mid  the  forms  of  death, 

Oppressed,  but  not  subdued,  by  mortal  cares ; 

A  germ  preparing  in  the  Winter's  frost 

To  rise  and  bud  and  blossom  in  the  Spring  ; 

An  unfledged  eagle,  by  the  tempest  tossed. 
Unconscious  of  his  future  strength  of  wing; 

The  child  of  trial,  to  mortality, 

And  all  its  changeful  influences,  given  ; 

On  the  green  earth  decreed  to  move  and  die, 
And  yet  by  such  a  fate  prepared  for  heaven. 

To  live  in  forests,  mingled  with  the  whole 
Of  natural  forms,  whose  generations  rise 

In  lovely  change,  in  happy  order  roll, 

On  land,  in  ocean,  in  the  glittering  skies ; — 
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Their  harmony  to  trace ;  the  Eternal  Cause 
To  know  in  love,  in  reverence  to  adore  ; 

To  bend  beneath  the  inevitable  laws, 

Sinking  in  death,  its  human  strength  no  more  ; 

Then,  as  awakening  from  a  dream  of  pain, 
With  joy  its  mortal  feelings  to  resign  ; 

Yet  all  its  living  essence  to  retain, 

The  undying  energy  of  strength  divine  ; 

To  quit  the  burdens  of  its  earthly  days, 

To  give  to  Nature  all  her  borrowed  powers,. 

Ethereal  fire  to  feed  the  solar  rays, 

Ethereal  dew  to  glad  the  earth  with  showers ! 


DAWES,  RUFUS,  an  American  poet,  born  in 
Boston  in  1803;  died  in  Washington,  November 
30,  1859.  He  entered  Harvard  College  in  1820, 
but  did  not  graduate,  in  consequence  of  an  erro- 
neous accusation  of  having  participated  in  some 
breach  of  college  discipline.  He  studied  law  and 
was  admitted  to  the  bar,  but  did  not  engage  in 
the  practice  of  his  profession.  He  contributed  to 
the  periodicals,  and  for  a  time  was  editor  of  The 
Emerald,  published  at  Baltimore.  He  published 
The  Valley  of  the  Nashaway  and  Other  Poems  (i  830) ; 
Geraldine  and  Miscellaneous  Poems  (\^<^)\  and  Nix's 
Mate,  an  historical  romance  (1840).  He  was  a  mem- 
ber of  the  Swedenborgian  Church,  in  which  he 
frequently  officiated  as  a  preacher. 

LOVE    UNCHANGEABLE. 

Yes,  still  I  love  thee  !     Time,  who  sets 

His  signet  on  my  brow, 
And  dims  my  sunken  eye,  forgets 

The  heart  he  could  not  bow: — 
Where  love  that  cannot  perish  glows 
For  one  alas  !  that  little  knows 

How  love  may  sometimes  last ; 
Like  sunshine  wasting  in  the  skies 

When  clouds  are  overcast. 

The  dew-drop  hanging  o'er  the  rose 

Within  its  robe  of  light, 
Can  never  touch  a  leaf  that  blows 

Though  seeming  to  the  sight ; 
And  yet  it  still  will  linger  there, 
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Like  hopeless  love  without  despair, 

A  snow-drop  in  the  sun  ! 
A  moment  finely  exquisite, 

Alas  !  but  only  one. 

I  would  not  have  thy  married  heart 

Think  momently  of  me  ; 
Nor  would  I  tear  the  chords  apart 

That  bind  me  so  to  thee. 
No !  while  my  thoughts  seem  pure  and  mild 
As  dew  upon  the  roses  wild, 

I  would  not  have  thee  know 
The  stream  that  seems  to  thee  so  still 

Has  such  a  tide  below. 

Enough,  that  in  delicious  dreams 

I  see  thee,  and  forget : 
Enough  that  when  the  morning  beams 

I  feel  my  eyelids  wet  ! 
Yet  could  I  hope,  when  Time  shall  fall 
The  darkness  for  creation's  pall, 

To  meet  thee  and  to  love, 
I  would  not  shrink  from  aught  below, 

Nor  ask  for  more  above  ! 

SUNRISE    FROM    MOUNT    WASHINGTON. 

The  laughing  Hours  have  chased  away  the  Night, 
Plucking  the  stars  out  from  her  diadem  ; 
And  now  the  blue-eyed  Morn,  with  modest  grace, 
Looks  through  her  half-drawn  curtains  in  the  East, 
Blushing  in  smiles  and  glad  as  infancy. 
And  see,  the  foolish  Moon — but  now  so  vain 
Of  borrowed  beauty — how  she  yields  her  charms, 
And,  pale  with  envy,  steals  herself  away  ! 
The  Clouds  have  put  their  gorgeous  livery  on 
Attendant  on  the  Day  ;  the  mountain-tops 
Have  lit  their  beacons,  and  the  vales  below 
Send  up  a  welcoming.     No  song  of  birds, 
Warbling  to  charm  the  air  with  melody, 
Floats  on  the  frosty  breeze  ;  yet  Nature  hath 
The  very  soul  of  music  in  her  looks  ! 
The  sunshine  and  the  shade  of  poetry. 

I  stand  upon  thy  lofty  pinnacle, 
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Temple  of  Nature  !  and  look  down  with  awe 
On  the  wide  world  beneath  us,  dimly  seen  ! 
Around  me  crowd  the  giant  sons  of  earth, 
Fixed  on  their  old  foundations,  unsubdued  ; 
Firm  as  when  the  first  rebellion  bade  them  rise 
Unrifled  to  the  Thunderer.     Now  they  seem 
A  family  of  mountains,  clustering  round 
Their  hoary  patriarch,  emulously  watching 
To  meet  the  partial  glances  of  the  Day. 
Far  in  the  glowing  east  the  flickering  light, 
Mellowed  by  distance,  with  the  blue  sky  blending, 
Questions  the  eye  with  ever-varying  forms. 

The  Sun  comes  up  !  away  the  shadows  fling 
From  the  broad  hills  ;  and,  hurrying  to  the  west, 
Sport  in  the  sunshine,  till  they  die  away. 
The  many  beauteous  mountain-streams  leap  down, 
Out-welling  from  the  clouds,  and  sparkling  light, 
Dances  along  with  their  perennial  flow. 
And  there  is  beauty  in  yon  river's  path — 
The  glad  Connecticut !  I  know  her  well 
By  the  white  veil  she  mantles  o'er  her  charms  ; 
At  times  she  loiters  by  a  ridge  of  hills 
Sportively  hiding  ;  then  again  with  glee 
Out-rushes  from  her  wild-wood  lurking-place. 
Far  as  the  eye  can  bound,  the  ocean-waves, 
And  hills  and  rivers,  mountains,  lakes,  and  woods, 
And  all  that  hold  the  faculty  entranced, 
Bathed  in  a  flood  of  glory,  float  in  air, 
And  sleep  in  the  deep  quietude  of  joy. 

There  is  an  awful  stillness  in  this  place, 
A  Presence  that  forbids  to  break  the  spell, 
Till  the  heart  pour  its  agony  in  tears. 
But  I  must  drink  the  vision  while  it  lasts ; 
For  even  now  the  curling  vapors  rise, 
Wreathing  their  cloudy  coronals,  to  grace 
These  towering  summits — bidding  me  away. 
But  often  shall  my  heart  turn  back  again, 
Thou  glorious  eminence  !  and  when  oppressed, 
And  aching  with  the  coldness  of  the  world, 
Find  a  sweet  resting-place  and  borne  with  thee, 
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Canadian  geologist  and  naturalist,  was  born  at 
Pictou,  Nova  Scotia,  in  October,  1820,  and  died 
on  the  I /th  of  November,  1899.  He  was  educated 
at  the  University  of  Edinburgh,  and  on  his  return 
to  his  native  country,  engaged  in  the  study  of 
the  geology  and  natural  history  of  Nova  Scotia 
and  New  Brunswick.  In  1842  he  accompanied 
Sir  Charles  Lyell  in  his  explorations  in  Nova 
Scotia.  In  1850  he  was  appointed  Superintend- 
ent of  Education  for  Nova  Scotia,  and  in  1855 
principal  of  the  McGill  University  at  Montreal, 
which  post  he  resigned  in  1893.  He  is  the  discov- 
erer of  the  Eozoon  Canadense  of  the  Laurentian 
limestones,  the  oldest  known  form  of  animal  life. 
Besides  contributing  largely  to  the  Proceedings  of 
the  London  Geological  Society,  he  has  written 
numerous  works  on  natural  history  and  geology, 
among  which  are  :  Hints  to  Farmers  of  Nova  Scotia 
(1853);  Acadian  Geology  (1855) ;  Facts  and  Fancies 
in  Modern  Science ;  Archaia,  or  Studies  on  the  Cos- 
mogony and  Natural  History  of  the  Hebrew  Script- 
ures (1860) ;  The  Story  of  the  Earth  and  Man  (1872), 
combating  the  Darwinian  theory ;  The  Dawn  of 
Life,  an  account  of  the  oldest  known  fossil  re- 
mains, the  Eozoon  Canadense  (1875);  The  Origin 
of  the  World  according  to  Revelation  and  Science 
(1877) ;  Fossil  Men  and  their  Modern  Representatives 
(1878) ;  The  Change  of  Life  in  Geological  7Y*if  (1880); 
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Egypt  and  Syria  (1885);  Modern  Science  in  Bible 
Lands  (1888);  The  Geological  History  of  Plants 
(1888);  Modern  Ideas  of  Evolution  (1890);  Salient 
Points  in  the  Science  of  the  Earth  (1893) ;  The  Cana- 
dian Ice  Age  (1893).  In  1884  he  was  created  a  Com- 
panion of  the  Order  of  St.  Michael  and  St.  George, 
and  in  1885  was  elected  President  of  the  Royal 
Society  of  Canada. 

THE    BEGINNING. 

It  is  a  remarkable  and  instructive  fact  that  the  first 
verse  of  the  Hebrew  sacred  writings  speaks  of  the 
material  universe — speaks  of  it  as  a  whole,  and  as 
originating  in  a  power  outside  of  itself.  The  universe, 
then,  in  the  conception  of  this  ancient  writer,  is  not 
eternal.  It  had  a  beginning — but  that  beginning  in  the 
indefinite  and  by  us  unmeasured  past.  It  did  not  origi- 
nate fortuitously,  or  by  any  merely  accidental  conflict 
of  self-existent  material  atoms,  but  by  an  act — an  act 
of  will  on  the  part  of  a  Being  designated  by  that  name 
which  among  all  the  Semitic  peoples  represented  the 
ultimate,  eternal,  inscrutable  source  of  power,  and  ob- 
ject of  awe  and  veneration.  With  the  simplicity  and 
child-like  faith  of  an  archaic  age,  the  writer  makes  no 
attempt  to  combat  any  objections  or  difficulties  with 
which  this  great  fundamental  truth  may  be  assailed. 
He  feels  its  axiomatic  force  as  the  basis  of  all  true 
religion  and  sound  philosophy,  and  the  ultimate  fact 
which  must  ever  bar  our  further  progress  in  the  inves- 
tigation of  the  origin  of  things — the  production  from 
non-existence  of  the  material  universe  by  the  eternal 
self-existent  God. 

It  did  not  concern  him  to  know  what  might  be  the 
nature  of  that  unconditioned  Self-existence  ;  for  though 
like  our  idea  of  Space  and  Time,  incomprehensible,  it 
must  be  assumed.  It  did  not  concern  him  to  know 
how  matter  and  force  subsist,  or  what  may  be  the  dif- 
ference between  a  material  universe  cognizable  by  our 
senses  and  the  absolute  want  of  all  the  phenomena  of 


JOHN  WILLIAM  DAW  SON  4*3 

such  a  universe  or  of  whatever  may  be  their  basis  and 
essence.  Such  questions  can  never  be  answered,  yet 
the  succession  of  these  phenomena  must  have  had  a 
commencement  somewhere  in  time.  How  simple  and 
how  grand  is  his  statement !  How  plain  and  yet  how 
profound  its  teachings ! 

It  is  evident  that  the  writer  grasps  firmly  the  essence 
of  the  question  as  to  the  beginning  of  things,  and 
covers  the  whole  ground  which  advanced  scientific  or 
philosophical  speculation  can  yet  traverse.  That  the 
universe  must  have  had  a  beginning  no  one  needs  to  be 
told.  If  any  philosophical  speculator  ever  truly  held 
that  there  has  been  an  endless  succession  of  phenomena, 
science  has  now  completely  negatived  the  idea  by 
showing  us  the  beginning  of  all  things  that  we  know  in 
the  present  universe,  and  by  establishing  the  strongest 
probabilities  that  even  its  ultimate  atoms  could  not 
have  been  eternal.  But  the  question  remains — If 
there  was  a  beginning,  what  existed  in  that  beginning  ? 
To  this  question  many  partial  and  imperfect  answers 
have  been  given,  but  our  ancient  record  includes  them 
all. 

If  any  one  should  say,  "  In  the  beginning  was  noth- 
ing." Yes,  says  Genesis  ;  there  was,  it  is  true,  nothing 
of  present  matter  and  arrangements  of  nature.  Yet 
all  was  present  potentially  in  the  will  of  the  Creator. 

"  In  the  beginning  were  atoms,"  says  another.  Yes, 
says  Genesis  ;  but  they  were  created  ;  and  so  says 
modern  science,  and  must  say  of  ultimate  particles 
determined  by  weight  and  measure,  and  incapable  of 
modification  in  their  essential  properties — "They  have 
the  properties  of  a  manufactured  article." 

"  In  the  beginning  were  forces,"  says  yet  another. 
True,  says  Genesis  ;  but  all  forces  are  one  in  origin — 
they  represent  merely  the  fiat  of  the  Eternal  and  Self- 
existent.  So  says  science,  that  force  must  in  the  ulti- 
mate resort  be  an  "expression  of  Will." 

"  In  the  beginning  was  Elohim,"  adds  our  old  Semitic 
authority,  and  in  Him  are  the  absolute  and  eternal 
thought  and  will,  the  Creator  from  whom  and  by  whom 
and  in  whom  are  all  things. 

Thus  the  simple  familiar  words,  "In  the  beginning 
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God  created  the  heavens  and  the  earth,"  answers  ah 
possible  questions  as  to  the  origin  of  things,  and  include 
all  under  the  conception  of  theism.  Let  us  now  look 
at  these  pregnant  words  more  particularly  as  to  their 
precise  import  and  significance. 

The  divine  personality  expressed  by  the  Hebrew 
Elohim  may  be  fairly  said  to  include  all  that  can  be 
claimed  for  the  pantheistic  conception  of  "  dynamis"  or 
universal  material  power.  Lange  gives  this  as  included 
in  the  term  Elohim,  in  his  discussion  of  this  term  in  his 
book  on  Genesis.  It  has  been  aptly  said  that  if,  physi- 
cally speaking,  the  fall  of  a  sparrow  produces  a  gravita- 
tive  effect  that  extends  throughout  the  universe,  there 
can  be  no  reason  why  it  should  be  unknown  to  God. 
God  is  thus  everywhere,  and  always.  Yet  He  is  every- 
where and  always  present  as  a  personality  knowing  and 
willing.  From  His  thought  and  will  in  the  beginning 
proceeded  the  universe.  By  Him  it  was  created.  .  .  . 

The  material  universe  was  brought  into  existence  in 
the  u  beginning  " — a  term  evidently  indefinite  as  far  as 
regards  any  known  epoch,  and  implying  merely  priority 
to  all  other  recorded  events.  It  can  not  be  the  first 
day,  for  there  is  no  expressed  connection, -and  the  work 
of  the  first  day  is  distinct  from  that  of  the  beginning. 
It  can  not  be  a  general  term  for  the  whole  six  days, 
since  these  are  separated  from  it  by  that  chaotic  or 
formless  state  to  which  we  are  next  introduced.  The 
beginning,  therefore,  is  the  threshold  of  creation — the 
line  that  separates  the  old  tenantless  condition  of  space 
from  the  world-crowded  galaxies  of  the  existing  uni- 
verse. The  only  other  information  respecting  it  that 
we  have  in  Scripture  is  in  that  fine  descriptive  poem  in 
Proverbs  viii.,  in  which  the  Wisdom  of  God  personified 
— who  may  be  held  to  represent  the  Almighty  Word,  or 
Logos,  introduced  in  the  formula  "God  said,"  and 
afterward  referred  to  in  Scripture  as  the  manifested  or 
conditioned  Deity,  the  Mediator  between  man  and  the 
otherwise  inaccessible  Divinity,  the  agent  in  the  work 
of  creation  as  well  as  in  that  of  redemption — narrite§ 
th»  origin  of  all  created  things  : 

Tehova  possessed  me,  the  beginning  of  his  way, 
Before  his  work  of  old. 
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I  was  set  up  from  everlasting, 
From  the  beginning,  before  th'e  earth  was  ; 
When  there  were  no  deeps  I  was  brought  forth, 
When  there  were  no  fountains  abounding  in  water." 

The  beginning  here  precedes  the  creation  of  the 
earth,  as  well  as  of  the  deep  which  encompassed  its  sur- 
face in  its  earliest  condition.  The  beginning,  in  this 
point  of  view,  stretches  back  from  the  origin  of  the 
world  into  the  depths  of  eternity.  It  is  to  us  emphati- 
cally the  beginning,  because  it  witnessed  the  birth  of 
our  material  system  ;  but  to  the  eternal  Jehova  it  was 
but  the  beginning  of  a  great  series  of  his  operations, 
and  we  have  no  information  of  its  absolute  duration. 
From  the  time  when  God  began  to  create  the  celestial 
orbs,  until  that  time  when  it  could  be  said  that  He  had 
created  the  heavens  and  the  earth,  countless  ages  may 
have  rolled  along,  and  myriads  of  worlds  may  have 
passed  through  various  stages  of  existence,  and  the 
creation  of  our  planetary  system  may  have  been  one  of 
the  last  acts  of  that  long  beginning. 

Fairly  regarding,  then,  this  ancient  form  of  words,  we 
may  hold  it  as  a  clear,  concise,  and  accurate  enuncia- 
tion of  an  ultimate  doctrine  of  the  origin  of  things, 
which  with  all  our  increased  knowledge  of  the  history 
of  the  earth  we  are  not  in  a  position  to  replace  with  any- 
thing better  or  more  probable.  On  the  other  hand, 
this  sublime  dogma  of  creation  leaves  us  perfectly  free 
to  interrogate  nature  for  ourselves,  as  to  all  that  it  can 
reveal  of  the  duration  and  progress  of  the  creative  work. 
But  the  positive  gain  which  comes  from  this  ancient 
formula  goes  far  beyond  these  negative  qualities.  If 
received,  this  one  word  of  the  Old  Testament  is  suffi- 
cient to  deliver  us  forever  from  the  superstitious  dread 
of  nature,  and  to  present  it  to  us  as  neither  self-existent 
nor  omnipotent,  but  as  the  mere  handiwork  of  a  spirit- 
ual Creator  to  whom  we  are  kin  ;  as  not  a  product  of 
chance  or  caprice,  but  as  the  result  of  a  definite  plan  of 
the  All-wise  ;  as  not  a  congeries  of  unconnected  facts 
and  processes,  but  as  a  cosmos,  a  well-ordered  though 
complex  machine,  designed  by  Him  who  is  the  Almighty 
and  the  supreme  object  of  reverence.  Had  this  verse 
alone  constituted  the  whole  Bible,  this  one  utterance 
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would,  wherever  known  and  received,  have  been  an  in- 
estimable boon  to  mankind  ;  proclaiming  deliverance  to 
the  captives  of  every  form  of  nature-worship  and  idola- 
try, and  fixing  that  idea  of  unity  of  plan  in  the  universe 
which  is  the  fruitful  and  stable  root  of  all  true  progress 
in  science.  We  owe  profound  thanks  to  the  old  He- 
brew prophet  for  these  words — words  which  have 
broken  from  the  necks  of  once  superstitious  Aryan 
races  chains  more  galling  than  those  of  Egyptian  bond- 
age.—  The  Origin  of  the  World. 


DAY,  THOMAS,  an  English  poet  and  philan- 
thropist, born  in  London,  June  22,  1748;  died 
September  28,  1789.  He  was  educated  at  the 
Charter  House,  and  at  Corpus  Christi  College, 
Oxford;  studied  law  in  the  Middle  Temple,  and 
was  called  to  the  bar,  but  never  practised.  He 
spent  several  years  on  the  Continent,  acquainting 
himself  with  the  life  and  necessities  of  the  poor. 
He  took  two  young  girls  from  the  foundling 
hospital  and  educated  them,  with  the  intention  of 
marrying  one  of  them  ;  but  although  the  scheme 
of  education  was  successful,  the  marriage  pro- 
ject failed.  In  1778  Day  married  Miss  Esther 
Milnes,  a  lady  of  Yorkshire,  and  retired  to  his 
estates  for  the  remainder  of  his  life.  He  was  an 
eloquent  speaker  on  political  and  other  subjects, 
and  wrote  two  poems,  The  Devoted  Legions  (1776), 
and  The  Desolation  of  America  (1777),  showing  his 
sympathy  with  the  American  Colonies.  In  con- 
junction with  Mr.  Bicknell,  who  married  one  of 
the  girls  educated  by  Day,  he  wrote  a  poem  to 
excite  compassion  for  the  West  Indian  slaves. 
His  literary  reputation  rests  upon  The  History  of 
Sandford  and  Merton  (1783-89),  a  book  for  boys 
inculcating  courage,  temperance,  independence, 
generosity,  humanity,  which  is  one  of  the  most 
popular  books  ever  written  for  the  young.  He 
also  published  a  shorter  work  of  fiction,  The  His- 
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tory  of  Little  Jack.  Day  was  killed  by  a  kick  from 
a  horse  which  he  was  endeavoring  to  train  by 
means  of  gentle  treatment.  His  wife,  who  survived 
him  two  years,  never  afterward  left  her  darkened 
room. 

A    YOUNG    PHILOSOPHER. 

Master  Merton  became  acquainted  with  this  little 
boy  in  the  following  manner : — As  he  and  the  maid 
were  walking  in  the  fields  on  a  fine  summer's  morning, 
diverting  themselves  with  gathering  different  kinds  of 
wildflowers,  and  running  after  butterflies,  a  large  snake 
suddenly  started  up  from  among  some  long  grass,  and 
coiled  itself  round  little  Tommy's  leg.  The  fright 
they  were  both  in  at  this  accident  may  be  imagined  : 
the  maid  ran  away  shrieking  for  help,  while  the  child, 
in  an  agony  of  terror,  did  not  dare  to  stir  from  the 
spot  where  he  was  standing.  Harry,  who  happened 
to  be  walking  near,  came  running  up,  and  asked  what 
was  the  matter.  Tommy,  who  was  sobbing  most  pit- 
eously,  could  not  find  word,  to  tell  him,  but  pointed  to 
his  leg,  and  made  Harry  sensible  of  what  had  happened. 
Harry,  who,  though  young,  was  a  boy  of  a  most  courage- 
ous spirit,  told  him  not  to  be  frightened  ;  and  instantly 
seizing  the  snake  by  the  neck  with  as  much  dexterity  as 
resolution,  tore  him  from  Tommy's  leg,  and  threw  him 
off  to  a  great  distance.  Just  as  this  happened,  Mrs. 
Merton  and  all  the  family,  alarmed  by  the  servant's 
cries,  came  running  breathless  to  the  place,  as  Tommy 
was  recovering  his  spirits  and  thanking  his  brave  little 
deliverer.  Her  first  emotions  were  to  catch  her  dar- 
ling up  in  her  arms,  and,  after  giving  him  a  thousand 
kisses,  to  ask  him  whether  he  had  received  any  hurt. 

"No,"  said  Tommy,  "indeed  I  have  not,  mamma; 
but  I  believe  that  nasty,  ugly  beast  would  have  bitten 
me,  if  that  little  boy  had  not  come  and  pulled  him  off." 

"  And  who  are  you,  my  dear,"  said  she,  "  to  whom  we 
are  all  so  much  obliged  ? " 

"  Harry  Sandford,  madam." 

"Well,  my  child,  you  are  a  dear,  brave  little,  creature, 
and  you  shall  go  home  and  dine  with  us." 
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"  No,  thank  you,  madam  ;  my  father  will  want  me." 

"  And  who  is  your  father,  my  sweet  boy  ? " 

"  Farmer  Sandford,  madam,  that  lives  at  the  bottom 
of  the  hill." 

"Well,  my  dear,  you  shall  be  my  child  henceforth; 
will  you  ? " 

"  If  you  please,  madam,  if  I  may  have  my  own  father 
and  mother  too." 

Mrs.  Merton  instantly  dispatched  a  servant  to  the 
farmer's  ;  and  taking  little  Harry  by  the  hand,  she  led 
him  to  the  mansion,  where  she  found  Mr.  Merton,  whom 
she  entertained  with  a  long  account  of  Tommy's  danger, 
and  Harry's  bravery.  Harry  was  now  in  a  new  scene 
of  life.  He  was  carried  through  costly  apartments, 
where  everything  that  could  please  the  eye,  or  contrib- 
ute to  convenience,  was  assembled.  He  saw  large 
looking-glasses  in  gilded  frames,  carved  tables  and 
chairs,  curtains  of  the  finest  silk  ;  and  the  very  plates 
and  knives  and  forks  were  silver.  At  dinner,  he  was 
placed  close  to  Mrs.  Merton,  who  took  care  to  supply 
him  with  the  choicest  bits,  and  engaged  him  to  eat  with 
the  most  endearing  kindness  ;  but,  to  the  astonishment 
of  everybody,  he  appeared  neither  pleased  nor  surprised 
at  anything  he  saw.  Mrs.  Merton  could  not  conceal 
her  disappointment  ;  for,  as  she  had  always  been  ac- 
customed to  a  great  degree  of  finery  herself,  she  had 
expected  it  should  make  the  same  impression  upon 
everybody  else.  At  last,  seeing  him  eye  a  small  silver 
cup  with  great  attention,  out  of  which  he  had  been 
drinking,  she  asked  him  whether  he  should  not  like  to 
have  such  a  fine  thing  to  drink  out  of,  and  added,  that, 
though  it  was  Tommy's  cup,  she  was  sure  he  would  with 
great  pleasure  give  it  to  his  little  friend. 

"  Yes,  that  I  will,"  says  Tommy  ;  "  for  you  know, 
mamma,  I  have  a  much  finer  one  than  that,  made  of 
gold,  besides  two  large  ones  made  of  silver." 

"  Thank  you  with  all  my  heart,"  said  little  Harry  ; 
"but  I  will  not  rob  you  of  it,  for  I  have  a  much  better 
one  at  home." 

"  How  !  "  said  Mrs.  Merton  ;  "  does  you  father  eat  and 
drink  out  of  silver?" 

"  I  don't  know,  madam,  what  you  call  this ;  but  we 
VOL.  VII.— a; 
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drink  at  home  out  of  long  things  made  of  horn,  just  such 
as  the  cows  wear  upon  their  heads." 

"  The  child  is  a  simpleton,  I  think,"  said  Mrs.  Merton. 
"  And  why  are  they  better  than  silver  ones  ?  " 

"Because,"  said  Harry,  "they  never  make  us  un- 
easy." 

"  Make  you  uneasy,  my  child ! "  said  Mrs.  Merton. 
"  What  do  you  mean  ?" 

"  Why,  madam,  when  the  man  threw  that  great  thing 
down,  which  looks  just  like  this,  I  saw  that  you  were 
very  sorry  about  it  and  looked  as  though  you  had  been 
just  ready  to  drop.  Now,  ours  at  home  are  thrown  about 
by  all  the  family,  and  nobody  minds  it." 

"I  protest,"  said  Mrs.  Merton  to  her  husband,  "I  do 
not  know  what  to  say  to  this  boy,  he  makes  such  strange 
observations." 

The  fact  was,  that  during  dinner  one  of  the  servants 
had  let  fall  a  large  piece  of  plate,  which,  as  it  was  very 
valuable,  had  made  Mrs.  Merton  not  only  look  very  un- 
easy, but  give  the  man  a  severe  scolding  for  his  care- 
lessness. After  dinner,  Mrs.  Merton  filled  a  glass  of 
wine,  and  giving  it  to  Harry,  bade  him  drink  it  up  ;  but 
he  thanked  her,  and  said  he  was  not  thirsty. 

"But,  my  dear,"  said  she,  "this  is  very  sweet  and 
pleasant,  and  as  you  are  a  good  boy,  you  may  drink  it 
up." 

"  Ay !  but,  madam,  Mr.  Barlow  says  that  we  must  only 
eat  when  we  are  hungry,  and  drink  when  we  are  thirsty; 
and  that  we  must  eat  and  drink  only  such  things  as  are 
easily  met  with  ;  otherwise  we  shall  grow  peevish  and 
vexed  when  we  can't  get  them."  . 

"Upon  my  word,"  said  Mr.  Merton,  "this  little  man 
is  a  great  philosopher ;  and  we  should  be  much  obliged 
to  Mr.  Barlow  if  he  would  take  our  Tommy  under  his 
care  ;  for  he  grows  a  great  boy,  and  it  is  time  he  should 
know  something.  What  say  you,  Tommy,  should  you 
like  to  be  a  philosopher  ?  " 

"  Indeed,  papa,  I  don't  know  what  a  philosopher  is  ; 
but  I  should  like  to  be  a  king ;  because  he's  finer  and 
richer  than  anybody  else,  and  has  nothing  to  do,  and 
everybody  waits  upon  him,  and  is  afraid  of  him." 

"  Well  said,  my  dear,"  replied  Mrs.  Merton  ;  and  rose 
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and  kissed  him;  "and  a  king  you  deserve  to  be,  with 
such  a  spirit ;  and  here's  a  glass  of  wine  for  you  for 
making  such  a  pretty  answer.  And  should  not  you  like 
to  be  a  king  too,  little  Harry  ? " 

"  Indeed,  madam,  I  don't  know  what  that  is  ;  but  I 
hope  I  shall  soon  be  big  enough  to  go  to  plough,  and 
get  my  own  living ;  and  then  I  shall  want  nobody  to 
wait  upon  me." 

"What  a  difference  there  is  between  the  children 
of  farmers  and  gentlemen  !  "  whispered  Mrs.  Merton 
to  her  husband,  looking  rather  contemptuously  upon 
Harry. 

"I  am  not  sure,"  said  Mr.  Merton,  "that  for  this 
time  the  advantage  is  on  the  side  of  our  son.  But 
should  you  not  like  to  be  rich,  my  dear?"  said  he, 
turning  to  Harry. 

"  No,  indeed,  sir." 

"No,  simpleton!"  said  Mrs.  Merton,  "and  why 
not?" 

"  Because  the  only  rich  man  I  ever  saw  is  Squire 
Chase,  who  lives  hard  by  ;  and  he  rides  among  people's 
corn,  and  breaks  down  their  hedges,  and  shoots  their 
poultry,  and  kills  their  dogs,  and  lames  their  cattle,  and 
abuses  the  poor;  and  they  say  he  does  all  this  because 
he's  rich  ;  but  everybody  hates  him,  though  they  dare 
not  tell  him  so  to  his  face  ;  and  I  would  not  be  hated 
for  anything  in  the  world." 

"But  should  you  not  like  to  have  a  fine  laced  coat, 
and  a  coach  to  carry  you  about,  and  servants  to  wait 
upon  you  ?  " 

"  As  to  that,  madam,  one  coat  is  as  good  as  another, 
if  it  will  but  keep  one  warm  ;  and  I  don't  want  to  ride, 
because  I  can  walk  wherever  I  choose ;  and  as  to  ser- 
vants, I  should  have  nothing  for  them  to  do  if  I  had  a 
hundred  of  them." 

Mrs.  Merton  continued  to  look  at  him  with  a  sort  of 
contemptuous  astonishment,  but  did  not  ask  him  any 
more  questions. — Sand/ord  and  Merlon. 
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A    LESSON    IN    ASTRONOMY. 

"  Pray,  sir,"  said  Tommy,  "what  is  a  constellation  ?  " 

"  Persons," answered  Mr.  Barlow,  "who  first  began  to 
observe  the  heavens  as  you  do  now,  observed  certain 
stars  remarkable  either  for  their  brightness  or  position. 
To  these  they  gave  particular  names,  that  they  might 
the  more  easily  know  them  again,  and  discourse  of 
them  to  others  ;  and  these  particular  clusters  of  stars, 
thus  joined  together,  and  named,  they  term  constellations. 
But,  come,  Harry,  you  are  a  little  farmer,  and  can 
certainly  point  out  to  us  Charles's  Wain." 

Harry  then  looked  up  to  the  sky,  and  pointed  out 
seven  very  bright  stars  toward  the  north. 

"  You  are  right,"  said  Mr.  Barlow  ;  "  four  of  these 
stars  have  put  the  common  people  in  mind  of  the  four 
wheels  of  a  wagon,  and  the  three  others  of  the  horses ; 
therefore,  they  have  called  them  by  this  name.  Now, 
Tommy,  look  well  at  these,  and  see  if  you  can  find  any 
seven  stars  in  the  whole  sky  that  resemble  them  in  their 
position." 

"Indeed,  sir,  I  do  not  think  I  can." 

"  Do  you  not  think,  then,  that  you  can  find  them 
again  ? " 

"I  will  try,  sir.  Now,  I  will  take  my  eye  off,  and 
look  another  way.  I  protest  I  cannot  find  them  again. 
Oh  !  I  believe  there  they  are.  Pray,  sir  (pointing  with 
his  finger),  is  not  that  Charles's  Wain  ?" 

"  You  are  right ;  and,  by  remembering  these  stars, 
you  may  very  easily  observe  those  which  are  next  to 
them,  and  learn  their  names  too,  till  you  are  acquainted 
with  the  whole  face  of  the  heavens." 

"That  is,  indeed,  very  surprising.  I  will  sJiow  my 
mother  Charles's  Wain  the  first  time  I  go  home  :  I  dare 
say  she  has  never  observed  it." 

"  But  look  on  the  two  stars  which  compose  the  hinder 
wheels  of  the  wagon,  and  raise  your  eye  toward  the 
top  of  the  sky  :  do  you  not  see  a  very  bright  star,  that 
seems  almost,  but  not  quite,  in  a  line  with  the  two 
others  ?" 

"  Yes,  sir,  I  see  it  plainly," 
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"  That  is  called  the  Pole-star ;  it  never  moves  from  its 
place,  and  by  looking  full  at  it,  you  may  always  find  the 
north." 

"  Then,  if  I  turn  my  face  toward  that  star,  I  always 
IOOK  to  the  north  ?" 

"  You  are  right." 

"Then  I  shall  turn  my  back  to  the  south." 

"You  are  right  again  ;  and  now,  cannot  you  find  the 
east  and  west  ?  " 

"  Is  it  not  the  east  where  the  sun  rises  ?" 

"Yes  ;  but  there  is  no  sun  to  direct  you  now." 

"Then,  sir,  I  cannot  find  it  out." 

"Do  notjiw  know,  Harry?" 

"I  believe,  sir,"  said  Harry,  "that  if  you  turn  your 
face  to  the  north,  the  east  will  be  on  the  right  hand, 
and  the  west  on  the  left." 

"  That  is  very  clever  indeed,"  said  Tommy  ;  "  so  then, 
by  knowing  the  Pole-star,  I  can  always  find  north,  east, 
west,  and  south." — Sandford  and  Merton. 

JACK-O'-THE-LANTERN. 

"Harry,"  said  Mr.  Bailow,  "  do  you  tell  Master  Mer- 
ton the  story  of  your  being  lost  upon  the  great  moor." 

"  You  must  know,  Master  Tommy,"  replied  Harry, 
''that  I  have  an  uncle  who  lives  about  three  miles  off, 
across  the  great  moor  that  we  have  sometimes  walked 
upon.  Now,  my  father — as  I  am  in  general  pretty  well 
acquainted  with  the  roads — often  sends  me  with  mes- 
sages to  my  uncle.  One  evening  I  got  there  so  late  that 
it  was  hardly  possible  to  reach  home  again  before  it  was 
quite  dark  :  it  was  at  that  time  in  the  month  of  October. 
My  uncle  wished  me  very  much  to  stay  at  his  house  all 
night ;  but  that  was  not  proper  for  me  to  do,  because 
my  father  had  ordered  me  to  come  back  ;  so  I  set  out  as 
soon  as  I  possibly  could.  But  just  as  I  had  reached  the 
heath  the  evening  grew  extremely  dark." 

"And  were  you  not  frightened  to  find  yourself  all 
alone  upon  such  a  dismal  place  ? " 

"  No  ;  I  knew  the  worst  that  could  happen  would  be 
that  I  should  stay  there  all  night ;  and  as  soon  as  ever 
the  morning  should  shine,  I  could  find  my  way  home. 
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However,  by  the  time  that  I  had  reached  the  middle  of 
the  heath,  there  came  on  such  a  violent  tempest  of  wind, 
blowing  full  in  my  face,  accompanied  with  such  a  shower, 
that  I  found  it  impossible  to  continue  my  way.  So  I 
quitted  the  track,  which  is  never  very  easy  to  find,  and 
ran  aside  to  a  holly-bush  that  was  growing  at  some  dis- 
tance, in  order  to  seek  a  little  shelter.  There  I  lay 
very  conveniently,  till  the  storm  was  almost  over  ;  then 
I  arose,  and  attempted  to  continue  my  way  ;  but,  unfortu- 
nately, I  missed  the  track,  and  lost  myself." 

"That  was  a  very  dismal  thing  indeed,"  said  Tommy. 

"I  wandered  about  a  long  time  ;  but  still  to  no  pur- 
pose. I  had  not  a  single  mark  to  direct  me,  because  the 
common  is  so  extensive,  and  so  bare  of  either  trees  or 
houses,  that  one  may  walk  for  miles  and  see  nothing  but 
heath  and  furze.  Sometimes  I  tore  my  legs  in  scram- 
bling through  great  thickets  of  furze  ;  and  now  and  then 
I  plunged  into  a  hole  full  of  water,  and  should  have  been 
drowned  if  I  had  not  learned  to  swim  ;  so  that,  at  last, 
I  was  about  to  give  it  up  in  despair,  when,  looking  on 
one  side,  I  saw  a  light  at  a  little  distance,  which  seemed 
to  be  a  candle  and  lantern  that  somebody  was  carrying 
across  the  moor." 

"  Did  not  that  give  you  very  great  comfort  ?  " 

"  You  shall  hear,"  answered  Harry,  smiling. 

"  At  first  I  was  doubtful  whether  I  should  go  up  to 
it ;  but  I  considered  that  it  was  not  worth  anybody's 
pains  to  hurt  a  poor  boy  like  me  ;  and  that  no  person 
who  was  out  on  any  ill  design  would  probably  choose  to 
carry  a  light.  So  I  determined  boldly  to  go  up  to  it 
and  inquire  the  way." 

"  And  did  the  person  with  the  candle  and  lantern  di- 
rect you  ? " 

"  I  began  walking  up  toward  it,"  answered  Harry, 
"when  immediately  the  light,  which  I  at  first  observed 
on  my  right  hand,  moving  slowly  along  by  my  side, 
changed  its  direction,  and  went  directly  before  me,  with 
about  the  same  degree  of  swiftness.  I  thought  this 
very  strange  ;  but  I  still  continued  the  chase,  and,  just 
as  I  thought  I  had  approached  very  near,  I  tumbled 
into  another  pit  full  of  water." 

"  That  was  very  unlucky  indeed." 
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"Well,  I  scrambled  out,  and  very  luckily  on  the  same 
side  with  the  light,  which  I  began  to  follow  again,  but 
with  as  little  success  as  ever.  I  had  now  wandered 
many  miles  about  the  common  ;  I  knew  no  more  where 
I  was  than  if  I  had  been  set  upon  an  unknown  coun- 
try ;  I  had  no  hopes  of  finding  my  way  home  unless  I 
could  reach  this  wandering  light ;  and  though  I  could 
not  conceive  that  the  person  who  carried  it  could  know 
of  my  being  so  near,  he  seemed  to  act  as  though  he  were 
determined  to  avoid  me.  However,  I  was  resolved  to 
make  one  attempt,  and  therefore  I  began  to  run  as  fast 
as  I  was  able,  hallooing  out  at  the  same  time  to  the  per- 
son that  I  thought  before  me,  to  entreat  him  to  stop." 

"And  did  he?"  inquired  Tommy. 

"  Instead  of  that,  the  light,  which  had  before  been 
moving  along  at  a  slow  and  easy  pace,  now  began  to 
dance,  as  it  were,  before  me,  ten  times  faster  than  be- 
fore ;  so  that,  instead  of  overtaking  it,  I  found  myself 
farther  and  farther  behind.  Still,  however,  I  ran  on,  till 
I  unwarily  sank  up  to  the  middle  in  a  large  bog ;  out  of 
which  I  at  last  scrambled  with  very  great  difficulty. 
Surprised  at  this,  and  not  conceiving  how  any  human 
being  could  pass  over  such  a  bog  as  this,  I  determined 
to  pursue  it  no  longer.  But  now  I  was  wet  and  weary  ; 
the  clouds  had  indeed  rolled  away,  and  the  moon  and 
stars  began  to  shine.  I  looked  around  me,  and  could 
discern  nothing  but  a  wide  barren  country,  without  so 
much  as  a  tree  to  shelter  me,  or  any  creature  in  sight. 
I  listened  in  hopes  of  hearing  a  sheep-bell,  or  the  bark- 
ing of  a  dog;  but  nothing  met  my  ear  except  the  shrill 
whistling  of  the  wind,  which  blew  so  cold  and  bleak 
along  that  open  country  that  it  chilled  me  to  the  very 
heart.  In  this  situation  I  stopped  awhile  to  consider 
what  I  should  do  ;  and  raising  my  eyes  by  accident  to 
the  sky,  the  first  object  I  beheld  was  that  very  constel- 
lation of  Charles's  Wain  ;  and  above  I  discerned  the 
Pole-star  shining,  as  it  were,  from  the  very  top  of 
heaven.  Instantly  a  thought  came  into  my  mind  :  I 
considered  that,  when  I  had  been  walking  along  the 
road  which  led  toward  my  uncle's  house,  I  had  often 
observed  the  Pole-star  full  before  me  ;  therefore  it  oc- 
curred to  me,  that  if  I  turned  my  back  exactly  upon  it, 
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and  went  straight  forward  in  a  contrary  direction,  it 
must  lead  me  toward  my  father's  house.  As  soon  as  I 
had  formed  this  resolution  I  began  to  execute  it,  I 
was  persuaded  I  should  now  escape,  and  therefore,  for- 
getting my  fatigue,  I  ran  along  as  briskly  as  though  I 
had  but  then  set  out.  Nor  was  I  disappointed  ;  for 
though  I  could  see  no  tracks,  yet,  taking  the  greatest 
care  always  to  go  on  in  that  direction,  the  moon  af- 
forded me  light  enough  to  avoid  the  pits  and  bogs 
which  are  found  in  various  parts  of  that  wild  moor  ;  and 
when  I  had  travelled,  as  I  imagined,  about  three  miles, 
I  heard  the  barking  of  a  dog,  which  gave  me  double 
vigor  ;  and  going  on  a  little  farther,  came  to  some  in- 
closures  at  the  skirts  of  the  common,  which  I  knew ;  so 
that  I  then  with  ease  found  my  way  home,  after  having 
almost  despaired  of  being  so  fortunate." 

"Indeed,"  exclaimed  Tommy,  "then  the  knowledge 
of  the  Pole-star  was  of  very  great  use  to  you.  1  am  de- 
termined I  will  make  myself  acquainted  with  all  the 
stars  in  the  heavens.  But  did  you  ever  find  out  what 
that  light  was  which  danced  before  you  in  so  extraordi- 
nary a  manner?  " 

"  When  I  came  home,  my  father  told  me  it  was  what 
the  common  people  called  a  Jack-o'-the-lantern  ;  and 
Mr.  Barlow  has  since  informed  me  that  these  things  are 
only  vapors,  which  rise  out  of  the  earth  in  moist  and 
fenny  places,  although  they  have  that  bright  appear- 
ance ;  and  therefore  told  me  that  many  people,  like  me, 
who  have  taken  them  for  a  lighted  candle,  have  fol- 
lowed them,  as  I  did,  into  bogs  and  ditches." — Sandford 
and  Merton. 


DE  AMICIS,  EDMONDO,  an  Italian  traveller, 
born  at  Oneglia,  October  21,  1846.  He  was  edu- 
cated at  Cuneo,  Turin,  and  Modena.  He  then 
entered  the  army,  and  in  1867  was  established  at 
Florence  as  director  of  the  Italia  Militaire.  On 
the  occupation  of  Rome  by  the  troops  of  Victor 
Emmanuel,  he  quitted  the  army,  and  gave  himself 
to  literary  work.  Among  his  works  are  La  Vita 
Militaire  (1868);  Ricordo  del  187 o-ji ;  a  volume  of 
Novelle  (1872),  containing  Gli  Arnica  di  Collegia, 
Camilla  Furio,  Un  Gran  Giorno,  Alberto,  Fortezza, 
and  La  Casa  Paterna  ;  several  interesting  volumes 
of  travels  and  notes  on  different  countries — Spain 
(1873);  Notes  on- London  (1874);  Holland  (1874); 
Constantinople  (1878) ;  Morocco  (1879)  5  Notes  on  Paris 
(1879);  La  Porte  d' Italia  (1884) ;  and  Still'  Oceana 
(1889).  These  have  been  translated  into  several 
languages.  He  has  also  published  a  volume  of 
Poesie  (1881). 

CONSTANTINOPLE. 

The  vision  of  the  morning  has  vanished.  The  Con- 
stantinople of  light  and  beauty  has  given  place  to  a 
monstrous  city,  scattered  about  over  an  infinity  of  hills 
and  valleys  ;  it  is  a  labyrinth  of  human  ant-hills,  ceme- 
teries, ruins,  and  solitudes  ;  a  confusion  of  civilization 
and  barbarism  which  presents  an  image  of  all  the  cities 
upon  earth,  and  gathers  to  itself  all  the  aspects  of  human 
life.  It  is  really  but  the  skeleton  of  a  great  city,  of 
which  the  smaller  part  is  walls  and  the  rest  an  enormous 
agglomeration  of  barracks,  an  interminable  Asiatic  en- 
campment ;  in  which  swarms  a  population,  that  has  never 
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been  counted,  of  people  of  every  race  and  every  religion. 
It  is  a  great  city  in  process  of  transformation,  composed 
of  ancient  cities  that  are  in  decay,  new  cities  of  yester- 
day, and  other  cities  now  being  born  ;  everything  is  in 
confusion  ;  on  every  side  are  seen  the  traces  of  gigantic 
works,  mountains  pierced,  hills  cut  down,  houses  levelled 
to  the  ground,  great  streets  designed  ;  an  immense  mass 
of  rubbish  and  remains  of  conflagrations  upon  ground 
forever  tormented  by  the  hand  of  man.  There  is  a  dis- 
order, a  confusion  of  the  most  incongruous  objects,  a 
succession  of  the  strangest  and  most  unexpected  sights, 
that  make  one's  head  turn  round  :  you  go  to  the  end 
of  a  fine  street,  it  is  closed  by  a  ravine  or  precipice  ;  you 
come  out  of  the  theatre,  to  find  yourself  in  the  midst  of 
tombs  ;  you  climb  to  the  top  of  a  hill,  to  find  a  forest 
under  your  feet  and  a  city  on  the  hill  opposite  to  you  ; 
you  turn  suddenly  to  look  at  the  quarter  you  have  just 
traversed,  and  you  find  it  at  the  bottom  of  a  deep  gorge, 
half  hidden  in  trees  ;  you  turn  toward  a  house,  it  is  a 
port ;  you  go  up  a  street,  there  is  no  more  city,  only  a 
deserted  defile  from  which  nothing  but  the  sky  is  visi- 
ble ;  cities  start  forth,  hide  themselves,  rise  above  your 
head,  under  your  feet,  behind  your  -back,  far  and  near, 
in  the  sun,  in  the  shade,  among  groves,  on  the  sea  ;  take 
a  step  in  advance,  behold  an  immense  panorama  ;  take 
a  step  backward,  there  is  nothing  to  be  seen  ;  lift  your 
eyes,  a  thousand  minarets  ;  descend  one  step,  they  are 
all  gone.  The  streets,  bent  into  infinite  angles,  wind 
about  among  small  hills,  are  raised  on  terraces,  skirt 
ravines,  pass  under  aqueducts,  break  into  alleys,  run 
down  steps,  through  bushes,  rocks,  ruins,  sand-hills. 
Here  and  there  the  great  city  takes,  as  it  were,  a  breath- 
ing-time in  the  country,  and  then  begins  again,  thicker, 
livelier,  more  highly  colored  :  here  it  is  plain,  there  it 
climbs,  farther  on  it  rushes  downward,  disperses,  and 
again  crowds  together  ;  in  one  place  it  smokes  and  is 
land,  in  another  sleeps  ;  now  it  is  all  red,  now  all  white, 
again  all  gold-colors,  and  farther  on  it  presents  the  as- 
pect of  a  mountain  of  flowers.  The  elegant  city,  the 
village,  the  open  country,  the  gardens,  the  port,  the 
desert,  the  market,  the  burial  place,  alternate,  without 
end,  rising  one  above  the  other,  in  steps,  so  that  at  some 
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points  these  embrace,  at  one  glance,  all  the  diversities  of 
a  province.  An  infinity  of  fantastic  outlines  are  drawn 
everywhere  upon  the  sky  and  water,  so  thickly  and 
richly  designed,  and  with  such  a  wondrous  variety  of 
architecture,  that  they  cheat  the  eye,  and  seem  to  be 
mingling  and  twisting  themselves  together.  In  the 
midst  of  Turkish  houses  rise  European  palaces  ;  behind 
the  minaret  stands  the  bell-tower  ;  above  the  terrace, 
the  dome,  beside  the  dome,  the  battlemented  wall  ;  the 
Chinese  roofs  of  kiosks  hang  over  the  fapades  of  thea- 
tres ;  the  grated  balconies  of  the  harem  confront  the 
plate-glass  window  ;  Moorish  lattices  look  upon  railed 
terraces  ;  niches,  with  the  Madonna  within,  are  set  be- 
neath Arabian  arches  ;  sepulchres  are  in  the  courtyards, 
and  towers  among  the  laborers'  cabins  ;  mosques,  syna- 
gogues, Greek  churches,  Catholic  churches,  Armenian 
churches,  rise  one  above  the  other,  amid  a  confusion  of 
vanes,  cypresses,  umbrella-pines,  fig  and  plane  trees,  that 
stretch  their  branches  over  the  roofs — an  indescribable 
architecture,  apparently  of  expediency,  lends  itself  to 
the  caprices  of  the  ground,  with  a  crowd  of  houses  cut 
into  points,  in  the  form  of  triangular  towers,  of  erect 
and  overturned  pyramids,  surrounded  with  bridges, 
ditches,  props,  gathered  together  like  the  broken  frag- 
ments of  a  mountain. 

At  every  hundred  paces  all  is  changed.  Here  you  are 
in  a  suburb  of  Marseilles,  and  it  is  an  Asiatic  village ; 
again,  a  Greek  quarter ;  again,  a  suburb  of  Trebizond. 
By  the  tongues,  by  the  faces,  by  the  aspect  of  the 
houses,  you  recognize  that  the  country  is  changed. 
There  points  of  France,  strips  of  Italy,  fragments  of 
England,  relics  of  Russia.  Upon  the  immense  fapade 
of  the  city  is  represented,  in  architecture  and  in  col- 
umns, the  great  struggle  that  is  being  fought  out  be- 
tween the  Christians,  that  reconquer,  and  the  children 
of  Islam,  that  defend  with  all  their  strength,  the  sacred 
soil.  Stamboul,  once  a  Turkish  city  only,  is  now  as- 
sailed on  every  side  by  Christian  quarters,  which  slowly 
eat  into  it  along  the  shores  of  the  Golden  Horn  and  the 
Sea  of  Marmora  ;  on  the  other  side  the  conquest  pro- 
ceeds with  fury  ;  churches,  palaces,  hospitals,  public 
gardens,  factories,  schools,  are  crushing  the  Mussulman 
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quarters,  overwhelming  the  cemeteries,  advancing  from 
hill  to  hill,  and  already  vaguely  designing  upon  the  dis- 
tracted land  the  outlines  of  a  great  city,  that  will  one 
day  cover  the  European  shore  of  the  Bosphorus,  as 
Stamboul  now  covers  the  shore  of  the  Golden  liorn. 

But  from  these  general  observations  the  mind  is  con- 
stantly distracted  by  a  thousand  new  things  ;  there  is  a 
convent  of  Dervishes  in  one  street,  a  Moorish  barrack 
in  another,  and  Turkish  cafes,  bazaars,  fountains,  aque- 
ducts, at  every  turn.  In  one  quarter  of  an  hour  you 
must  change  your  manner  of  proceeding  ten  times. 
You  go  down,  you  climb  up,  you  jump  down  a  declivity, 
ascend  a  stone  staircase,  sink  in  the  mud,  and  clamber 
over  a  hundred  obstacles,  make  your  way  now  through 
the  crowd,  now  through  the  bushes,  now  through  a 
forest  of  rags  hung  out ;  now  you  hold  your  nose,  and 
anon  breathe  waves  of  perfumed  air.  From  the  glow- 
ing light  of  an  elevated  open  space  whence  can  be  seen 
the  Bosphorus,  Asia,  and  the  infinite  sky,  you  drop  by 
a  few  steps  into  the  gloom  and  obscurity  of  a  network 
of  alleys,  flanked  by  houses  falling  to  ruin,  and  strewn 
with  stones  like  the  bed  of  a  rivulet.  From  the  fresh 
and  perfumed  shade  of  trees,  into  suffocating  dust  and 
overpowering  sun  ;  from  places  full  of  noise  and  color, 
into  sepulchral  recesses,  where  a  human  voice  is  never 
heard  ;  from  the  divine  Orient  of  our  dreams,  into  an- 
other Orient,  gloomy,  dirty,  decrepit,  that  gradually 
takes  possession  of  the  imagination.  After  a  few  hours 
spent  in  this  way,  should  any  one  suddenly  ask  what 
is  Constantinople  like,  you  could  only  strike  your 
hand  upon  your  forehead,  and  try  to  still  the  tempest 
of  thoughts.  Constantinople  is  a  Babylon,  a  world, 
a  chaos.  Beautiful  ?  Wonderfully  beautiful.  Ugly  ? 
It  is  horrible  !  Did  you  like  it?  Madly.  Would  you 
live  in  it  ?  How  can  I  tell  ?  Who  could  say  that  he 
would  willingly  live  in  another  planet  ?  You  go  back 
to  your  inn,  full  of  enthusiasm,  and  disgust  ;  bewildered, 
delighted,  and  with  your  head  whirling,  as  if  cerebral 
congestion  had  begun,  and  your  agitation  gradually 
quiets  down  into  a  profound  prostration  and  mortal 
tedium.  You  have  lived  through  several  years  in  a  few 
hours — and  feel  old  and  exhausted. — Constantinople. 


DE  CANDOLLE,  ALPHONSE  Louis  PIERRE 
PYRAMUS,  botanist,  son  of  the  celebrated  Augustin 
Pyramus  de  Candolle,  was  born  at  Paris,  October 
28,  1806;  died  April  9,  1893.  He  was  educated 
at  the  College  of  Geneva,  studied  law,  and  was 
admitted  to  the  bar  in  1824,  but  relinquished  the 
practice  of  law  to  devote  himself  to  the  study  of 
botany.  Besides  continuing  and  supplementing 
the  works  of  his  father,  he  published  several  im- 
portant works  of  his  own,  among  them,  Geographic 
Botanique,  2  vols.  (i 85 5) ;  Originedes  Plantes  Cultive'cs 
(1883);  edited  his  father's  Memoircs  (1862),  and  be- 
gan the  Monograpliice  Phancrogomarum  (1878).  His 
father  bequeathed  to  him  his  collections,  including 
an  herbarium  of  over  70,000  species  of  plants,  on 
the  condition  that  they  be  kept  open  to  the  public. 

PRIMITIVE    AGRICULTURE. 

History  shows  us  that  wheat,  maize,  the  sweet  potato, 
several  species  of  the  genus  Panicum,  tobacco,  and  other 
plants,  especially  annuals,  were  widely  diffused  before 
the  historical  period.  These  useful  species  opposed  and 
arrested  the  timid  attempts  made  here  and  there  on  less 
productive  or  less  agreeable  plants.  And  we  see  in  our 
own  day,  in  various  countries,  barley  replaced  by  wheat, 
maize  preferred  to  buckwheat  and  many  kinds  of  millet, 
while  some  vegetables  and  other  cultivated  plants  fall 
into  disrepute  because  other  species,  sometimes  brought 
from  a  distance,  are  more  profitable.  The  difference 
in  value,  however  great,  which  is  found  among  plants 
already  improved  by  culture,  is  less  than  that  which 
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exists  between  cultivated  plants  and  others  completely 
wild.  Selection,  that  great  factor  which  Darwin  has 
had  the  merit  of  introducing  so  happily  into  science, 
plays  an  important  part  when  once  agriculture  is  estab- 
lished ;  but  in  every  epoch,  and  especially  in  its  earliest 
stage,  the  choice  of  species  is  more  important  than  the 
selection  of  varieties. 

The  various  causes  which  favor  or  obstruct  the  be- 
ginnings of  agriculture,  explain  why  certain  regions 
have  been  for  thousands  of  years  peopled  by  husband- 
men, while  others  are  still  inhabited  by  nomadic  tribes. 
It  is  clear  that,  owing  to  their  well-known  qualities  and 
to  the  favorable  conditions  of  climate,  it  was  at  an  early 
period  found  easy  to  cultivate  rice  and  several  legumi- 
nous plants  in  Southern  Asia,  barley  and  wheat  in  Meso- 
potamia and  in  Egypt,  several  species  of  Panicum  in 
Africa,  maize,  the  potato,  the  sweet  potato,  and  manioc 
in  America.  Centres  were  thus  formed  whence  the 
most  useful  species  were  diffused.  In  the  north  of  Asia, 
of  Europe,  and  of  America  the  climate  is  unfavorable, 
and  the  indigenous  plants  are  unproductive  ;  but  as 
hunting  and  fishing  offered  their  resources,  agriculture 
must  have  been  introduced  there  late,  and  it  was  pos- 
sible to  dispense  with  the  good  species  of  the  south 
without  great  suffering.  It  was  different  in  Australia, 
Patagonia,  and  even  in  the  south  of  Africa.  The  plants 
of  the  temperate  region  in  our  hemisphere  could  not 
reach  these  countries  by  reason  of  the  distance,  and 
those  of  the  intertropical  zone  were  excluded  by  great 
drought  or  by  the  absence  of  a  high  temperature.  .  .  . 
The  ancient  Egyptians  and  the  Phoenicians  propagated 
many  plants  in  the  region  of  the  Mediterranean,  and  the 
Aryan  nations,  whose  migrations  toward  Europe  began 
about  2500,  or  at  latest  2000  B.C.,  carried  with  them  sev- 
eral species  already  cultivated  in  Western  Asia.  We  shall 
see,  in  studying  the  history  of  several  species,  that  some 
plants  were  probably  cultivated  in  Europe  and  in  the 
north  of  Africa  prior  to  the  Aryan  migration.  This  is 
shown  by  names  in  languages  more  ancient  than  the  Aryan 
tongues  ;  for  instance,  Finn,  Basque,  Berber,  and  the 
speech  of  the  Guanchos  of  the  Canary  Isles.  However, 
the  remains,  called  kitchen-middens,  of  ancient  Danish 
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dwellings  have  hitherto  furnished  no  proof  of  cultivation 
or  any  indication  of  the  possession  of  metal.  The  Scan- 
dinavians of  that  period  lived  principally  by  fishing  and 
hunting,  and  perhaps  eked  out  their  subsistence  by  in- 
digenous plants,  such  as  the  cabbage,  the  nature  of 
which  does  not  admit  any  remnant  of  traces  in  the 
dung-heaps  and  rubbish,  and  which,  moreover,  did  not 
require  cultivation.  The  absence  of  metals  does  not  in 
these  northern  countries  argue  a  greater  antiquity  than 
the  age  of  Pericles,  or  even  the  palmy  days  of  the 
Roman  republic.  Later,  when  bronze  was  known  in 
Sweden — a  region  far  removed  from  the  then  civilized 
countries — agriculture  had  at  length  been  introduced. 
Among  the  remains  of  that  epoch  was  found  a  carving 
of  a  cart  drawn  by  two  oxen  and  driven  by  a  man. — 
Origin  of  Cultivated  Plants. 


DE  CANDOLLE,  AUGUSTIN  PYRAMUS,  a  cele- 
brated botanist,  was  born  at  Geneva,  February  4, 
1778  ;  died  at  Turin,  Italy,  September  9,  1841.  His 
family,  one  of  the  oldest  in  Provence,  had  been 
compelled  to  leave  France  some  time  during  the 
sixteenth  century,  because  of  religious  opinions. 
His  father  was  a  noted  printer  of  Geneva  and  a 
syndic  of  the  university  and  of  the  republic.  De 
Candolle  was  educated  at  the  College  of  Geneva, 
where  he  studied  philosophy  under  the  celebrated 
Saussure.  He  first  became  interested  in  botany 
while  a  boy,  spending  some  time  with  his  mother 
in  a  small  country  village  during  the  siege  of  Ge- 
neva, in  1792;  but  it  was  the  lectures  of  Vancher, 
at  the  College  of  Geneva,  which  decided  him  to 
make  the  science  of  botany  his  life-study.  In  1796 
he  went  to  Paris  to  continue  his  studies*  and  here 
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he  made  the  acquaintance  and  gained  the  friend- 
ship of  Cuvier,  A.  von  Humboldt,  Biot,  and  La- 
marck. In  1799  he  published  his  first  work,  Historia 
Plant  arum  Succulent  arum,  4  vols.,  and  in  1802, 
Astragalogia.  In  1804  he  received  his  degree  as 
doctor  of  medicine,  his  thesis  for  the  occasion  be- 
ing an  able  essay  on  the  medicinal  properties  of 
plants,  Essais  sur  les  Proprie'te's  Medicales  des 
Plantes.  In  1805  ne  published  the  first  volume 
of  his  revised  edition  of  Lamarck's  Flore  Fran- 
caise,  this  revision  being  made  at  the  request  of 
the  author.  During  the  summers  between  the 
years  1806  and  1812  he  was  employed  by  the 
French  Government  in  visiting  every  part  of 
France,  investigating  its  botany  and  agriculture, 
the  results  of  which  he  published  in  1813.  In 
1807  he  was  appointed  Professor  of  Botany  in  the 
Faculty  of  Medicine  at  Montpellier  arid  the  direc- 
tor of  the  Botanic  Garden.  In  1810  he  was  trans- 
ferred to  the  chair  of  botany  of  the  Faculty  of 
Sciences  then  just  founded.  This  he  resigned  in 
1816  to  accept  the  chair  of  natural  history  at 
Geneva,  which  had  been  specially  created  for 
him.  In  1818  he  published  the  first  volume  of 
Regni  Vegetabilis  Systema  Naturale,  a  work  which 
was  to  comprise  a  description  of  all  known  plants, 
but  after  the  second  volume  it  was  discontinued, 
it  being  found  to  be  on  too  large  a  scale  for  one 
man  to  complete,  but  it  was  continued  in  1824 
within  more  reasonable  limits  in  his  Prodromus 
Systematis  Naturalis  Regni  Vegetabilis,  but  this  he 
did  not  live  to  finish.  In  1827  he  published  Organo- 
graphie  Vtfgttale,  a  work  in  which  he  very  minutely 
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describes  the  organs  of  plants,  and  develops  the 
theory  of  metamorphosis.  In  1828  he  was  elected 
a  foreign  associate  of  the  Academy  of  Sciences  of 
Paris,  and  Louis  Philippe  decorated  him  with  the 
cross  of  the  Legion  of  Honor.  He  died  at  Turin, 
where  he  had  gone  to  be  present  at  a  scientific 
reunion. 

De  Candolle  stands  in  the  very  first  rank  of 
botanists,  and  no  one  has  contributed  more  ad- 
vanced theories  or  more  important  work  to  the 
science. 

ORGANS    ESSENTIAL    TO    REPRODUCTION. 

As  soon  as  an  organized  being,  and  particularly  a 
plant,  or  part  of  one,  commences  its  visible  existence, 
it  only  presents  to  us  a  development  of  organs  ;  whence 
it  has  been  concluded  sometimes  as  a  reality,  at  others 
as  a  figurative  expression,  that  all  these  beings  proceed 
from  a  germ.  This  name  of  GERM  has  been  given  to  a 
body  imperceptible  to  our  senses,  which  is  supposed  to 
exist  in  organized  bodies,  and  to  be  or  to  contain  in 
miniature  the  body,  or  the  part  of  one,  which  proceeds 
from  it.  The  germs  may  be  considered  either  as  being 
formed  by  the  organ,  or  by  the  being  upon  which  they 
are  developed,  or  by  that  which  is  transmitted  to  it  at 
the  period  of  fecundation  ;  and  in  this  case,  the  force 
which  causes  this  creation  of  germs  is  termed  the 
PLASTIC  FORCE  :  or,  it  is  supposed  that  the  origin  of 
these  germs  dates  from  the  origin  itself  of  organized 
beings,  that  they  were  all  inserted  into  one  another  ;  so 
that  all  the  germs  of  a  given  species,  which  are  and 
will  be  developed,  were  all  contained  in  one  another, 
and  all  in  the  first  which  existed. 

These  two  contradictory  theories  are  so  vast  that 
they  seem  to  contain  all  the  opinions  of  which  the  sub- 
ject is  susceptible,  and,  consequently,  one  of  the  two 
must  be  true.  However,  if  we  reflect,  one  is  almost  as 
unintelligible  as  the  other  ;  for — first,  on  the  one  hand, 
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nothing  among  known  facts  can  make  us  comprehend 
the  creation  of  a  germ,  since  we  never  see  anything 
more  in  the  inorganic  kingdom  than  transformation  of 
compositions  ;  and,  in  the  organic,  than  developments  ; 
and,  second,  nothing  can  make  us  conceive,  either  in 
imagination,  or  in  reason,  an  indefinite  insertion  of  pre- 
existing beings. 

If  we  separate  these  questions,  which  are  more  meta- 
physical than  physical,  and  limit  ourselves  to  general 
facts,  we  shall  see  that  an  insertion  (if  this  idea  be  not 
extended  too  far)  is  proved  by  evident  examples,  as  in 
Volvox.  We  shall  perceive,  second,  that  the  germs,  or 
rudimentary  beings,  are  often  visible  a  long  time  before 
their  ordinary  appearance  ;  as,  for  example,  when  we 
find  in  the  centre  of  the  trunks  of  palms  the  floral 
scapes  which  would  be  developed  externally  after  sev- 
eral years.  Third,  we  shall  be  obliged  to  acknowl- 
edge that  all  beings  are  developed,  as  if  their  nutritive 
matter,  deposited  in  an  invisible  and  pre-existing  re- 
ceptacle, had  its  place,  thus  to  speak,  fixed  beforehand. 

Thus,  whether  the  expression  Germ  be  taken  either 
as  a  reality,  or  as  an  image,  it  will  serve  equally  well  to 
describe  the  origin  of  organized  beings.  In  the  two 
hypotheses,  these  germs  arise  from  certain  organs ; 
in  the  theory  of  Plastic  Forces  they  are  formed  by  them  ; 
in  that  of  the  pre-existence  of  germs  they  are  simply 
nourished  and  developed  by  their  action.  Whichever 
it  be,  they  are  presented  in  plants  in  two  different 
states  ;  either  they  are  disposed  in  such  a  manner  as  to 
be  developed  as  a  natural  effect  of  the  laws  of  nutrition, 
as  takes  place  in  the  development  of  branches,  tuber- 
cles, offsets,  layers,  and  suckers,  for  all  these  bodies 
may  be  considered  as  resulting  from  the  development  of 
germs  more  or  less  latent;  or  their  development  re- 
quires a  preliminary  operation,  which  has  been  named 
fecundation,  which  tends  to  give  the  germ  a  proper  life, 
and  this  is  performed  by  means  of  a  complicated  appara- 
tus of  organs,  which  collectively  constitute  the  flower. 
—  Vegetable  Organography.  Translation  of  BOUGHTOJ* 
KINGDON. 
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DEEMS,  CHARLES  FORCE,  an  American  minis- 
ter of  the  Methodist  Church,  born  in  Baltimore, 
Md.,  December  4,  1820;  died  in  New  York  City, 
November  18,  1893.  He  was  educated  at  Dick- 
inson College,  from  which  he  graduated  in  1839. 
He  then  went  to  North  Carolina  as  agent  for  the 
American  Bible  Society.  In  1840  he  became  Pro- 
fessor of  Logic  and  Rhetoric  in  the  University  of 
North  Carolina.  After  five  years  in  this  profess- 
orship, and  one  year  as  Professor  of  Natural 
Science  in  Randolph-Macon  College,  Virginia,  he 
became  a  preacher  at  New  Berne,  N.  C.  In  1846 
he  became  President  of  the  Greensborough  Fe- 
male College,  North  Carolina,  which  post  he  held 
for  five  years.  From  1854  to  1858  he  held  a  pas- 
torate, and  was  then  appointed  Presiding  Elder 
of  Wilmington  and  New  Berne  districts.  In  1865 
he  went  to  New  York,  and  was  soon  chosen  pastor 
of  the  Church  of  the  Strangers.  He  is  the  author 
of  many  sermons,  and  of  several  volumes,  among 
which  are  The  Home  Altar,  What  Now  ?  addressed 
to  young  girls  just  entering  on  womanhood ; 
Weights  and  Wings  (1878);  Jesus,  a  work  on  the 
life  of  Christ,  published  in  1880;  and  Lesson  in  the 
Closet  (1882). 

THE   USEFULNESS   OF    BEAUTY. 

There  has  always  been  among  men  a  measuring  of 
the  useful  against  the  beautiful,  as  though  they  were  an- 
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tagonistic,  as  though  the  useful  were  not  the  beautiful 
in  every-day  working  dress,  and  as  though  the  beauti- 
ful were  not  the  useful  in  perfumed  garments  of  glory. 
Really,  and  in  God's  sight,  nothing  is  more  useful  than 
the  beautiful.  He  turns  His  holy  eyes  nowhere  that 
beauty  is  not.  In  those  very  material  things  which 
seem  loathsome  to  us  He  perceives,  and  to  the  micro- 
scopic eyes  of  Science  and  to  the  telescopic  eyes  of 
Poetry,  He  reveals  a  thousand  glorious  beauties. 

Your  practical  men  are  kept  in  sufficient  animation  to 
be  practical  by  the  beauty  which  is  about  them.  They 
do  not  know  it  any  more  than  the  flower  knows  that  it 
owes  its  life  as  well  as  its  beauty  to  the  sun.  Strike  out 
all  the  beautiful  from  the  world,  leave  us  only  the  use- 
ful— the  manifestly  useful — and  we  should  lose  all  elas- 
ticity out  of  our  lives,  all  strength  out  of  our  purpose, 
all  energy  out  of  our  arms.  It  is  the  thousand-fold 
beauty,  meeting  our  eyes  at  every  turn,  that  saves  us. 
It  is  what  cost  so  much  as  Mary's  pound  of  spikenard, 
poured  forth  in  what  seems  to  be  such  a  waste  to  eyes 
like  Judas's,  which  fills  the  world  with  odor,  and  comes 
to  be  monumental,  when  ledgers  and  bank-books  are 
clean  forgotten. 

It  is  delightful  to  have  something  done  without  re- 
gard to  the  returns  to  the  doer,  to  have  something 
spontaneous,  ample,  gloriously  useless ;  to  have  the 
savings  of  years  bottled  in  a  flask,  and  poured  on  feet 
and  head  that  will  be  dead  in  a  week  ;  and  then  break 
the  flask.  To  some  it  seems  like  a  criminal  waste  to 
put  all  the  skill  and  labor  of  a  life-time  on  a  few  feet  of 
canvas,  while  the  painter  can  scarcely  get  bread,  and 
then  give  that  canvas  to  the  world.  But  it  will  impart 
pleasure  to  thousands  ;  and  to  be  happy  is  of  religion, 
and  to  create  happiness  is  of  piety.  Let  men  be  like 
God,  lavish  toward  God  as  God  is  lavish  toward  men. 
Pour  out  your  money  on  the  beautiful.  Encourage  the 
workers  in  the  beautiful.  Do  not  be  afraid  that  having 
all  your  lives  had  the  reputation  of  being  practical,  you 
should  now  be  suspected  of  being  a  fool  for  spending 
your  money  on  the  unuseful.  You  who  are  rich  ought 
to  provide  the  beautiful  for  yourselves  and  for  the  poor. 
—Religion  in  Beauty. 


DEFFAND,  MARQUISE  DU  (MARIA  DE  VICHY- 
CHAMROND),  a  distinguished  leader  in  the  fashion- 
able literary  society  of  Paris  in  the  eighteenth 
century,  was  born  at  the  Chateau  Chamrond,  in 
Burgundy,  1697;  died  September  24,  1780.  She 
received  her  education  at  a  convent  in  Paris,  and 
while  there  she  showed  not  only  remarkable  in- 
telligence, but  also  displayed  the  sceptical  and 
cynical  turn  of  mind  which  fitted  so  admirably  the 
part  she  was  afterward  to  play  in  the  philosophical 
discussions  of  the  Paris  of  that  time.  Her  parents, 
who  were  alarmed  at  her  liberal  views,  sent  Mas- 
sillon  to  reason  with  her,  but  without  avail.  When 
she  was  twenty-one  years  old  they  married  her  to 
the  Marquis  du  Deffand  without  consulting  her 
wishes.  The  marriage  was  an  unhappy  one,  and  she 
was  speedily  separated  from  her  husband.  She  was 
afterward  reconciled  to  her  husband,  though  they 
soon  found  that  it  was  impossible  to  live  together, 
and  they  again  separated.  It  has  been  said  that 
she  did  not  succeed  in  keeping  herself  uncontami- 
nated  by  the  vices  of  that  time,  though  to  what  ex- 
tent is  not  accurately  known.  Her  nature  would 
not  permit  of  any  strong  attachment,  but  her  re- 
markable intelligence  and  cynical  views  attracted 
around  her  a  circle  which  included  all  the  promi- 
nent  philosophers  and  literary  men  of  her  time, 
and  quite  a  number  of  celebrated  visitors  from 
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abroad.  She  became  blind  in  1752,  and  shortly 
afterward  she  went  to  live  in  apartments  in  the 
Convent  of  St.  Joseph,  which  had  a  separate 
entrance  from  the  street.  This  place  became  the 
favorite  resort  of  such  men  as  Choiseul,  Bouflers, 
Montesquieu,  Voltaire,  D'Alembert,  David  Hume, 
Horace  Walpole  and  others,  but  in  1764  there  was 
a  split  in  the  two  parties  composing  the  society, 
caused  by  the  defection  of  her  companion,  Made- 
moiselle de  L'Espinesse.  Her  greatest  affinity 
was  with  the  nature  of  Horace  Walpole,  who  came 
several  times  to  Paris  for  the  express  purpose  of 
visiting  her,  and  who  kept  up  a  close  and  exceed- 
ingly interesting  correspondence  with  her  for 
fifteen  years.  Her  correspondence  with  D'Alem- 
bert, Montesquieu,  Henault  and  others  was  pub- 
lished in  1809  at  Paris.  Her  letters  to  Horace 
Walpole,  with  a  biographical  sketch  by  Miss 
Berry,  were  published  from  the  originals  at  Lon- 
don in  1810.  All  of  her  letters  are  much  admired 
for  their  liberality  and  sound  criticism. 

"  Her  reputation  as  a  bel  esprit"  wrote  the 
Countess  of  Blessington  concerning  Madame  du 
Deffand,  "  entailed  much  discomfort  on  her,  as  it 
must  on  any  one  who  acquires  it.  Once  won,  the 
winner  is  expected  to  sustain  it — often  a  painful 
effort,  when  the  health  is  less  vigorous  or  the 
spirits  less  elevated  than  when  this  reputation  was 
first  attained.  The  bel  esprit,  in  the  conscious- 
ness of  diminished  vivacity,  generally  forgets  how 
indulgent  are  the  listeners  to  less  brilliant  bon- 
mots,  or  less  sprightly  conversation,  after  the 
reputation  of  a  wit  has  been  established  ;  though 
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it  is  a  fact  well  known,  that  people  are  often  so 
prepared  to  admire  whatever  proceeds  from  cer- 
tain lips,  that  they  hardly  wait  to  have  the  sentence 
concluded  before  they  bestow  their  applause,  even 
although  it  be  unmerited.  Dissatisfied  with  her- 
self, and  with  the  world,  the  Marquise  du  Deffand 
found  no  happiness  in  the  present,  no  satisfaction 
in  the  past,  and  no  hope  in  the  future ;  while,  to 
those  who  look  not  beneath  the  surface,  she  was 
deemed  an  object  of  envy,  because  her  salons  were 
filled  by  persons  of  celebrity,  her  society  sought 
by  the  great,  and  her  sayings  praised  by  those 
whose  praise  is  considered  to  give  fame." 

"  The  master  passion  strong  in  death,"  says  the 
Quarterly  Review,  "  was  never  more  strikingly 
exemplified  than  in  Madame  du  Deffand.  Her  last 
words  were  as  characteristic  as  the  '  More  Light ' 
of  Goethe,  the  '  Ader '  of  Schlegel,  the  '  Give  Day- 
rolles  a  chair'  of  Chesterfield,  or  the  'Life  is  a 
poor  vanity  '  of  Locke.  They  were,  *  Vous  m  aimez 
done?'  addressed  in  a  mixed  tone  of  surprise  and 
incredulity  to  the  secretary,  who  knelt,  dissolved 
in  tears,  at  her  bedside.  She  died  doubting  the 
existence,  the  bare  possibility,  of  the  feeling  or 
faculty  which  helps,  more  than  any  other,  to  soften 
and  sweeten  life,  to  grace  and  elevate  humanity ! " 

"  Her  penetration,"  writes  her  friend  Horace 
Walpole,  "  her  strength  of  mind,  her  ready  com- 
prehension, her  natural  faculty  of  judgment,  her 
understanding,  the  simplicity  of  her  language, 
and  her  thorough  contempt  of  everything  false  or 
affected,  her  great  knowledge  of  the  world,  her 
intimacy  with  most  of  the  distinguished  men  of 
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the  time,  were  qualities  which  put  her  on  a  par 
with  those  celebrated  sons  of  genius." 

TO    MADEMOISELLE    DE    L'ESPINASSE. 

I  hope,  my  queen,  I  shall  never  have  to  repent  of 
what  I  do  for  you,  and  that  you  would  not  take  the 
step  of  coming  to  me  if  you  had  not  thoroughly  made 
up  your  mind. 

It  remains  for  me  to  speak  to  you  of  the  joy  I  should 
have  to  see  and  live  with  you.  Adieu  !  my  queen  ;  pack 
up  your  things,  and  come  to  make  the  happiness  and 
consolation  of  my  life  :  it  will  not  be  my  fault  if  it  is 
not  reciprocal. 

There  is  one  article  on  which  I  must  come  to  an  un- 
derstanding with  you  :  it  is,  that  the  least  artifice,  and 
even  the  smallest  art  that  you  might  put  into  your  con- 
duct with  me,  would  be  to  me  insupportable.  I  am 
naturally  distrustful,  and  all  those  in  whom  I  suspect 
finesse,  become  suspected  by  me  to  the  point  of  my  no 
longer  placing  any  confidence  in  them.  I  have  two  in- 
timate friends,  Formontand  D'Alembert :  I  am  passion- 
ately attached  to  them,  less  by  their  agreeability  and 
their  friendship  than  by  their  extreme  truthfulness. 

You  must  then  make  up  your  mind  to  live  with 
me  in  the  greatest  truth  and  sincerity  ;  never  resort  to 
insinuation  or  exaggeration  :  in  a  word,  never  lose  one 
of  the  greatest  attractions  of  youth,  which  is  naivetf. 
You  have  a  great  deal  of  esprit ;  you  have  gaiety  ;  you 
are  capable  of  sentiments ;  with  all  these  qualities 
you  will  be  charming  so  long  as  you  give  your  naturel 
fair  play,  so  long  as  you  are  without  pretension  and 
without  equivocation. — From  her  Letters. 


DEFOE,  DANIEL,  an  English  novelist  and 
political  writer,  born  in  London  in  1661 ;  died 
there  April  26,  1731.  He  was  the  son  of  a  butcher 
of  St.  Giles,  Cripplegate.  His  surname  was  Foe, 
and  it  was  not  until  he  was  about  forty  years  of 
age,  that  he  changed  his  signature  from  D.  Foe 
to  Defoe.  He  was  intended  for  the  dissenting 
ministry,  and  spent  five  years  in  the  dissenting 
academy  at  Newington  Green,  where  he  acquired 
a  good  knowledge  of  the  classics  and  also  received 
special  training  in  his  own  language,  all  disserta- 
tions being  written,  and  all  disputations  being- 
held  in  English.  He  afterward  acquired  a  knowl- 
edge of  French,  Italian,  and  Spanish.  In  1680  he 
was  nominated  a  Presbyterian  minister,  but  did 
not  choose  to  follow  that  vocation.  He  became  a 
writer  of  political  pamphlets,  the  earliest  of  which 
identified  as  his  is  entitled  A  New  Discovery  of  an 
Old  Intrigue,  a  Satire  Levelled  at  Treachery  and 
Ambition.  Toward  the  end  of  1685  he  became  a 
hose-factor.  At  the  end  of  seven  years  after  set- 
ting up  in  business,  he  became  bankrupt,  and  fled 
to  Bristol,  where  he  compounded  with  his  credi- 
tors. Afterward,  when  again  prosperous,  he  hon- 
orably discharged  his  debts  in  full.  A  pamphlet, 
The  Englishman  s  Choice  and  True  Interests,  in  the 
Vigorous  Prosecution  of  the  War  against  France^  pro- 
cured him  an  aopointment  as  Accountant  to  the 
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Commissioners  of  the  Glass  Duty,  which  post  he 
held  until  the  duty  was  abolished  in  1699.  He 
also  set  up  a  manufactory  of  bricks  and  pantiles 
at  Tilbury.  During  these  years  he  wrote  numer- 
ous pamphlets,  most  of  them  being  of  a  political 
character. 

In  1701,  when  Louis  XIV.  of  France  resolved 
to  accept  the  legacy  of  the  Spanish  crown  to  his 
grandson,  the  Duke  of  Anjou,  Defoe  produced  a 
pamphlet,  The  Two  Great  Questions  Considered:  /. 
What  the  French  King  will  do  in  respect  to  the  Span- 
ish Monarchy.  II.  What  Measures  the  English  ought 
to  take,  arguing  that  if  Louis  accepted  the  crown 
England  should  combine  with  the  Emperor  and 
the  Dutch  States,  and  compel  the  withdrawal  of 
the  Duke  of  Anjou.  The  True-Born  Englishman, 
an  answer  in  verse  to  a  pamphlet  entitled  For- 
eigners, ridiculing  the  Dutch  favorites  of  King 
William  III.,  became  the  rage  of  the  hour,  80,000 
copies  of  it  being  sold  in  the  streets.  In  1702, 
when  the  Bill  against  Occasional  Conformity  was 
introduced  by  the  High-church  party,  Defoe  pub- 
lished a  pamphlet,  The  Shortest  Way  with  Dis- 
senters, in  which  he  put  the  sentiments  of  the  ex- 
treme High-church  party  into  plain  English.  The 
Dissenters  were  unappreciative,  the  High-church, 
men  furious.  A  complaint  was  made  against  him 
in  the  House  of  Commons,  and  an  order  was 
issued  for  his  arrest.  He  concealed  himself,  but 
when  his  publisher  was  arrested,  he  surrendered 
himself.  His  pamphlet  was  ordered  to  be  burned 
by  the  common  hangman,  and  he  was  sentenced 
to  pay  a  fine  of  200  marks,  to  stand  three  times  in 
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the  pillory,  to  be  imprisoned  during  the  Queen's 
pleasure,  and  to  find  sureties  for  seven  years'  good 
behavior.  While  in  Newgate  awaiting  his  trial, 
Defoe  had  published  a  Collection  of  the  Writings 
of  tJie  Author  of  the  True-Born  Englishman,  and 
More  Reformation,  a  satire  on  himself.  When  con- 
victed of  seditious  libel  he  wrote  a  Hymn  to  the 
Pillory,  which  awakened  such  enthusiasm  that  his 
appearance  in  that  place  of  humiliation  became  a 
triumph. 

During  his  imprisonment  he  made  good  use  of 
his  pen.  He  began  a  semi-weekly  paper,  The  Re- 
view,  written  entirely  by  himself.  Under  the 
heading  Mercure  Scandale  he  noticed  current 
scandals  and  criticised  the  contemporary  news- 
writers.  The  serious  part  of  the  paper  was  de- 
voted to  a  review  of  the  affairs,  domestic  and 
foreign,  of  all  the  states  of  Europe.  Besides  the 
Review,  Defoe,  while  in  prison,  wrote  and  pub- 
lished A  Collection  of  the  Most  Remarkable  Casuali- 
ties  and  Disasters  which  Happened  in  the  Late 
Dreadful  Tempest,  both  by  Sea  and  Land.  This 
minute  and  circumstantial  account  of  the  great 
storm  of  November,  1703,  accompanied  with  let- 
ters purporting  to  be  from  eye-witnesses,  gives 
the  same  effect  of  reality  as  the  Journal  of  the 
Plague.  Defoe  was  released  from  imprisonment 
in  1704,  through  the  intervention  of  Robert  Har- 
ley,  afterward  Earl  of  Oxford,  Secretary  of 
State.  He  immediately  published  an  Elegy  on 
the  'Author  of  the  True-Born  Englishman,  affirm- 
ing that  the  condition  of  his  release  was  that  he 
should  "  not  write  what  some  people  might  not 
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like."  The  government  took  him  into  it  •  service, 
and  he  received  a  pension  from  the  Queen.  Ir 
1705  he  published  The  Consolidator,  or  Memoirs  of 
Sundry  Transactions  in  the  Moon,  and  the  True  Rela- 
tion of  the  Apparition  of  one  Mrs.  Veal,  one  of  the 
most  successful  impositions  on  the  credulity  of 
mankind  ever  written. 

During  the  contest  regarding  the  Occasiona" 
Conformity  Bill,  Defoe  devoted  his  paper  to  arti- 
cles on  the  subject  of  the  bill,  exhorting  the  na- 
tion to  study  peace  and  union.  These  articles 
were  written  in  such  a  way  as  to  infuriate  the 
High-church  party  in  the  Commons,  who,  in  or- 
der to  pass  the  obnoxious  bill,  previously  rejected 
by  the  Lords,  had  tacked  it  to  a  bill  of  supply 
The  High-church  party  having  been  defeated, 
Defoe  gave  all  his  energies  to  promote  the  union 
of  England  and  Scotland.  To  further  the  cause 
he  went  to  Edinburgh,  at  the  risk  of  losing  his  life 
by  the  fury  of  the  populace.  Here  he  remained 
through  the  year  1707.  On  the  dismissal  of  Har- 
ley  from  office,  Defoe  was  urged  by  the  retiring 
Secretary  not  to  relinquish  his  service  to  the 
Queen,  but  to  apply  to  Godolphin,  his  successor, 
for  the  continuance  of  his  appointment.  This  he 
did,  and  in  1708  he  was  again  despatched  to  Edin- 
burgh. During  the  next  three  years  he  issued 
several  pamphlets,  among  them,  Reasons  against 
the  Succession  of  the  House  of  Hanover,  What  if  the 
Pretender  should  come?  and  An  Answer  to  a  Ques* 
tion  that  Nobody  thinks  of- — viz :  But  what  if  the 
Queen  should  Die  f  These  pamphlets  were  misun- 
derstood alike  by  Whig  and  Tory,  Their  author 


DANIEL  DEFOE  447 

again  suffered  fine  and  four  months'  imprisonment. 
In  1715  he  published  An  Appeal  to  Honor  and 
Justice,  in  defence  of  his  political  conduct.  With 
this  appeal  his  political  life  was  supposed  to  end ; 
but  the  discovery  of  several  letters  in  his  hand- 
writing proves  that  in  1718,  at  least,  he  was  em- 
ployed by  the  government  as  sub-editor  of  the 
Jacobite  Mist's  Journal,  to  tone  down  objection- 
able features,  and  render  it  inoffensive.  Other 
journals  seem  also  to  have  received  this  not  dis- 
honorable service  from  Defoe. 

In  1719  Robinson  Crusoe  took  the  reading  world 
by  storm.  It  immediately  became  popular,  and 
its  extraordinary  success  induced  its  author  to 
write  numerous  other  narratives  in  a  similar  vein: 
Duncan  Campbell,  and  The  Life  and  Perils  of  Cap- 
tain Singleton  (1720);  The  History  of  Colonel  Jack, 
and  The  Fortunes  and  Misfortunes  of  Moll  Flanders 
(1721);  Religious  Courtship,  and  The  Journal  of  the 
Plague  Year,  1665  (1722);  Memoirs  of  a  Cavalier, 
and  The  Adventures  of  Roxana  (1724);  A  Tour 
Through  the  whole  Island  of  Great  Britain  (1724-27) ; 
A  New  Voyage  Around  the  World  (1725);  and  the 
Memoirs  of  Captain  Car  let  on  (1728).  He  also 
wrote  a  Political  History  of  the  Devil  (1726);  a 
System  of  Magic,  a  History  of  Apparitions,  and  Th& 
Complete  English  Tradesman  (1727). 

Defoe  was  the  author  of  two  hundred  and  ten 
books  and  pamphlets.  His  Journal  of  the  Plague 
in  London  and  his  Memoirs  of  a  Cavalier  have  been 
accepted  as  veritable  history,  so  minute  was  the 
author's  knowledge  of  the  times  he  describes,  and 
so  vivid  was  his  conception  of  the  effect  of  events 
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upon  the  common  mind.  From  contact  with  the 
denizens  of  the  prison  he  gained  a  knowledge  of 
the  life  and  character  of  criminals,  that  enabled 
him  to  relate,  as  from  his  own  soul,  the  experience 
of  theirs.  His  style  is  unrivalled  in  simplicity 
and  naturalness,  his  English  is  pure  and  unpre- 
tending. 

THE    TRUE-BORN    ENGLISHMAN'S   PEDIGREE. 

The  Romans  first  with  Julius  Caesar  came, 

Including  all  the  nations  of  that  name, 

Gauls,  Greeks,  and  Lombards  ;  and  by  computation, 

Auxiliaries  or  slaves  of  ev'ry  nation. 

With  Hengist,  Saxons  ;  Danes  with  Sueno  came, 

In  search  of  plunder,  not  in  search  of  fame ; 

Scots,  Picts,  and  Irish  from  th'  Hibernian  shore; 

And  conquering  William  brought  the  Normans  o'er. 

All  these  their  barb'rous  offspring  left  behind, 

The  dregs  of  armies,  they  of  all  mankind  ; 

Blended  with  Britons  who  before  were  here, 

Of  whom  the  Welsh  have  blest  the  character.     .     .    , 

The  customs,  surnames,  languages,  and  manners 
Of  all  these  nations  are  their  own  explainers, 
Whose  relics  are  so  lasting  and  so  strong, 
They  have  left  a  Shibboleth  upon  our  tongue, 
By  which  with  easy  search  you  may  distinguish 
Your  Roman,  Saxon,  Danish,  Norman,  English. 

The  great  invading  Norman  let  us  know 
What  conquerors  in  after-times  might  do. 
To  ev'ry  musketeer  he  brought  to  town 
He  gave  the  lands  which  never  were  his  own. 
When  first  the  English  crown  he  did  obtain, 
He  did  not  send  his  Dutchmen  home  again. 
No  re-assumptions  in  his  reign  were  known  : 
Davenant  might  there  have  let  his  book  alone. 
No  parliament  his  army  could  disband ; 
He  raised  no  money,  for  he  paid  in  land. 
He  gave  his  legions  their  eternal  station, 
And  made  them  all  freeholders  of  the  nation. 
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He  canton'd  out  the  county  to  his  men, 

And  ev'ry  soldier  was  a  denizen. 

The  rascals  thus  enrich'd,  he  called  them  lords, 

To  please  their  upstart  pride  with  new-made  words; 

And  doomsday-book  his  tyranny  records. 

And  here  begins  our  ancient  pedigree 
That  so  exalts  our  poor  nobility. 
'Tis  that  from  some  French  trooper  they  derive, 
Who  with  the  Norman  bastard  did  arrive. 
The  trophies  of  the  families  appear : 
Some  show  the  sword,  the  bow,  and  some  the  spear 
Which  their  great  ancestors,  forsooth,  did  wear, 
These  in  the  Herald's  Register  remain, 
Their  noble  mean  extraction  to  explain, 
Yet  who  the  hero  was  no  man  can  tell, 
Whether  a  drummer  or  a  colonel ; 
The  silent  record  blushes  to  reveal 
Their  undescended  dark  original.     .     .     . 

These  are  the  heroes  who  despise  the  Dutch, 
And  rail  at  the  new-come  foreigners  so  much, 
Forgetting  that  themselves  are  all  derived 
From  the  most  scoundrel  race  that  ever  lived  : 
A  horrid  crowd  of  rambling  thieves  and  drones, 
Who  ransack'd  kingdoms,  and  dispeopled  towns. 
The  Pict  and  painted  Briton,  treach'rous  Scot, 
By  hunger,  theft,  and  rapine  hither  brought ; 
Norwegian  pirates,  buccaneering  Danes, 
Whose  red-hair'd  offspring  ev'rywhere  remains  ; 
Who,  join'd  with  Norman-French,  compound  the  breed 
From  whence  your  true-born  Englishmen  proceed. 

And  lest  by  length  of  time  it  be  pretended 
The  climate  may  this  modern  breed  have  mended, 
Wise  Providence,  to  keep  us  where  we  are, 
Mixes  us  daily  with  exceeding  care. 
We  have  been  Europe's  sink,  the  jakes  where  she 
Voids  all  her  offal  outcast  progeny, 
From  our  fifth  Henry's  time,  the  strolling  bands 
Of  banish'd  fugitives  from  neighb'ring  lands 
Have  here  a  certain  sanctuary  found  : 
Th'  eternal  refuge  of  the  vagabond, 
Where,  in  but  half  a  common  age  of  time, 
Borrowing  new  blood  and  manners  from  the  clime, 
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Proudly  they  learn  all  mankind  to  contemn, 

And  all  their  race  are  true-born  Englishmen.     .    .    , 

The  wonder  which  remains  is  at  our  pride, 
To  value  that  which  all  wise  men  deride. 
For  Englishmen  to  boast  of  generation, 
Cancels  their  knowledge,  and  lampoons  the  nation. 
A  true-born  Englishman's  contradiction, 
In  speech  an  irony,  in  fact  a  fiction  ; 
A  banter  made  to  be  a  test  of  fools, 
Which  those  that  use  it  justly  ridicules; 
A  metaphor  invented  to  express 
A  man  akin  to  all  the  universe. 

—The  True- Born  Englishman. 

ROBINSON    CRUSOE'S    SHIPWRECK. 

In  this  distress,  the  mate  of  our  vessel  laid  hold  of 
the  boat,  and  with  the  help  of  the  rest  of  the  men  got 
her  slung  over  the  ship's  side  ;  and  getting  all  in  her,  let 
go,  and  committed  ourselves,  being  eleven  in  number,  to 
God's  mercy  and  the  wild  sea  ;  for  though  the  storm 
was  abated  considerably,  yet  the  sea  ran  dreadfully  high 
upon  the  shore,  and  might  well  be  called  den  Wild  Zee,  as 
the  Dutch  called  the  sea  in  a  storm.  And  now  our  case 
was  very  dismal  indeed  ;  for  we  all  saw  plainly  that  the 
sea  went  so  high  that  the  boat  could  not  live,  and  that  we 
should  be  inevitably  drowned.  As  to  making  sail,  we 
had  none,  nor  if  we  had,  could  we  have  done  anything 
with  it ;  so  we  worked  at  the  oar  toward  the  land,  though 
with  heavy  hearts,  like  men  going  to  execution  ;  for  we 
all  knew  that  when  the  boat  came  nearer  the  shore,  she 
would  be  dashed  in  a  thousand  pieces  by  the  breach  of 
the  sea.  However,  we  committed  our  souls  to  God  in 
the  most  earnest  manner;  and  the  wind  driving  us  tow- 
ard the  shore,  we  hastened  our  destruction  with  our 
own  hands,  pulling  as  well  as  we  could  toward  land. 

What  the  shore  was,  whether  rock  or  sand,  whether 
steep  or  shoal,  we  knew  not ;  the  only  hope  that  could 
rationally  give  us  the  least  shadow  of  expectation,  was, 
if  we  might  find  some  bay  or  gulf,  or  the  mouth  of  some 
river,  where  by  great  chance  we  might  have  run  our  boat 
in,  or  get  under  the  lee  of  the  land,  and  perhaps  made 


DANIEL  DEFOE  »« 

.smooth  water.  2ut  there  was  nothing  like  this  appeared ; 
out  as  we  made  nearer  and  nearer  the  shore,  the  land 
looked  more  frightful  than  the  sea.  After  we  had  rowed, 
or  rather  driven,  about  a  league  and  a  half,  as  we  reck- 
oned it,  a  raging  wave,  mountain-like,  came  rolling  astern 
of  us,  and  plainly  bade  us  expect  the  coup  de  grace.  In 
a  word,  it  took  us  with  such  a  fury  that  it  overset  the 
boat  at  once  ;  and  separating  us,  as  well  from  the  boat 
as  from  one  another,  gave  us  not  time  to  ?py,  "  O  God  ! " 
for  we  were  all  swallowed  up  in  a  moment. 

Nothing  can  describe  the  confusion  of  thought  which 
I  felt  when  I  sunk  into  the  water  ;  for  though  I  swam 
very  well,  yet  I  could  not  deliver  myself  from  the  waves 
so  as  to  draw  breath,  till  that  wave  having  driven  me,  or 
rather  carried  me  a  vast  way  on  toward  the  shore,  and 
having  spent  itself,  went  back,  and  left  me  upon  the 
land  almost  dry,  but  half  dead  with  the  water  I  took  in. 
I  had  so  much  presence  of  mind  as  well  as  breath  left, 
that  seeing  myself  nearer  the  mainland  than  I  expected, 
I  got  upon  my  feet,  and  endeavored  to  make  on  toward 
the  land  as  fast  as  I  could,  before  another  wave  should 
return  and  take  me  up  again  ;  but  I  soon  found  it  was 
impossible  to  avoid  it ;  for  I  saw  the  sea  come  after  me 
as  high  as  a  great  hill,  and  as  furious  as  an  enemy,  which 
I  had  no  means  or  strength  to  contend  with  :  my  busi- 
ness was  to  hold  my  breath,  and  raise  myself  upon  the 
water  if  I  could  ;  and  so,  by  swimming,  to  preserve  my 
breathing  and  pilot  myself  toward  the  shore,  if  pos- 
sible ;  my  greatest  concern  now  being  that  the  sea,  as 
it  would  carry  me  a  great  way  toward  the  shore  when  it 
came  on,  might  not  carry  me  back  again  with  it,  when 
it  gave  back  toward  the  sea. 

The  wave  that  came  upon  me  again,  buried  me  at 
once  twenty  or  thirty  feet  deep  in  its  own  body,  and  I 
could  feel  myself  carried  with  a  mighty  force  and  swift- 
ness toward  the  shore  a  very  great  way  ;  but  I  held  my 
breath,  and  assisted  myself  to  swim  still  forward  with 
all  my  might.  I  was  ready  to  burst  with  holding  my 
breath,  when  as  I  felt  myself  rising  up,  so,  to  my  im- 
mediate relief,  I  found  my  head  and  hands  shoot  out 
above  the  surface  of  the  water  ;  and  though  it  was  not 
two  seconds  of  time  that  I  could  keep  myself  so,  yet  it 
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relieved  me  greatly,  gave  me  breath  and  new  courage. 
I  was  covered  again  with  water  a  good  while,  but  not  so 
long  but  I  held  it  out ;  and  finding  the  water  had  spent 
itself,  and  began  to  return,  I  struck  forward  against  the 
return  of  the  waves,  and  felt  ground  again  with  my  feet. 
I  stood  still  a  few  moments  to  recover  breath,  and  till 
the  waters  went  from  me,  and  then  took  to  my  heels 
and  ran,  with  what  strength  I  had,  farther  toward  the 
shore.  But  neither  would  this  deliver  me  from  the  fury 
of  the  sea,  which  came  pouring  in  after  me  again  ;  and 
twice  more  I  was  lifted  up  by  the  waves  and  carried 
forward  as  before,  the  shore  being  very  flat. 

The  last  time  of  these  two  had  well-nigh  been  fatal 
to  me,  for  the  sea  having  hurried  me  along,  as  before, 
landed  me,  or  rather  dashed  me,  against  a  piece  of  rock, 
and  that  with  such  force  as  it  left  me  senseless,  and  in- 
deed helpless  as  to  my  own  deliverance  ;  for  the  blow 
taking  my  side  and  breast,  beat  the  breath,  as  it  were, 
quite  out  of  my  body  ;  and  had  it  returned  again  im- 
mediately, I  must  have  been  strangled  in  the  water  ;  but 
I  recovered  a  little  before  the  return  of  the  waves,  and 
seeing  I  should  be  covered  again  with  the  water,  I  re- 
solved to  hold  fast  by  a  piece  of  the  rock,  and  so  to 
hold  my  breath,  if  possible,  till  the  waves  went  back. 
Now,  as  the  waves  were  not  so  high  as  at  first,  being 
nearer  land,  I  held  my  hold  till  the  wave  abated,  and 
then  fetched  another  run,  which  brought  me  so  near  the 
shore,  that  the  next  wave,  though  it  went  over  me,  yet 
did  not  so  swallow  me  up  as  to  carry  me  away  ;  and  the 
next  run  I  took  I  got  to  the  mainland  ;  where,  to  my 
great  comfort,  I  clambered  up  the  cliffs  of  the  shore, 
and  sat  me  down  upon  the  grass,  free  from  danger,  and 
quite  out  of  reach  of  the  water. — Robinson  Crusoe. 

A   FOOTPRINT. 

It  happened  one  day  about  noon,  going  toward  my 
boat,  I  was  exceedingly  surprised  with  the  print  of  a 
man's  naked  foot  on  the  shore,  which  was  very  plain  to 
be  seen  on  the  sand.  I  stood  like  one  thunderstruck,  or 
.is  if  I  had  seen  an  apparition.  I  listened,  I  looked 
round  me,  but  I  could  hear  nothing  nor  see  anything ; 
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I  went  up  the  shore  and  down  the  shore,  but  it  was  all 
one  :  I  could  see  no  other  impression  but  that  one  :  I 
went  to  it  again  to  see  if  there  were  any  more,  and  to 
observe  if  it  might  not  be  my  fancy  ;  but  there  was  no 
room  for  that,  for  there  was  exactly  the  print  of  a  foot 
— toes,  heel,  and  every  part  of  a  foot.  How  it  came 
thither  I  knew  not,  nor  could  I  in  the  least  imagine  ; 
t^ut  after  innumerable  fluttering  thoughts,  like  a  man 
perfectly  confused  and  out  of  myself,  I  came  home  to 
my  fortification,  not  feeling,  as  we  say,  the  ground  I 
went  on,  but  terrified  to  the  last  degree,  looking  behind 
me  at  every  two  or  three  steps,  mistaking  every  bush 
and  tree,  and  fancying  every  stump  at  a  distance  to  be 
a  man.  Nor  is  it  possible  to  describe  how  many  vari- 
ous shapes  my  affrighted  imagination  represented  things 
to  me  in,  how  many  wild  ideas  were  found  every  mo- 
ment in  my  fancy,  and  what  strange,  unaccountable 
whimseys  came  into  my  thoughts  by  the  way.  When  I 
came  to  my  castle  (for  so  I  think  I  called  it  ever  after 
this),  I  fled  into  it  like  one  pursued.  Whether  I  went 
over  by  the  ladder,  as  first  contrived,  or  went  in  at  the 
hole  in  the  rock,  which  I  had  called  a  door,  I  cannot  re- 
member ;  no,  nor  could  I  remember  the  next  morning, 
for  never  frightened  hare  fled  to  cover,  or  fox  to  earth, 
with  more  terror  of  mind  than  I  to  this  retreat. — Robin- 
son Crusoe. 

LONDON,  IN   JULY,  1665. 

The  face  of  London  was  now  indeed  strangely  altered, 
I  mean  the  whole  mass  of  buildings,  city,  liberties, 
suburbs,  Westminster,  Southwark,  and  altogether  ;  for 
as  to  the  particular  part  called  the  city,  or  within  the 
walls,  that  was  not  yet  much  infected  ;  but  in  the  whole, 
the  face  of  things,  I  say,  was  much  altered  ;  sorrow  and 
sadness  sat  upon  every  face,  and  though  some  part  were 
not  yet  overwhelmed,  yet  all  looked  deeply  concerned  • 
and  as  we  saw  it  apparently  coming  on,  so  every  one 
looked  on  himself,  and  his  family,  as  in  the  utmost  dan* 
ger.  Were  it  possible  to  represent  those  times  exactly, 
to  those  that  did  not  see  them,  and  give  the  reader  due 
ideas  of  the  horror  that  everywhere  presented  itself,  it 
must  make  just  impressions  upon  their  minds,  and  fill 
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them  with  surprise.  London  might  well  be  said  to  be 
alt  in  tears  ;  the  mourners  did  not  go  about  the  streets, 
indeed,  for  nobody  put  on  black,  or  made  a  formal  dress 
of  mourning  for  their  nearest  friends  ;  but  the  voice  of 
mourning  was  truly  heard  in  the  streets ;  the  shrieks 
of  women  and  children  at  the  windows  and  doors  of 
their  houses,  where  their  nearest  relations  were  per- 
haps dying,  or  just  dead,  were  so  frequent  to  be  heard, 
as  we  passed  the  streets,  that  it  was  enough  to  pierce 
the  stoutest  heart  in  the  world  to  hear  them.  Tears 
and  lamentations  were  seen  almost  in  every  house,  es- 
pecially in  the  first  part  of  the  visitation  ;  for  towards 
the  latter  end,  men's  hearts  were  hardened,  and  death 
was  so  always  before  their  eyes,  that  they  did  not 
much  concern  themselves  for  the  loss  of  their  friends, 
expecting  that  themselves  should  be  summoned  the 
next  hour. 

Business  led  me  out  sometimes  to  the  other  end  of 
the  town,  even  when  the  sickness  was  chiefly  there  ;  and 
as  the  thing  was  new  to  me,  as  well  as  to  everybody  else, 
it  was  a  most  surprising  thing  to  see  those  streets,  which 
were  usually  so  thronged,  now  grown  desolate,  and  so 
few  people  to  be  seen  in  them,  that  if  I  had  been  a 
stranger,  and  at  a  loss  for  my  way,  I  might  sometimes 
have  gone  the  length  of  a  whole  street — I  mean  of  the 
by-streets — and  seen  nobody  to  direct  me,  except  watch- 
men set  at  the  doors  of  such  houses  as  were  shut  up  ; 
of  which  I  shall  speak  presently.  One  day,  being  at 
that  part  of  the  town  on  some  special  business,  curiosity 
led  me  to  observe  things  more  than  usually  ;  and  indeed 
I  walked  a  great  way  where  I  had  no  business.  I  went 
up  Holborn  ;  and  there  the  street  was  full  of  people  ; 
but  they  walked  in  the  middle  of  the  great  street  neither 
on  one  side  or  other,  because,  as  I  suppose,  they  would 
not  mingle  with  anybody  that  came  out  of  houses,  or 
meet  with  smells  and  scents  from  houses  that  might  be 
infected.  The  Inns  of  Court  were  all  shut  up,  nor 
were  very  many  of  the  lawyers  in  the  Temple,  or  Lin- 
coln's-inn,  or  Gray's-inn,  to  be  seen  there.  Everybody 
was  at  peace,  there  was  no  occasion  for  lawyers  ;  be* 
sides,  it  being  in  the  time  of  the  vacation  too,  they  were 
generally  gone  into  the  country.  Whole  rows  of  housef 
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in  some  places  were  shut  close  up,  the  inhabitants  all 
fled,  and  only  a  watchman  or  two  lef...  —J^rnal  of  the 

Plague  in  London. 

LONDON,    IN   SEPTEMBER,  1665. 

But  to  return  to  my  particular  observations,  during 
this  dreadful  part  of  the  visitation.  I  am  now  come,  as 
I  have  said,  to  the  month  of  September,  which  was  the 
most  dreadful  of  its  kind,  I  believe,  that  ever  London 
saw  ,  for  by  all  the  accounts  which  I  have  seen  of  the 
preceding  visitations  which  have  been  in  London,  noth- 
ing has  been  like  it  ;  the  number  in  the  weekly  bill 
amounting  to  almost  40,000  from  the  22d  of  August  to 
the  26th  of  September,  being  but  five  weeks.  The  par' 
ticulars  of  the  bills  were  as  follows  ;  viz: 

From  August  the  22d  to  the  2Qth  ......   7,  496 

To  the  5th  of  September  ..............  8,252 

To  the  i2th  .........................   7,690 

To  the  i9th  .........................  8,297 

To  the  26th  ........................  6,460 


This  was  a  prodigious  number  of  itself  ;  but  if  I  should 
add  the  reasons  which  I  have  to  believe  that  this  ac- 
count was  deficient,  and  how  deficient  it  was,  you  would 
with  me  make  no  scruple  to  believe,  that  there  died  above 
ten  thousand  a  week  for  all  those  weeks,  one  week  with 
another,  and  a  proportion  for  several  weeks,  both  before 
and  after.  The  confusion  among  the  people,  especially 
within  the  city,  at  tnat  time,  was  inexpressible;  the 
terror  was  so  great  at  last,  that  the  courage  of  the 
people  appointed  to  carry  away  the  dead  began  to  fail 
them  ;  nay,  several  of  them  died,  although  they  had 
the  distemper  before-  and  were  recovered  ;  and  some  of 
them  dropped  down  when  they  have  been  carrying  the 
bodies  even  at  the  pitside,  and  just  ready  to  throw  them 
in  ;  and  this  confusion  was  greater  in  the  city,  because 
they  had  flattered  themselves  with  hopes  of  escaping, 
and  thought  tlv?  bi'  to  ness  of  death  was  passed.  One 
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cart,  they  told  us,  going  up  Shoreditch,  was  forsaken 
by  the  drivers,  or  being  left  to  one  man  to  drive,  he 
died  in  the  street,  and  the  horses  going  on,  overthrew 
the  cart,  and  left  the  bodies,  some  thrown  here,  some 
there,  in  a  dismal  manner.  Another  cart  was,  it  seems, 
found  in  the  great  pit  in  Finsburyfields,  the  driver  being 
dead,  or  having  been  gone  and  abandoned  it,  and  the 
horses  running  too  near  it,  the  cart  fell  in  and  drew  the 
horses  in  also.  It  was  suggested  that  the  driver  was 
thrown  in  with  it,  and  that  the  cart  fell  upon  him,  by 
reason  his  whip  was  seen  to  be  in  the  pit  among  the 
bodies,  but  that,  I  suppose,  could  not  be  certain. 

In  our  parish  of  Aldgate,  the  dead-carts  were  several 
times,  as  I  have  heard,  found  standing  at  the  church- 
yard gate,  full  of  dead  bodies ;  but  neither  bellman  or 
driver,  or  any  one  else  with  it.  Neither  in  these,  or 
many  other  cases,  did  they  know  what  bodies  they  had 
in  their  cart,  for  sometimes  they  were  let  down  with 
ropes  out  of  balconies  and  out  of  windows  ;  and  some- 
times the  bearers  brought  them  to  the  cart,  sometimes 
other  people  ;  nor,  as  the  men  themselves  said,  did  they 
trouble  themselves  to  keep  any  account  of  the  num- 
bers.— Journal  of  the  Plague  in  London. 

PRECAUTIONS    DURING    THE    PLAGUE. 

It  pleased  God  that  I  was  still  spared,  and  very 
hearty  and  sound  in  health,  but  very  impatient  of  being 
pent  up  within  doors  without  air,  as  I  had  been  for 
fourteen  days  or  thereabouts  ;  and  I  could  not  restrain 
myself,  but  I  would  go  and  carry  a  letter  for  my 
brother  to  the  post-house  ;  then  it  was,  indeed,  that  I 
observed  a  profound  silence  in  the  streets.  When  I 
came  to  the  post-house,  as  I  went  to  put  in  my  letter, 
I  saw  a  man  stand  in  one  corner  of  the  yard,  and  talk- 
ing to  another  at  a  window,  and  a  third  had  opened  a 
door  belonging  to  the  office.  In  the  middle  of  the 
yard  lay  a  small  leather  purse,  with  two  keys  hanging 
at  it,  with  money  in  it,  but  nobody  would  meddle  with 
it.  I  asked  how  long  it  had  lain  there  ;  the  man  at  the 
window  said  it  had  lain  almost  an  hour,  but  they  had 
not  meddled  with  it,  because  they  did  not  know  but 
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the  person  who  dropped  it  might  come  back  to  look  for 
it.  I  had  no  such  need  of  money,  nor  was  the  sum  so 
big  that  I  had  any  inclination  to  meddle  with  it,  or  to 
get  the  money  at  the  hazard  it  might  be  attended  with, 
so  I  seemed  to  go  away,  when  the  man  who  had  opened 
the  door  said  he  would  take  it  up  ;  but  so,  that  if  the 
right  owner  came  for  it  he  should  be  sure  to  have  it. 
So  he  went  in  and  fetched  a  pail  of  water,  and  set  it 
down  hard  by  the  purse,  then  went  again  and  fetched 
some  gunpowder,  and  cast  a  good  deal  of  powder  upon 
the  purse,  and  then  made  a  train  from  that  which  he 
had  thrown  loose  upon  the  purse  ;  the  train  reached 
about  two  yards ;  after  this  he  goes  in  a  third  time,  and 
fetches  out  a  pair  of  tongs  red-hot,  and  which  he  had 
prepared,  I  suppose,  on  purpose ;  and  first  setting  fire 
to  the  train  of  powder,  that  singed  the  purse,  and  also 
smoked  the  air  sufficiently.  But  he  was  not  content 
with  that,  but  he  then  takes  up  the  purse  with  the 
tongs,  holding  it  so  long  till  the  tongs  burnt  through 
the  purse,  and  then  he  shook  the  money  out  into  the 
pail  of  water,  so  he  carried  it  in.  The  money,  as  I 
remember,  was  about  thirteen  shillings,  and  some  smooth 
groats  and  brass  farthings. 

Much  about  the  same  time  I  walked  out  into  the 
fields  toward  Bow,  for  I  had  a  great  mind  to  see  how 
things  were  managed  in  the  river,  and  among  the  ships  ; 
and  as  I  had  some  concern  in  shipping,  I  had  a  notion 
that  it  had  been  one  of  the  best  ways  of  securing  one's 
self  from  the  infection  to  have  retired  into  a  ship  ;  and 
musing  how  to  satisfy  my  curiosity  in  that  point,  I 
turned  away  over  the  fields,  from  Bow  to  Bromley  and 
down  to  Blackwall,  to  the  stairs  that  are  there  for  land- 
ing or  taking  water. 

Here  I  saw  a  poor  man  walking  on  the  bank  or  sea- 
wall, as  they  call  it,  by  himself.  I  walked  awhile  also 
about,  seeing  the  houses  all  shut  up  ;  at  last  I  fell  into 
some  talk,  at  a  distance,  with  this  poor  man.  First  I 
asked  how  people  did  thereabouts.  "Alas!  sir,"  says 
he,  "almost  desolate,  all  dead  or  sick.  Here  are  very 
few  families  in  this  part,  or  in  that  village,"  pointing 
at  Poplar,  "  where  half  of  them  are  dead  already, 
and  the  rest  sick."  Then  he  pointing  to  one  house, 
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"  They  are  all  dead,"  said  he,  "  and  the  house  stands 
open,  nobody  dares  go  into  it.  A  poor  thief,"  says  he, 
"  ventured  in  to  steal  something,  but  he  paid  dear  for 
his  theft ;  for  he  was  carried  to  the  churchyard  too, 
last  night."  Then  he  pointed  to  several  other  houses. 
"  There,"  says  he,  "  they  all  are  dead,  the  man  and  his 
wife  and  five  children."  "  There,"  says  he,  "  they  are 
shut  up,  you  see  a  watchman  at  the  door ;  and  so  of 
other  houses."  "  Why,"  says  I,  "  what  do  you  here  all 
alone  ? "  "  Why,"  says  he,  "  I  am  a  poor  desolate  man  ; 
it  hath  pleased  God  I  am  not  yet  visited,  though  my 
family  is,  and  one  of  my  children  dead."  "  How  do 
you  mean,  then,"  said  I,  "that  you  are  not  visited?" 
"Why,"  says  he,  "that  is  my  house,"  pointing  to  a 
very  little  low  boarded  house,  "and  there  my  poor  wife 
and  two  children  live,"  said  he,  "  if  they  may  be  said  to 
live ;  for  my  wife  and  one  of  the  children  are  visited, 
but  I  do  not  come  at  them."  And  with  that  word  I 
saw  the  tears  run  very  plentifully  down  his  face  ;  and 
so  they  did  down  mine,  too,  I  assure  you. 

"  But,"  said  I,  "  why  do  you  not  come  at  them  ?  How 
can  you  abandon  your  own  flesh  and  blood?"  "Oh, 
sir,"  says  he,  "  the  Lord  forbid  ;  I  do  not  abandon  them, 
I  work  for  them  as  much  as  I  am  able  ;  and,  blessed  be 
the  Lord,  I  keep  them  from  want."  And  with  that  I 
observed  he  lifted  up  his  eyes  to  heaven  with  a  counte- 
nance that  presently  told  me  I  had  happened  on  a  man 
that  was  no  hypocrite,  but  a  serious,  religious,  good 
man  ;  and  his  ejaculation  was  an  expression  of  thankful- 
ness that,  in  such  a  condition  as  he  was  in,  he  should  be 
able  to  say  his  family  did  not  want.  "  Well,"  says  I, 
"  honest  man,  that  is  a  great  mercy,  as  things  go  now 
with  the  poor.  But  how  do  you  live,  then,  and  how  are 
you  kept  from  the  dreadful  calamity  that  is  now  upon 
us  all?  "  "  Why,  sir,"  says  he,  "I  am  a  waterman,  and 
there  is  my  boat,"  says  he,  "  and  the  boat  serves  me  for 
a  house  ;  I  work  in  it  in  the  day,  and  I  sleep  in  it  in  the 
night,  and  what  I  get  I  lay  it  down  upon  that  stone," 
says  he,  showing  me  a  broad  stone  on  the  other  side  of 
the  street,  a  good  way  from  the  house  ;  "  and  then,"  says 
he,  "  I  halloo  and  call  to  them  till  I  make  them  hear,  and 
they  come  and  fetch  it." 
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"Well,  friends,"  says  I,  "  bu4  how  can  you  get  money 
as  a  waterman  ?  Does  anybody  go  by  water  these 
times  ?  "  "  Yes,  sir,"  says  he,  "  in  the  way  I  am  em- 
ployed there  does.  Do  you  see  there,"  says  he,  "  five 
ships  lie  at  anchor,"  pointing  down  the  river  a  good  way 
below  the  town  ;  "  and  do  you  see,"  says  he,  "  eight  or 
ten  ships  lie  at  the  chain  there,  and  at  anchor  yonder  ?  " 
pointing  above  the  town.  "  All  those  ships  have  fami- 
lies on  board,  of  their  merchants  and  owners,  and  such 
like,  who  have  locked  themselves  up,  and  live  on  board, 
close  shut  in,  for  fear  of  infection  :  and  I  tend  on  theift 
to  fetch  things  for  them,  carry  letters  and  do  what  is 
absolutely  necessary,  that  they  may  not  be  obliged  to 
come  on  shore  ;  and  every  night  I  fasten  my  boat  on 
board  one  of  the  ship's  boats,  and  there  I  sleep  by  my- 
self, and,  blessed  be  God,  I  am  preserved  hitherto." 

"  Well,"  said  I,  "  friend,  but  will  they  let  you  come  on 
board  after  you  have  been  on  shore  here,  when  this  has 
been  such  a  terrible  place,  and  so  infected  as  it  is  ? " 

"  Why,  as  to  that,"  said  he,  "I  very  seldom  go  up  the 
ship  side,  but  deliver  what  I  bring  to  their  boat,  or  lie 
by  the  side,  and  they  hoist  it  on  board.  If  I  did,  I  think 
they  are  in  no  danger  from  me,  for  I  never  go  into  any 
house  on  shore,  or  touch  anybody,  no,  not  for  my  own 
family  ;  but  I  fetch  provisions  for  them." 

'  Nay,"  says  I,  "  but  that  may  be  worse,  for  you  must 
have  those  provisions  of  somebody  or  other  ;  and  since 
all  this  part  of  the  town  is  so  infected,  it  is  dangerous 
so  much  as  to  speak  with  anybody ;  for  the  village," 
said  I,  "  is  as  it  were  the  beginning  of  London,  though 
it  be  at  some  distance  from  it." 

"  That  is  true,"  added  he,  "  but  you  do  not  under- 
stand me  right.  I  do  not  buy  provisions  for  them  here  ; 
I  row  up  to  Greenwich,  and  buy  fresh  meat  there,  and 
sometimes  I  row  down  the  river  to  Woolwich,  and  buy 
there  ;  then  I  go  to  single  farm  houses  on  the  Kentish 
side,  where  I  am  known,  and  buy  fowls,  and  eggs,  and 
butter,  and  bring  to  the  ships  as  they  direct  me,  some- 
times one,  sometimes  the  other.  I  seldom  come  on 
shore  here .;  and  I  came  only  now  to  call  my  wife  and 
hear  how  my  little  family  do,  and  give  them  a  little 
money  which  I  received  last  nigh*  " 
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"Poor  man  !"  said  I,  "and  how  much  hast  thou  got- 
ten for  them  ? " 

"I  have  gotten  four  shillings,"  said  he,  "which  is  a 
great  sum  as  things  go  now  with  poor  men  ;  but  they 
have  given  me  a  bag  of  bread,  too,  and  a  salt  fish,  and 
some  fresh  ;  so  all  helps  out." 

"Well,"  said  I,  "and  have  you  given  it  them  yet?" 

"  No,"  said  he,  "  but  I  have  called,  and  my  wife  has 
answered  that  she  cannot  come  out  yet,  but  in  half  an 
hour  she  hopes  to  come,  and  I  am  waiting  for  her. 
Poor  woman  !  "  says  he,  "she  is  brought  sadly  down  ; 
she  has  had  a  swelling,  and  it  is  broke,  and  I  hope  she 
will  recover,  but  I  fear  the  child  will  die  ;  but  it  is  the 
Lord  !  "  Here  he  stopped  and  wept  very  much. 

"Well,  honest  friend,"  said  I,  "thou  hast  a  sure  com- 
forter if  thou  hast  brought  thyself  to  be  resigned  to  the 
will  of  God  ;  He  is  dealing  with  us  all  in  judgment." 

"  Oh,  sir,"  says  he,  "it  is  infinite  mercy  if  any  of  us 
are  spared  ;  and  who  am  I  to  repine  ? " 

"  Say'st  thou  so,"  said  I,  "and  how  much  less  is  my 
faith  than  thine  ?  "  And  here  my  heart  smote  me,  sug- 
gesting how  much  better  this  poor  man's  foundation 
was,  on  which  he  stayed  in  the  danger,  than  mine ;  that 
he  had  nowhere  to  fly  ;  that  he  had  a  family  to  bind 
him  to  attendance,  which  I  had  not ;  and  mine  was  mere 
presumption,  his  a  true  dependence  and  a  courage  rest- 
ing on  God,  and  yet  that  he  used  all  possible  caution 
for  his  safety. 

I  turned  a  little  away  from  the  man  while  these 
thoughts  engaged  me ;  for,  indeed,  I  could  no  more  re- 
frain from  tears  than  he. 

At  length,  after  some  further  talk,  the  poor  woman 
opened  the  door  and  called,  "  Robert,  Robert."  He 
answered,  and  bid  her  stay  a  few  moments  and  he  would 
come  ;  so  he  ran  down  the  common  stairs  to  his  boat, 
and  fetched  up  a  sack  in  which  were  the  provisions  he 
had  brought  from  the  ships  ;  and  when  he  returned  he 
hallooed  again  ;  then  he  went  to  the  great  stone  which 
he  showed  me,  and  emptied  the  sack,  and  laid  all  out, 
everything  by  themselves,  and  then  retired  ;  and  his 
wife  came  with  a  little  boy  to  fetch  them  away  ;  and  he 
called  and  said  such  a  captain  had  sent  such  a  thing, 
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and  such  a  captain  such  a  thing,  and  at  the  end  adds, 
"  God  has  sent  it  all,  give  thanks  to  Him."  When  the 
poor  woman  had  taken  up  all  she  was  so  weak  she  could 
not  carry  it  at  once  in,  though  the  weight  was  not  much 
neither ;  so  she  left  the  biscuit,  which  was  in  a  little  bag, 
and  left  a  little  boy  to  watch  it  till  she  came  again. 

"Well,  but,"  says  I  to  him,  "did  you  leave  her  the 
four  shillings,  too,  which  you  said  was  your  week's  pay  ? " 

"Yes,  yes,"  says  he,  "you  shall  hear  her  own  it."  So 
he  calls  again,  "Rachel,  Rachel"  (which,  it  seems,  was 
her  name),  "did  you  take  up  the  money  ?"  "Yes,"  said 
she.  "  How  much  was  it  ?  "  said  he.  "  Four  shillings  and 
a  groat,"  said  she.  "  Well,  well,"  says  he,  "  the  Lord 
keep  you  all ;"  and  so  he  turned  to  go  away. 

As  I  could  not  refrain  from  contributing  tears  to  this 
man's  story,  so  neither  could  I  refrain  my  charity  for 
his  assistance  ;  so  I  called  him,  "  Hark  thee,  friend," 
said  I,  "  come  hither,  for  I  believe  thou  art  in  health, 
that  I  may  venture  thee  ;  "  so  I  pulled  out  my  hand, 
which  was  in  my  pocket  before,  "  Here,"  says  I,  "  go 
and  call  thy  Rachel  once  more,  and  give  her  a  little  more 
comfort  from  me.  God  will  never  forsake  a  family  that 
trusts  in  Him  as  thou  dost ;  "  so  I  gave  him  four  other 
shillings,  and  bade  him  go  lay  them  on  the  stone,  and 
call  his  wife. 

I  have  not  words  to  express  the  poor  man's  thankful- 
ness, neither  could  he  express  it  himself,  but  by  tears 
running  down  his  face.  He  called  his  wife,  and  told  her 
God  had  moved  the  heart  of  a  stranger,  upon  hearing 
their  condition,  to  give  them  all  that  money  ;  and  a 
great  deal  more  such  as  that  he  said  to  her.  The  woman, 
too,  made  signs  of  the  like  thankfulness,  as  well  to 
Heaven  as  to  me,  and  joyfully  picked  it  up  ;  and  I 
parted  with  no  money  all  that  year  that  I  thought  better 
bestowed. — Journal  of  the  Plague  in  London. 

THE    CARES    OF    ILL-GOTTEN    WEALTH. 

I  have  often  thought  since  that,  and  with  some  mirth 
too,  how  I  had  really  more  wealth  than  I  knew  what  to 
do  with  [five  pounds,  his  share  of  the  plunder]  ;  for 
lodging  I  had  none,  nor  any  box  or  drawer  to  hide  my 
money  in,  nor  had  I  any  pocket,  but  such  as  I  say  was 
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full  of  holes  ;  I  knew  nobody  in  the  world  that  I  could 
go  and  desire  them  to  lay  it  up  for  me  ;  for  being  a 
poor,  naked,  ragged  boy,  they  would  presently  say  I  had 
robbed  somebody,  and  perhaps  lay  hold  of  me,  and  my 
money  would  be  my  crime,  as  they  say  it  often  is  in 
foreign  countries  ;  and  now,  as  I  was  full  of  wealth,  be- 
hold I  was  full  of  care,  for  what  to  do  to  secure  my 
money  I  could  not  tell  ;  and  this  held  me  so  long,  and 
was  so  vexatious  to  me  the  next  day,  that  I  truly  sat 
down  and  cried. 

Nothing  could  be  more  perplexing  than  this  money 
was  to  me  all  that  night.  I  carried  it  in  my  hand  a  good 
while,  for  it  was  in  gold,  all  but  14^.  ;  and  that  is  to  say, 
it  was  four  guineas,  and  that  145-.  was  more  difficult  to 
carry  than  the  four  guineas.  At  last  I  sat  down  and 
pulled  off  one  of  my  shoes,  and  put  the  four  guineas 
into  that  ;  but  after  I  had  gone  awhile,  my  shoe  hurt  me 
so  I  could  not  go,  so  I  was  fain  to  sit  down  again,  and 
take  it  out  of  my  shoe,  and  carry  it  in  my  hand;  then  I 
found  a  dirty  linen  rag  in  the  street,  and  I  took  that  up 
and  wrapped  it  all  together,  and  carried  it  in  that  a 
good  way.  I  have  often  since  heard  people  say  when 
they  have  been  talking  of  money  that  they  could  not 
get  in,  "I  wish  I  had  it  in  a  foul  clout;"  in  truth,  I 
had  mine  in  a  foul  clout ;  for  it  was  foul,  according  to 
the  letter  of  that  saying,  but  it  served  me  till  I  came  to  a 
convenient  place,  and  then  I  sat  down  and  washed  the 
cloth  in  the  kennel,  and  so  then  put  my  money  in  again. 

Well,  I  carried  it  home  with  me  to  my  lodging  in  the 
glass-house,  and  when  I  went  to  go  to  sleep,  I  knew  not 
what  to  do  with  it  ;  if  I  had  let  any  of  the  black  crew 
I  was  with  know  of  it,  I  should  have  been  smothered  in 
the  ashes  for  it ;  so  I  knew  not  what  to  do,  but  lay  with 
it  in  my  hand,  and  my  hand  in  my  bosom  ;  but  then  sleep 
went  from  my  eyes.  Oh,  the  weight  of  human  care  !  I, 
a  poor  beggar  boy,  could  not  sleep,  so  soon  as  I  had 
but  a  little  money  to  keep,  who,  before  that,  could  have 
slept  upon  a  heap  of  brickbats,  stones,  or  cinders,  or  any- 
where, as  sound  as  a  rich  man  does  on  his  down  bed,  and 
sounder  too. 

Every  now  and  then  dropping  asleep,  I  should  dream 
that  my  money  was  lost,  and  start  like  one  frightened  ; 
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then,  finding  it  fast  in  my  hand,  try  to  go  to  sleep  again, 
but  could  not  for  a  long  while  ;  then  drop  and  start 
again.  At  last  a  fancy  came  into  my  head,  that  if  I  fell 
asleep,  I  should  dream  of  the  money,  and  talk  of  it 
in  my  sleep,  and  tell  that  I  had  money  ;  which  if  I  should 
do,  and  one  of  the  rogues  should  hear  me,  they 
would  pick  it  out  of  my  bosom,  and  of  my  hand  too, 
without  waking  me  ;  and  after  that  thought  I  could  not 
sleep  a  wink  more  ;  so  I  passed  that  night  over  in  care 
and  anxiety  enough  ;  and  this,  I  may  safely  say,  was  the 
first  night's  rest  that  I  lost  by  the  cares  of  this  life  and 
the  deceitfulness  of  riches. 

As  soon  as  it  was  day,  I  got  out  of  the  hole  we  lay 
in,  and  rambled  abroad  in  the  fields  toward  Stepney, 
and  there  I  mused  and  considered  what  I  should  do  with 
this  money,  and  many  a  time  I  wished  that  I  had  not 
had  it ;  for  after  all  my  ruminating  upon  it,  and  what 
course  I  should  take  with  it,  or  where  I  should  put  it,  I 
could  not  hit  upon  anyone  thing,  or  any  possible  method 
to  secure  it ;  and  it  perplexed  me  so,  that  at  last,  as  I 
said  just  now,  I  sat  down  and  cried  heartily. 

When  my  crying  was  over,  the  case  was  the  same  ;  I 
had  the  money  still,  and  what  to  do  with  it  I  could  not 
tell ;  at  last  it  came  into  my  head  that  I  should  look  out 
for  some  hole  in  a  tree,  and  seek  to  hide  it  there,  till  I 
should  have  occasion  for  it.  Big  with  this  discovery,  as 
I  then  thought  it,  I  began  to  look  about  me  for  a  tree  ; 
but  there  were  no  trees  in  the  fields  about  Stepney  or 
Mile-end  that  looked  fit  for  the  purpose  :  and  if  there 
were  any  that  I  began  to  look  narrowly  at,  the  fields 
were  so  full  of  people  that  they  would  see  if  I  went  to 
hide  anything  there,  and  I  thought  the  people  eyed  me, 
as  it  were,  and  that  two  men  in  particular  followed  me 
to  see  what  I  intended  to  do. 

This  drove  me  further  off,  and  I  crossed  the  road  at 
Mile-end,  and  in  the  middle  of  the  town  went  down  a 
lane  that  goes  away  to  the  Blind  Beggar's  at  Bethnal 
Green.  When  I  got  a  little  way  in  the  lane,  I  found  a 
footpath  over  the  fields,  and  in  those  fields  several  trees 
for  my  turn,  as  I  thought;  at  last,  one  tree  had  a  little 
hole  in  it,  pretty  high  out  of  my  reach,  and  I  climbed 
up  the  tree  to  get  it,  and  when  I  came  there  I  put  my 
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hand  in,  and  found,  as  I  thought,  a  place  very  fit ;  so  I 
placed  my  treasure  there,  and  was  mighty  well  satisfied 
with  it  ;  but,  behold,  putting  my  hand  in  again,  to  lay  it 
more  commodiously,  as  I  thought,  of  a  sudden  it  slipped 
away  from  me  ;  and  I  found  the  tree  was  hollow,  and 
my  little  parcel  was  fallen  in  out  of  my  reach,  and  how 
far  it  might  go  in  I  knew  not  ;  so  that,  in  a  word,  my 
money  was  quite  gone,  irrecoverably  lost ;  there  could 
be  no  room  so  much  as  to  hope  ever  to  see  it  again,  for 
it  was  a  vast  great  tree. 

As  young  as  I  was,  I  was  now  sensible  what  a  fool  I 
was  before,  that  I  could  not  think  of  ways  to  keep  my 
money,  but  I  must  come  thus  far  to  throw  it  into  a  hole 
where  I  could  not  reach  it :  well,  I  thrust  my  hand  quite 
up  to  my  elbow  ;  but  no  bottom  was  to  be  found,  nor 
any  end  of  the  hole  or  cavity ;  I  got  a  stick  of  the  tree, 
and  thrust  it  in  a  great  way,  but  all  was  one  ;  then  1 
cried,  nay,  roared  out,  I  was  in  such  a  passion  ;  then  1 
got  down  the  tree  again,  then  up  again,  and  thrust  in 
my  hand  again  till  I  scratched  my  arm  and  made  it 
bleed,  and  cried  all  the  while  most  violently  ;  then  I 
began  to  think  I  had  not  so  much  as  a  half-penny  of  it 
left,  for  a  half-penny  roll,  and  I  was  hungry,  and  then  I 
cried  again :  then  I  came  away  in  despair,  crying  and 
roaring  like  a  little  boy  that  had  been  whipped  ;  then 
I  went  back  again  to  the  tree,  and  up  the  tree  again, 
and  thus  I  did  several  times. 

The  last  time  I  had  gotten  up  the  tree  I  happened  to 
come  down,  not  on  the  same  side  that  I  went  up  and 
came  down  before,  but  on  the  other  side  of  the  tree, 
and  on  the  other  side  of  the  bank  also  ;  and,  behold 
the  tree  had  a  great  open  place  in  the  side  of  it  close  to 
the  ground,  as  old  hollow  trees  often  have  ;  and  looking 
in  the  open  place,  to  my  inexpressible  joy  there  lay  my 
money  and  my  linen  rag,  all  wrapped  up  just  as  I  had 
put  it  into  the  hole  ;  for  the  tree  being  hollow  all  the 
way  up,  there  had  been  some  moss  or  light  stuff,  which 
I  had  not  judgment  enough  to  know •  was  not  firm,  that 
had  given  way  when  it  came  to  drop  out  of  my  hand,  and 
so  it  had  slipped  quite  down  at  once. 

I  was  but  a  child,  and  I  rejoiced  like  a  child,  for  I 
holloaed  quite  out  aloud  when  I  saw  it ;  then  I  ran  to 
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it  and  snatched  it  up,  hugged  and  kissed  the  dirty  rag 
a  hundred  times  ;  then  danced  and  jumped  about,  ran 
from  one  end  of  the  field  to  the  other,  and  in  short,  I 
knew  not  what,  much  less  do  I  know  now  what  I  did, 
though  I  shall  never  forget  the  thing ;  either  what  a 
sinking  grief  it  was  to  my  heart  when  I  thought  I  had 
lost  it,  or  what  a  flood  of  joy  overwhelmed  me  when  I 
had  got  it  again. 

While  I  was  in  the  first  transport  of  my  joy,  as  I  have 
said,  I  ran  about  and  knew  not  what  I  did  ;  but  when 
that  was  over,  I  sat  down,  opened  the  foul  clout  the 
money  was  in,  looked  at  it,  told  it,  found  it  was  all 
there,  and  then  I  fell  a-crying  as  violently  as  I  did  be- 
fore, when  I  thought  I  had  lost  it>— . -The  History  oj 
Colonel  Jack. 


DE  FOREST,  JOHN  WILLIAM,  an  American 
novelist,  miscellaneous  writer,  and  soldier,  born  in 
Seymour,  Conn.,  March  31,  1826.  His  first  vol- 
ume was  a  History  of  the  Indians  in  Connecticut ', 
published  in  1850.  He  had  already  resided  nearly 
two  years  in  Syria,  and  he  now  went  to  Europe, 
where  he  remained  four  years.  On  his  return 
to  America  he  published  Oriental  Acquaintance 
(1857)  ;  European  Acquaintance  (1858),  and  Seacliffy 
his  first  novel  (1859).  During  the  next  two  years 
he  wrote  numerous  short  stories.  At  the  begin- 
ning of  the  Civil  War  he  joined  the  Union  army, 
and  served  for  nearly  four  years.  For  three  years 
alter  the  war  he  was  employed  in  various  official 
positions  under  the  Government.  He  wrote  many 
short  stories,  essays,  and  sketches,  and  besides  the 
novels  already  mentioned,  Miss  Ravenel's  Conver- 
sion from  Secession  to  Loyalty  ( 1 867) ;  Overland 
(1871);  Kate  Beaumont  (1871);  The  Wether  ell  Affair 
(1873)  ;  Honest  John  Vane  (1874);  Playing  the  Mis* 
chief  (1875);  Irene  the  Missionary,  and  The  Bloody 
Chasm  ;  or  the  Oddest  of  Courtships  (1881). 

A  CAUCUS. 

As  soon  as  the  caucus*  had  been  organized  and  had 
listened  to  a  pair  of  brief  speeches  urging  harmonious 
action,  it  split  into  two  furiously  hostile  factions,  each 
headed  by  one  of  the  gentlemen  who  talked  harmony. 
Fierce  philippics  were  delivered,  some  denouncing 
(466; 
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Bummer  for  being  a  taker  of  bribes  and  a  pilferer  of 
the  United  States  Treasury,  and  some  denouncing 
Saltonstall  (as  near  as  could  be  made  out)  for  being  a 
gentleman.  So  suspicions  of  each  others'  adroitness 
were  the  two  parties,  and  so  nearly  balanced  did  they 
seem  to  be  in  numbers,  that  neither  dared  press  the 
contest  to  a  ballot.  The  war  of  by  no  means  ambrosial 
words  went  on  until  the  air  of  the  hall  became  little  less 
than  mephitic,  and  the  leading  patriots  present  had  got 
as  hoarse  and  nearly  as  black  in  the  face  as  so  many 
crows.  At  last,  when  accommodation  was  clearly  im- 
possible, and  the  chiefs  of  the  contending  parties  were 
pretty  well  fagged  with  their  exertions,  Darius  Dorman 
sprang  to  his  feet  (if,  indeed,  they  were  not  hoofs),  and 
proposed  the  name  of  his  favored  candidate.  "  I  beg 
leave  to  point  the  way  to  a  compromise  which  will  save 
the  party  from  disunion  and  from  defeat,"  he  screamed 
at  the  top  of  a  voice  penetrating  enough  to  cleave 
Hell's  thickest  vapors.  "As  Congressman  from  this 
district,  I  nominate  honest  John  Vane." 

Another  broker  and  general  contractor,  whose  prompt 
inspiration,  by  the  way,  had  been  previously  cut  and 
dried  with  care,  instantly,  and,  as  he  said,  spontaneously, 
seconded  the  motion.  Then,  in  rapid  succession,  a 
workingman  who  had  learned  the  joiner's  trade  with 
Vane,  and  a  Maine  liquor-law  orator  who  had  more 
than  once  addressed  fellow-citizens  in  his  teetotal  com- 
pany, made  speeches  in  support  of  the  nomination. 
The  joiner  spoke  with  a  stammering  tongue  and  a  be- 
wildered mind,  which  indicated  that  he  had  been  put  up 
for  the  occasion  by  others,  and  put  up  to  it,  too,  with- 
out regard  to  any  fitness  except  such  as  sprang  from 
the  fact  of  his  being  one  of  the  "  hard-handed  sons  of 
coil " — a  class  revered  and  loved  to  distraction  by  men 
whose  business  it  is  to  "  run  the  political  machine."  The 
practised  orator  palavered  in  a  fluent,  confident  sing- 
song, as  brassily  penetrating  as  the  tinkling  of  a  bell, 
and  as  copious  in  repetitions.  "  Let  the  old  Republi- 
can," he  chanted,  "  come  out  for  him  ;  let  the  young 
Republican  come  out  for  him  ;  let  the  Democrat,  yea, 
the  very  Democrat,  come  out  for  him  ;  let  the  native- 
born  citizen  come  out  for  him ;  let  the  foreign-born 
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citizen  come  out  for  him  ;  let  the  Irishman,  and  the 
German,  and  the  colored  man  come  out  for  him  ;  let 
the  cold-water  temperance  man  come  out  for  him  ;  let 
the  poor,  tremulous,  whisky-rotted  debauchee  come  out 
for  him  ;  let  the  true  American  of  every  sort  and  species 
come  out  for  him ;  let  all,  yea,  all  men  come  out  for 
awnest  Jawn  Vane  ! " 

There  was  no  resisting  such  appeals,  coming  as  they 
did  from  the  "  masses."  The  veteran  leaders  in  poli- 
tics saw  that  the  "  cattle,"  as  they  called  the  common 
herd  of  voters,  were  determined  for  once  to  run  the 
common  chariot,  and  most  of  them  not  only  got  out  of 
the  way,  but  jumped  up  behind.  They  were  the  first  to 
call  on  Vane  to  show  himself,  and  the  first  to  salute  his 
rising  with  deafening  applause,  and  the  last  to  come  to 
order.  A  vote  was  taken  on  his  nomination,  and  the 
ayes  had  it  by  a  clear  majority.  Then  Darius  Dor- 
man  proposed,  for  the  sake  of  the  party  of  the  good  old 
cause,  for  the  sake  of  this  great  Republic,  to  have  the 
job  done  over  by  acclamation.  There  was  not  an 
audible  dissenting  voice  ;  on  the  contrary,  there  was 
"wild  enthusiasm."  The  old  war-horses  and  wheel- 
horses  and  leaders  all  fell  into  the  traces  at  once,  ana 
neighed  and  snorted  and  hurrahed  until  their  foreheads 
dripped  with  patriotic  perspiration,  every  drop  of  which 
they  meant  should  be  paid  for  in  municipal  or  State  or 
Federal  dollars. — Honest  John  Vane. 

AN    OUTLOOK   ON    THE   DESERT. 

She  could  not  help  feeling  like  one  of  the  spirits  in 
prison  as  she  glanced  at  the  awful  solitude  around  her. 
Notwithstanding  the  river,  there  still  was  the  desert. 
This  little  plain  was  but  an  oasis.  Two  miles  to 
the  east  the  San  Juan  burst  out  of  a  defile  of  sand- 
stone, and  a  mile  to  the  west  it  disappeared  in  a  similar 
chasm.  The  walls  of  these  gorges  rose  abruptly  two 
thousand  feet  above  the  hurrying  waters.  All  around 
were  the  monstrous,  arid,  herbless,  savage,  cruel  ram- 
parts of  the  plateau.  No  outlook  anywhere  ;  the  long- 
est reach  of  the  eye  was  not  five  miles  ;  then  came 
towering  precipices.  The  travelers  were  like  ants 
gathered  on  an  inch  of  earth  at  the  bottom  of  a  fissure 
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in  a  quarry.  The  horizon  was  elevated  and  limited, 
resting  everywhere  on  harsh  lines  of  rock  which  were 
at  once  near  the  spectator  and  far  above  him.  The 
overhanging  plateau  strove  to  shut  him  out  from 
the  sight  of  heaven.  What  variety  there  was  in  the 
grim  monotony  appeared  in  shapes  that  were  horrible  to 
the  weary  and  sorrowful.  On  the  other  side  of  the  San 
Juan  towered  an  assemblage  of  pinnacles  which  looked 
like  statues  ;  but  these  statues  were  a  thousand  feet 
above  the  stream,  and  the  smallest  of  them  was  at  least 
four  hundred  feet  high.  To  a  lost  wanderer,  and  es- 
pecially to  a  dispirited  woman,  such  magnitude  was  not 
sublime  but  terrifying.  It  seems  as  if  these  shapes 
were  gods  who  had  no  mercy,  or  demons  who  were  full 
of  malevolence.  Still  higher,  on  a  jutting  crag  which 
overhung  the  black  river,  was  a  castle  a  hundredfold 
higher  than  man  ever  built,  with  ramparts  that  were 
dizzy  precipices  and  towers  such  as  no  daring  could 
scale.  It  faced  the  horrible  group  of  stony  deities 
as  if  it  were  their  pandemonium. 

The  whole  landscape  was  a  hideous  Walhalla,  a  fit 
abode  for  the  savage  giant  gods  of  the  old  Scandina- 
vians. Thor  and  Wodin  would  have  been  at  home  in 
it.  The  Cyclops  and  Titans  would  have  been  too  little 
for  it.  The  Olympian  deities  could  not  be  conceived  of 
as  able  or  willing  to  exist  in  such  a  hideous  chaos.  No 
creature  of  the  Greek  imagination  would  have  been  a 
suitable  inhabitant  for  it  except  Prometheus  alone. 
Here  his  ineternal  agony  and  boundless  despair  might 
not  have  been  out  of  place. 

There  was  no  comfort  in  the  river.  It  came  out  of 
unknown  and  inhospitable  mystery,  and  went  into  a 
mystery  equally  unknown  and  inhospitable.  To  what 
fate  it  might  lead  was  as  uncertain  as  whence  it  arrived. 
A  sombre  flood,  reddish  brown  in  certain  lights,  stud- 
ded with  rocks  which  raised  ghosts  of  unmoving  foam, 
flowing  with  a  speed  which  perpetually  boiled  and 
eddied,  promising  nothing  to  the  voyager  but  thousand- 
fold shipwreck  ;  a  breathless  messenger  from  the  moun- 
tains to  the  ocean,  it  wheeled  incessantly  from  stony 
portal  to  stony  portal,  a  brief  gleam  of  power  and 
cruelty.  The  impression  which  it  produced  was  in 
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unison  with   the  sublime  malignity  and  horror  of  the 
landscape. — Overland. 

IN    A    CASfON. 

The  cafion  through  which  he  was  flying  was  a  groove 
cut  in  solid  sandstone,  less  than  two  hundred  feet  wide, 
with  precipitous  walls  of  fifteen  hundred  feet,  from  the 
summit  of  which  the  rock  sloped  away  into  buttes  and 
peaks  a  thousand  feet  higher.  On  every  side  the 
horizon  was  half  a  mile  above  his  head.  He  was  in  a 
chasm,  twenty-five  hundred  feet  below  the  average  sur- 
face of  the  earth,  the  floor  of  which  was  a  swift  river. 
He  seemed  to  himself  to  be  traversing  the  abodes  of 
the  Genii.  Although  he  had  only  heard  of  Vathek,  he 
thought  of  the  Hall  of  Eblis.  It  was  such  an  abyss  as 
no  artist  has  ever  hinted,  excepting  Dore"  in  his  picturings 
of  Dante's  Inferno.  Could  Dante  himself  have  looked 
into  it,  he  would  have  peopled  it  with  the  most  hopeless 
of  his  lost  spirits.  The  shadow,  the  aridity,  the  bar- 
renness, the  solemnity,  the  pitilessness,  the  horrid  cru- 
elty of  the  scene,  were  more  than  might  be  received 
into  the  soul.  It  was  something  which  could  not  be  im- 
agined, and  which,  when  seen,  could  not  be  fully  re- 
membered. To  gaze  on  it  was  like  beholding  the  mys- 
terious, wicked  countenance  of  the  father  of  all  evil.  It 
was  a  landscape  which  was  a  fiend. 

The  precipices  were  not  bare  and  plane  faces  of  rock, 
destitute  of  minor  finish  and  of  color.  They  had  their 
horrible  decorations ;  they  showed  the  ingenuity  and 
the  artistic  force  of  the  Afreets  who  had  fashioned 
them ;  they  were  wrought  and  tinted  with  a  demoniac 
splendor  suited  to  their  magnitude.  It  seemed  as  if 
some  goblin  Michelangelo  had  here  done  his  carving 
and  frescoing  at  the  command  of  the  lords  of  hell. 
Layers  of  brown,  gray,  and  orange  sandstone  alternated 
from  base  to  summit ;  and  these  tints  were  laid  on  with 
a  breadth  of  effect  which,  was  prodigious :  a  hundred 
feet  in  height  and  miles  in  length  with  a  stroke  of  the 
brush.  The  architectural  and  sculptural  results  were 
equally  monstrous.  There  were  lateral  shelves,  twenty 
feet  in  width,  and  thousands  of  yards  in  length.  There 
were  towers,  pilasters,  and  formless  caryatides,  a  quar- 
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ter  of  a  mile  in  height.  Great  bulks  projected,  capped 
by  gigantic  mitre  or  diadems,  and  flanked  by  cavernous 
indentations.  In  consequence  of  the  varying  solidity 
of  the  stone,  the  river  had  wrought  the  precipices  into 
a  series  of  innumerable  monuments,  more  or  less  enor- 
mous, commemorative  of  combats.  There  had  been  in- 
terminable strife  here  between  the  demons  of  earth  and 
the  demons  of  water,  and  each  side  had  set  up  its  tro- 
phies. It  was  the  Vatican  and  the  Catacombs  of  the 
Genii ;  it  was  the  museum  and  the  mausoleum  of  the 
forces  of  nature.  At  various  points  tributary  gorges, 
the  graves  of  fluvial  gods  who  had  perished  long  ago, 
opened  into  the  main  cafion.  In  passing  these  the  voy- 
agers had  momentary  glimpses  of  sublimities  and  hor- 
rors which  seemed  like  the  handiwork  of  that  "  anarch 
old,"  who  wrought  before  the  shaping  of  the  universe. 
One  of  these  sarcophagi  was  a  narrow  cleft,  not  more 
than  eighty  feet  broad,  cut  from  surface  to  base  of  a 
bed  of  sandstone  one-third  of  a  mile  in  depth.  It  was 
inhabited  by  an  eternal  gloom  which  was  like  the  shadow 
of  the  blackness  of  darkness.  The  stillness,  the  absence 
of  all  life,  whether  animal  or  vegetable,  the  dungeon- 
like  closeness  of  the  monstrous  walls,  were  beyond 
language.  Another  gorge  was  a  ruin.  Along  the  slop- 
ing sides  of  the  gap  stood  bowlders,  pillars,  needles,  and 
strange  shapes  of  stone,  peering  over  each  other's  heads 
into  the  gulf  below.  It  was  as  if  an  army  of  misshapen 
monsters  and  giants  had  been  petrified  with  horror, 
while  staring  at  some  inconceivable  desolation  and  ruin. 
There  was  no  hope  for  this  concrete  despair  ;  no  imag- 
inable voice  could  utter  for  it  a  word  of  consolation  ; 
the  gazer,  like  Dante  amid  the  tormented,  could  only 
"  look  and  pass  on."  .  .  .  The  solitude  of  this  con- 
tinuous panorama  of  precipices  was  remarkable.  It  was 
a  region  without  man,  or  beast,  or  bird,  or  insect.  The 
endless  rocks,  not  only  denuded,  but  eroded  and  scraped 
by  the  action  of  bygone  waters,  could  furnish  no  sup- 
port for  animal  life.  A  beast  of  prey,  or  even  a  moun- 
tain goat,  would  have  starved  here.  Could  a  condor  of 
the  Andes  have  visited  it,  he  would  spread  his  wings  at 
once  to  leave  it. — Overland. 


DE  KAY,  CHARLES,  an  American  poet,  born  at 
Washington,  D.  C.,  July  25,  1849.  A  grandson  of 
Joseph  Rodman  Drake,  he  graduated  at  Yale 
and  became  a  member  of  the  staff  of  the  New 
York  Times  in  1877,  writing  also  for  the  maga- 
zines. He  is  the  author  of  The  Bohemian  :  a  Trag- 
edy of  Modern  Life  (1878);  Hesperus  and  Other 
Poems  (1880);  The  Vision  of  Nimrod  (1881) ;  The 
Vision  of  Esther  (1882) ;  The  Love  Poems  of  Philip 
Barneval  (1%%^  and  Barye  :  Life  and  Works  (\%%<$). 

WOOD   LAUREL. 

White  in  coverts  of  the  wood 
Where  the  even  shadows  brood, 
On  waving  carpets  young  of  fern 
See  the  clusters  steadfast  burn— 
Eyes  of  joy  amid  the  dark 
Lighting  up  the  forest,  stalk  ! 
While  the  pine  is  bending  over, 
Tenderly,  a  rugged  lover, 
Thankful  faces  we  must  wear 
Since  the  laurel  blooms  so  fair. 

At  what  altar  shall  we  pray  ? 
For  his  neighbor  who  shall  say? 
Each  devout  may  draw  his  moral 
For  the  generous  blooming  laurel. 

Let  the  priest  of  gods  triune 
List  to  Nature's  triple  rune, 
Symbols  find  in  leaf  and  petal 
Which  no  councils  can  unsettle, 
Giving  praise  as  well  as  prayer 
That  the  laurel  blooms  so  fair. 
(472) 
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Here  the  lover  of  one  God 
One  law  reads  in  oak  and  sod ; 
Swedenborg's  ethereal  sons 
May  see  the  wood-sprite  for  the  nonce ; 
And  Moslem  who  toward  Mecca  yearns, 
May  spread  his  carpet  'mid  the  ferns, 
And  watching  with  adoring  eyes 
These  petals  tint  with  pink  sunrise, 
May  lift  to  Allah  thankful  prayer 
That  the  laurel  blooms  so  fair. 

Buddhist  here  can  fix  his  gaze 
Where  encounter  beauty's  rays, 
In  this  lovely  form  discern 
Sign  of  Nature's  yeasty  churn  ; 
And  China's  wise  and  formal  seer 
Beholds  the  perfect  symbol  here 
Of  work  and  work's  consummate  fruit, 
In  flower,  in  bush,  and  groping  root. 
These  a  moment  more  may  spare 
Since  the  laurel  blooms  so  fair. 

Laurel  once  was  victor's  meed, 
This  one's  not  of  warlike  breed ; 
Blooming,  lost  in  forest  dense, 
With  a  shy  luxuriance, 
She  is  glad  to  be  the  bush 
Favored  by  the  brown-winged  thrush, 
Loving  more  his  melting  song 
Than  the  plaudits  of  the  throng; — 
O,  that  I  the  woods  might  share 
Which  the  laurel  makes  so  fair ! 

THE   TORNADO. 

Whose  eye  has  marked  his  gendering?    On  his  throne 

He  dwells  apart  in  roofless  caves  of  air, 

Born  of  the  stagnant,  blown  of  the  glassy  heat 

O'er  the  still  mere  Sargasso.     When  the  world 

Has  fallen  voluptuous,  and  the  isles  are  grown 

So  bold  they  cry,  God  sees  not ! — as  a  rare 

Sun-flashing  iceberg  towers  on  high,  and  fleet 

As  air-ships  rise,  by  upward  currents  whirled, 

Even  so  the  bane  of  lustful  islanders 

Wings  him  aloft.     And  scarce  a  pinion  stirs. 
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Jhere  gathering  hues,  he  stoopeth  down  again, 
Down  from  the  vault.     Locks  of  the  gold-tipped  cloud 
Fly  o'er  his  head  ;  his  eyes,  St.  Elmo  flames ; 
His  mouth,  a  surf  on  a  red  coral  reef. 
Embroidered  is  his  cloak  of  dark  blue  stain 
With  lightning  jags.     Upon  his  pathway  crowd 
Dull  Shudder,  wan-faced  Quaking,  Ghastly-dreams. 
And  after  these,  in  order  near  their  chief, 
Start,  Tremor,  Faint-heart,  Panic,  and  Affray, 
Horror,  with  blanching  eyes,  and  limp  Dismay. 

Unroll  a  gray-green  carpet  him  before, 
Swathed  in  thick  foam  :  thereon  adventuring,  bark 
Need  never  hope  to  live  ;  that  yeasty  pile 
Bears  her  no  longer  ;  to  the  mast-head  plunged 
She  writhes  and  groans,  careens,  and  is  no  more. 
Now,  pricked  by  fear,  the  man-devourer  shark, 
Gale-breasting  gull,  and  whale  that  dreams  no  guile 
Till  the  sharp  steel  quite  to  the  life  has  lunged, 
Before  his  pitiless,  onward-hurling  form 
Hurry  toward  land  for  shelter  from  the  storm. 

In  vain.     Tornado  and  his  pursuivants, 

Whirlwind  of  giant  bulk,  and  Water-spout — 

The  grewsome,  tortuous  devil-fish  of  rain — 

O'ertake  them  on  the  shoals  and  leave  them  dead. 

Doomsday  has  come.     Now  men  in  speechless  trance 

Glower  unmoved  upon  the  hideous  rout, 

Or,  shrieking,  fly  to  holes,  or  yet  complain 

One  moment  to  that  lordly  face  of  dread, 

Before  he  quits  the  mountain  of  his  wave, 

And  strews  for  all  impartially  their  grave. 

And  as  in  court-yard  corners  on  the  wind 

Sweep  the  loose  straws,  houses  and  stately  trees 

Whirl  in  a  vortex.     His  answering  tread 

Winnows  the  isle  bare  as  a  thresher's  floor. 

His  eyes  are  fixed ;  he  looks  not  once  behind, 

But  at  his  back  fall  silence  and  the  breeze. 

Scarce  is  he  come,  the  lovely  wraith  is  sped. 

Ashamed  the  lightning  shuts  its  purple  door, 

And  heaven  still  knows  the  robes  of  gold  and  dun. 

While  placid  Ruin  gently  greets  the  sun. 
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ROBBER   BLUE-BLACK. 

Though  it  lacks  two  months  of  May, 
Frosts  have  nipped  a  genial  thaw, 

And  the  melted  snow  is  thin, 

Crisp,  and  harsh  to  Reynard's  claw. 

White  are  curves  where  paths  have  been 
Winding  through  the  ruddy  swamp, 

Pensive-gray  the  circling  trees 
Etch  the  sky  in  gentle  pomp. 

Yet  is  Spring  within  the  breeze, 
Gay  in  heart  of  yonder  fowl, 
Screaming  near  a  brooding  owl 
H  i  s  jay— jay— jay  ! 

Wicked  dandy,  have  you  come, 
Dressed  in  suit  of  brightest  blue, 

Long  among  our  hills  to  roam 

Till  the  woods  your  presence  rue? 

Malice  sure  your  notes  betray 

While  you  flirt  about  each  gray 
Brushy  top  and  chestnut  crest, 

Jotting  down  in  thievish  brain 
Just  the  lay  of  every  nest  ? 

So,  when  summer's  here  again — 
Suck  the  eggs — away  you  fly 
With  the  parent-frighting  cry 
O  f  jay — -jay— jay  ! 

Ah,  the  dainty  rascal  jay  ! 

Now's  the  time  abroad  to  fling 

With  the  heart  and  limbs  of  youth 
Ere  the  fickle-minded  Spring 

All  the  land  with  lakes  endu'th  ! 
Now  across  the  oak-swamp  race, 
Following  swift  his  airy  trace  ; 
Hound  him  down  the  icy  path 
Till  he  chatters  full  of  wrath  ; 
Chase  him  past  the  helpless  owl, 
And  loudly  mock  the  coward  fowl 
With  jay— jay— jay  ! 


DEKKER,  EDUARD  DOUWES,  a  Dutch  miscel. 
laneous  writer,  who  wrote  under  the  pseudonym 
"  Multatuli,"  was  born  at  Amsterdam,  March  2, 
1820;  died  at  Nieder-Ingelheim,  Germany,  Feb- 
ruary 19,  1887.  In  1860  he  published  a  novel 
entitled  Max  Havelaar  of  de  Koffijveilingen  der 
Nederlandsche  Handelmaatshappij,  in  which  he  de- 
scribed many  of  the  abuses  which  have  crept  into 
the  coffee  trade  of  the  Dutch  commercial  com- 
panies in  Java,  where  Dekker  had  become  involved 
in  difficulties  while  acting  as  assistant  resident  at 
Lebak.  His  writings  include  other  works  on  the 
Dutch  East  Indies,  and  several  dramas  and  essays 
on  social,  political,  and  philosophical  questions.  He 
has  been  characterized  as  a  remarkably  original 
thinker,  and  a  serious  and  vigorous  writer.  These 
were  written  in  Germany,  to  which  country,  dis- 
appointed and  discouraged  at  his  failure  to  effect 
the  reforms  he  sought  among  his  own  countrymen, 
he  removed  in  1866;  and  where,  during  the  last 
years  of  his  life,  he  lived  retired  at  Nieder-Ingel- 
heim on  the  Rhine.  The  most  noted  of  these  later 
writings  were  La  Sainte  Vierge,  a  novel;  Vorsten- 
school,  a  very  popular  play  ;  and  Wontertje  Pieterse, 
an  incomplete  story  which,  with  his  letters,  was 
published  after  his  death. 

The  London  Atkenmtm,  reviewing  Dekker's 
works  shortly  after  the  decease  of  the  author, 
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characterized  him  as  a  social  reformer  whose 
accusations  against  those  with  whom  he  had  found 
fault  had  never  been  refuted,  and  who  had  greatly 
influenced  the  ideas  of  his  countrymen  about  re- 
ligion and  literature.  "  He  attacked  cant,  shams 
and  red  tape  with  a  power  of  sarcasm  in  which  he 
had  not  an  equal  in  Holland.  His  knowledge  of 
the  East  was  so  great  tha'  he  foretold  the  course 
of  events  of  the  last  twenty  years  in  the  Dutch 
colonial  dominions.  His  style  is  unique  ;  he  excels 
in  pathos,  humor,  and  argument.  His  individual- 
ity impressed  itself  so  strongly  on  his  readers  that 
he  left  no  one  indifferent.  Some  have  an  admira- 
tion for  his  genius  and  character  which  has  no 
bounds;  others  he  inspired  with  a  feeling  of 
aversion  by  his  self-assertion  and  tone  of  author- 

ity." 

SAIDJAH   AND    ADINDA. 

Sai'djah  was  now  fifteen  when,  his  mother  having  died 
broken-hearted,  his  father  fled  away  to  try  to  find  work 
in  the  districts  of  Buitenzorg.  But  Saidjah  went  not 
with  his  father,  because  he  had  other  ideas.  It  had  been 
told  him  that  there  were  many  fine  gentlemen  in  Batavia 
who  rode  in  carriages,  and  that  he  might  easily  obtain  a 
place  there  as  a  driver.  And  with  care  he  might  save — 
who  knows  ? — enough  to  buy  himself  two  buffaloes  ;  and 
with  this  happy  thought  he  goes  to  the  house  of  Adinda, 
and  told  it  all  to  her. 

"  Only  think !  when  I  return,  we  shall  have  two 
buffaloes  ;  and  you  and  I  will  be  old  enough  to  get 
married.  Only,  Adinda,  what  if  I  should  find  you  al- 
ready married  ?" 

"  But  you  know,  Saidjah,  that  I  shall  never  marry  ; 
never  anybody  but  you  ;  for  my  father  promised  your 
father  that  I  should  be  your  wife." 

"Well,  but  you?" 


478  EDUARD  DO U WES  DEKKER 

"Oh,  as  for  me,  rest  assured  that  I  shall  marry  you." 

"Well,  when  I  return,  I  will  call  aloud ;  from  away  off 
I  will  call  as  I  come." 

"  But  suppose  we  are  in  the  village,  stamping  out  the 
rice,  how  shall  we  hear?" 

"True  ! — but — yes,  that's  it ;  you  wait  for  me,  Adinda, 
under  the  oak  ;  be  watting  under  the  Retapan." 

"Yes,  but,  Sai'djah,  how  am  I  to  know  when  to  be  at 
the  Retapan?" 

"By  counting  the  moons,  Adinda;  for  I  shall  be  away 
just  thrice  twelve  moons.  So,  make  a  notch  on  the 
rice-block  every  new  moon  ;  and  when  you  have  cut 
thrice  twelve  notches,  the  very  next  day  I  shall  be  there 
under  the  Retapan.  Will  you  be  there,  Adinda?  Do 
you  promise?" 

"I  will  be  there,  Saidjah;  when  you  return,  you  will 
find  me  near  the  oak,  under  the  Retapan." — From  Max 
•  translated  for  the  University  of  Literature. 


DEKKER,  or  DECKER,  THOMAS,  an  English 
dramatist  and  humorist,  born  about  1575;  died 
about  1640.  Of  his  personal  life  little  is  known, 
except  that  much  of  it  was  passed  in  extreme 
poverty ;  that  he  was  for  a  time  connected  with 
Ben  Jonson  in  writing  for  the  stage ;  that  they 
afterward  quarrelled,  and  lampooned  each  other. 
Dekker  was  also  connected  with  Ford,  Massinger, 
and  Webster  in  the  composition  of  several  dramas. 
He  was  sole  author  of  nearly  thirty  plays,  the 
best  of  which  are  FortunatUsvxA  The  Honest  Whoret 
the  latter  of  which  is  highly  praised  by  Hazlitt, 
who  says  that  it  "  unites  the  simplicity  of  prose 
with  the  graces  of  poetry."  He  wrote  many  pam- 
phlets ridiculing  the  follies  of  the  times.  In  the 
work  of  collaboration  he  was  assigned  to  writing 
the  scenes  laid  in  shops,  inns,  and  suburban  pleas- 
ure-houses, which  he  described  with  luxuriant 
fancy.  Some  of  his  characteristic  works  are 
The  Shoemaker  s  Holiday,  or  the  Gentle  Craft  (1600) ; 
The  Seven  Deadly  Sins  of  London  ( 1 606)  ;  News  from 
Hell  (1606) ;  Westward  Ho !  (previous  to  1605); 
The  Bellman  (1608);  The  Gull's  Hornbook  (1609); 
Match  Me  in  London  (1631),  and  English  Villainies 

(1637). 

MODEST    AND    IMMODEST    WOMEN. 

Nothing  did  make  me,  when  I  love  them  best, 
To  loathe  them  more  than  this  :  when  in  the  street 
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A  fair,  young,  modest  damsel  I  did  meet ; 

She  seemed  to  all  a  dove  when  J  passed  by, 

And  I  to  all  a  raven  :  every  eye 

That  followed  her,  went  with  a  bashful  glance  : 

At  me  each  bold  and  jeering  countenance 

Darted  forth  scorn  :  to  her,  as  if  she  had  been 

Some  tower  unvanquished,  would  they  all  vail ; 

'Gainst  me  swoln  Rumor  hoisted  every  sail ; 

She,  crowned  with  reverend  praises,  passed  by  them  ; 

I,  though  with  face  masked,  could  not  'scape  the  hem 

For,  as  if  heaven  had  .set  strange  marks  on  such, 

Because  they  should  be  pointed-stocks  to  man, 

Brest  up  in  civilest  shape,  a  courtesan, 

Let  her  walk  saint-like,  noteless,  and  unknown, 

Yet  she's  betrayed  by  some  trick  of  her  own. 

—  The  Honest  Whot 


LIFE   AT   COURT. 

Fort. — For  still  in  all  the  regions  I  have  seen, 
I  scorned  to  crowd  among  the  muddy  throng 
Of  the  rank  multitude,  whose  thickened  breath — 
Like  to  condensed  fogs — to  choke  that  beauty, 
Which  else  would  dwell  in  every  kingdom's  cheek. 
No  ;  I  still  boldly  stept  into  their  courts  : 
For  there  to  live  'tis  rare,  Oh  'tis  divine  ! 
There  shall  you  see  faces  angelical ; 
There  shall  you  see  troops  of  chaste  goddesses, 
Whose  starlike  eyes  have  power — might  they  still  shine-^ 
To  make  night  day,  and  day  more  crystalline. 
Near  these  you  shall  behold  great  heroes, 
White-headed  councillors,  and  jovial  spirits, 
Standing  like  fiery  cherubim  to  guard 
The  monarch,  who  in  godlike  glory-sits 
In  midst  of  these,  as  if  this  deity 
Had  with  a  look  created  a  new  world, 
The  standers-by  being  the  fair  workmanship. 

And. — Oh,  how  my  soul  is  rapt  to  a  third  heaven! 
I'll  travel  sure,  and  live  with  none  but  kings. 

Amp. — But  tell  me,  father,  have  you  in  all  courts 
Beheld  such  glory,  so  majestical, 
In  all  perfection,  no  way  blemished? 
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.Fcrt. — In  some  courts  shall  you  see  Ambition 

Sit,  piecing  Daedalus's  old  waxen  wings; 

But  being  clapt  on,  and  they  about  to  fly, 

Even  when  their  hopes  are  busied  in  the  clouds^ 

They  melt  against  the  sun  of  Majesty, 

And  down  they  tumble  to  destruction. 

By  travel,  boys,  I  have  seen  all  these  things. 

Fantastic  Compliment  stalks  up  and  down, 

Trickt  in  outlandish  feathers  ;  all  his  words, 

His  looks,  his  oaths,  are  all  ridiculous, 

All  apish,  childish,  and  Italianate. 

The  best  of  his  prose  works  is  The  Gulfs  Horn- 
jook,  which,  says  Drake,  "  exhibits  a  very  curious, 
minute,  and  interesting  picture  of  the  manners 
and  habits  of  the  middle  class  of  society  in  his 
time." 

ON    SLEEP. 

For  do  but  consider  what  an  excellent  thing  sleep 
is  !  it  is  so  inestimable  a  jewel,  that,  if  a  tyrant  would 
give  his  crown  for  an  hour's  slumber,  it  cannot  be 
bought  :  of  so  beautiful  a  shape  is  it,  that,  though  a 
man  live  with  an  empress,  his  heart  cannot  be  at  quiet 
till  he  leaves  her  embracements  to  be  at  rest  with  the 
other  :  yea,  so  greatly  are  we  indebted  to  this  kinsman 
of  death,  that  we  owe  the  better  tributary  half  of  our 
life  to  him  ;  and  there  is  good  cause  why  we  should  do 
so  ;  for  sleep  is  that  golden  chain  that  ties  health  and 
our  bodies  together.  Who  complains  of  want,  of  wounds, 
of  cares,  of  great  men's  oppressions,  of  captivity,  whilst 
he  sleepeth  ?  Beggars  in  their  beds  take  as  much 
pleasure  as  kings.  Can  we  therefore  surfeit  on  this  del- 
icate ambrosia  ?  Can  we  drink  too  much  of  that,  where- 
of to  taste  too  little,  tumbles  us  into  a  churchyard  ;  and 
to  use  it  but  indifferently  throws  us  into  Bedlam  ?  No, 
no,  Look  unto  Endymion,  the  moon's  minion,  who  slept 
threescore  and  fifteen  years  ;  and  was  not  a  hair  the 
worse  for  it ! — The  Gull's  Hornbook. 
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